
Bike Tour – Great Ocean Road, Australia 
December 13 to 21, 2003 

 
Things didn’t look too good when at Billinudgel, and less than an hour into our ride, 
my pillion, Judi, unfairly accused me of planning to navigate the entire 6,000kms of 
our Gold Coast to Great Ocean Road trip using my “BPS” – my “Bakery Positioning 
System”! 
 
True, in years of travelling around the countryside I have learned one or two places 
where I can get a good bun and a cup of coffee, but “BPS”?  That was taking things a 
bit too far I felt and 68kms into our trip, disregarding the slur, I turned off the Pacific 
highway into Billinudgel, and the parking lot of the Humble Pie Company, looking 
forward to sampling their excellent wares once again.  
 
An hour later and much refreshed, we were back on the road heading South for Valla 
Beach 354kms away, just South of Coffs Harbour, a three-and-a-half hour leg that we 
would do easily now that we were suitably sustained and caffinated.   
 
We had been planning our 6,000km tour of the Great Ocean Road, and points North 
of there, for months and had opted for a ride-and-camp approach that would demand 
our BMW R1100RT be loaded way past its recommended maximum load limit of 
490kgs.  For starters, the bike has a wet weight of 282kgs which leaves just 208kgs 
for passengers and luggage.  Given that our combined dressed-to-ride weight was 
around 195kgs, that would leave just 13kgs for luggage which was to include a two-
person tent, two self-inflating mattresses, two sleeping bags and a two-page checklist 
of clothes and “essentials” to see us through ten days on the road (see below). 
 
Clearly, the weight issue would have to be addressed either by dieting (regarded by 
both of us a bit drastic) or fitting an Ohlins rear shock in place of the Beemer unit.  
We opted for the latter approach as the research I had done lead me to expect the 
Ohlins unit to improve the Beemer’s ride and handling when under load, but we were 
to be astounded at the difference it made to a bike that had previously left little to be 
desired in either department! 
 
Beyond the issue of weight there was one of sheer volume!  While the tent was a 
skinny 3.2kgs, the two sleeping bags totalled about the same, but were considerably 
bulkier – bulkier than the Beemer’s standard top box could handle that was for sure!  
And so I embarked on the search for a gearsack that would pack the light bulky stuff 
on the rear luggage carrier in place of the Beemer topbox.  Easier said than done, but 
after examining a dozen units, I turned up a 42ltr Motodry sack that would expand to 
82ltrs and would fasten to the luggage rack via its own in-built occy straps and belt.  It 
was to prove superb throughout the trip. 
 
Horizontal stability of the Motodry sack was achieved via two more occy straps 
tensioned at 45degs from its convenient top buckles to the Beemer’s frame.  The 
Motodry took the tent, both sleeping bags and its side pockets conveniently held the 
cold-weather liners for both our DryRider jackets – all without expanding it to its full 
size. 
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Our two self-inflating mattresses then sat neatly atop the panniers fastened by occies 
running from the same frame point to the upright under the rear luggage carrier 
forming a cosy seat for Judi and leaving both panniers available for clothes, shoes, 
wetpacks and essentials and though each of them went over their recommended load 
limit, hey, they’re bullet proof! 
 
The BMW Tank Bag’s 
expandable top section 
took our wet weather 
overalls, neck socks and 
the raincover for the 
lambswool seatcover, 
while the “normal” lower 
section of the tankbag 
was the “glovebox” for 
mobiles, camera, 
binoculars, sunscreen and 
the like.  
 
With the loading issues 
pretty well settled, all that 
remained before 
departure was a new rear Metzler and a 60,000klm service that saw the timing belt 
replaced as a matter of course, and we were set for the road.  
 
We had planned to start our odyssey on Saturday after finishing work for the year, but 
had not counted on being required to move house three days before!  Still, we were 
resolved to go on time so as to be back in time for Christmas with family, so we 
carried out the move in perfunctory fashion and hit the road early Saturday morning, a 
little frazzled but on schedule.  
 
By now I am hoping that you, dear reader, will see the stop at the Humble Pie 
Company for what it was – a wisely-planned albeit early break that took into account 
our somewhat delicate condition!  
 
And so we motored into Valla Beach on schedule.  Valla is one of those northern 
NSW hideaways that will shortly be discovered by the southern babyboomers, but 
which still has a beautifully un-developed long, white beach with shells and fish and 
the smell of seaweed and salt air.  Judi’s daughter and granddaughter live there, and 
so Valla was a mandatory lunch stop for a couple of hours of grannying, and then it 
was to be a longish 365km tail end run to the day, down Highway One to Nelson Bay, 
just North of Newcastle, for our first night’s kip. 
 
Then we discovered Frederickton’s famous Pie Shop just 65kms South of Valla 
Beach!  The cars parked along both sides of the highway and the boast of 148 
varieties of pie said that Fredo’s Famous Pie Shop might be worth a visit, and so we 
visited!  Much to my delight, my steak and Guinness pie tasted just like real steak and 
real Guinness!  And Judi’s veggie pastie rated just as highly.  Don’t knock it – BPS 
works and Fredo’s Pies are now on the list of reliable reference points!   
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Broken only for a short drink stop at the lovely old Coopernook pub just North of the 
Bridge over the Manning, the remainder of the leg into Nelson’s was event-free and, 
after a first-day 750klm ride, it was good to find that the key to friend Debbie’s 
delightful weekender was where it was supposed to be.   
 
We stripped off the luggage and the travelling gear, climbed into shorts and tops and 
rode down into the town centre to eat a fresh fish-and-chip dinner sitting in the main 
street, entertained by a packed and festive Christmas street parade of businesses, 
community clubs and kids in costume. 
 
Sunday morning we had scheduled for a walk and a swim at Shoal Bay (just around 
from Nelson Bay), and as we pulled up the bike drew a compliment from a passer-by 
who introduced himself as Fred and proceeded to catalogue the bikes he himself had 
owned in years past, and to ask a few questions about the latest crop before 
proceeding on his morning constitutional.  A couple of hours later, as we were leaving 
the beach, another stranger pulled up and asked whether we were Ulysseans (which 
we are), introduced himself as “Graeme” and a fellow Ulyssean, and invited us to a 
massive Christmas ride-in party for Sydney and Newcastle members to be held that 
night just around the Bay.  Time would not permit us to accept Graeme’s kind 
invitation, but both incidents just goes to show how a common interest in bikes breaks 
down barriers out there on the road!  
 
By midday of Day 2 we had cleaned house, put a bottle of bubbly in the fridge for 
Deb as rent, loaded up and headed off for Currarong Beach on the northern tip of 
Jervis Bay where Judi’s dad, Noel, has lived for the past twenty six years.  This leg of 
the trip meant skirting Sydney and while I am an ex-Sydneysider, the roads change so 
often on its western frontier that I was not sure of the route, and so had trusted to the 
RACQ’s on-line mapping service and pulled a route map off the web for the purpose 
(see www.racq.com.au > Features > Need Directions?)   
 
The RACQ route map, complete with measurements to the metre and times to the 
minute, worked a treat, and we navigated street-by-street through Parramatta and 
Liverpool and onto the Southern Freeway to Campbelltown, where we took a 
lunchbreak in the park before continuing to Nowra.   
 
Running our final leg eastward out of Nowra for 40 minutes or so brought us into 
Currarong where we ended up at the local Bowling Club in search of a bottle of 
Scotch for Noel as our contribution to the night of family carousing that was to come.  
At the Club we bumped into Judi’s brother Paul who was picking up a Chinese take-
away for us all, and the family catch-up had started! 
 
Currarong is one of those places that’s in the process of being “discovered”, and 
blocks of sand that were won in a ballot or bought for a song thirty years ago and had 
a little fibro weekend cobbled together on them over five years of weekend work, now 
sell for a million or more.  The sad thing is that the previously permanent community 
of 300 mostly-older souls is slowly being eroded as they are bought out by younger 
occasional weekend visitors, and the place is changing into something else. 
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The beach at Currarong is another national treasure and we scheduled the first half of 
Day 3 to catch up with Noel and to enjoy a long walk along the shore before heading 
off on our longest strike of the trip – heading South down the remainder of the NSW 
South Coast, then turning East to cross the bottom of Victoria to Sale, in the middle of 
the Gippsland, for a 700kms run at the end of which we would catch up with my two 
grandchildren and their father, Andrew.  
 
We took off on the Sale leg of the trip around midday, tracking South for Batemans 
Bay, but with an eye out for the little roadside East Lynne Store, 13kms North of 
Batemans where we once previously been surprised by their excellent fare.  Nothing 
has changed and, under the shade of a huge pawlonia, we lunched on fresh prawns, 
homemade bread, a slice of their famous award winning pie and a cappuccino.  
Sometimes Life is just so sweet! 
 
The run down through Bateman’s to Eden has some great stretches of bike road – 
hills, views and bends with good cambers – and it was just North of Eden that I made 
the only serious mistake in the whole ride.  We were slogging along behind three cars, 
the first of which was toiling along at a good 20ks under the speed limit when we 
came over the hill onto a long, smooth left-hand sweeper that dropped then rose up 
the other side of a small valley, offering a stretch of broken yellow lines and a 
Beemer-sized overtaking opportunity.  There was no oncoming traffic and still in 
fifth, I pulled on some power, indicated, and moved out to pass.    
 
At that instant two cars crested the opposite hill and proceeded to descend at a rapid 
rate, quickly closing the gap into which I was headed.  Snap judgement said there was 
no time to downshift and that if I maintained the current rate of acceleration, the gap 
would be there when we arrived, though we would be well over the speed limit – and 
my comfort level - and still accelerating as I would have to lay over for the tightening 
lefthander.  Time slowed down and I had a flash recall of an ex-motorcycle cop riding 
mate saying “The bike will go around the corner - if the lump of meat on top doesn’t 
get in the way of it”  - and it did!  Bless the Beemer, bless the Ohlins, bless my steady 
pillion – however, I won’t be doing that particular manoeuvre again! 
 
Compared to this incident, the rest of the day was pretty tame and we made steady 
progress through Eden, crossing the border into Victoria 50kms later, turning West to 
cross southern Victoria tracking to Bairnsdale and beyond it, to Sale – but we ran out 
of steam at around 8.30pm and called it quits in a little place called Bruthen, still 
about an hour East of Sale.  It was then that we discovered the Bruthen pub!  
 
Firstly, it took two passes through town to identify the pub, perched high on the bank 
of the river immediately after you come off the bridge and, once discovered, it took a 
bit more work to discover the publican!  We pulled up out front of the pub, the lights 
of which were ablaze, and walked into the bar.  It was deserted.  We gave a couple of 
hollers.  No reply.  I started to walk through the place, and finally encountered the 
smiling face of Alex, the publican!  He had been checking the fridges, and Bruna, his 
good wife, was “somewhere around here”.   
 
Did he have a room?  He found Bruna, who showed us a lovely big, old-fashioned 
double bedroom, clean, neat and spacious, and then gave us a tour of the separate 
male and female community bathroom facilities before informing us that we were the 
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only guests tonight and that it was $35 for the night.  We took it!  Then Bruna asked if 
we had eaten. We protested that by now it was 9.30pm, and surely she had shut the 
kitchen, but Bruna would hear none of it, and whisked off to cook up a couple of 
steaks, whereupon we took a quick shower and dressed for dinner (something that is 
easy to do relatively quickly when you have a severely limited choice of wardrobe.) 
 
In preparation for our meal, we adjourned to the dining room which happened to 
adjoin the bar, whence Alex in a northern Italian accent that is still a foot thick after 
42 years off the boat, asked what we would like to drink.  I asked if he had a local red, 
he produced a selection and we chose our dinner wine, at which point Bruna produced 
two magnificent steaks and Alex then proceeded to regale us with heavily accented 
jokes, biting observations on the politics of the day, stories of the town and general 
hospitality, all punctuated with gales of laughter. 
 

At something less than $85 
for the bed, food, and wine 
– not to mention the 
entertainment and 
hospitality - Bruthen 
pub has to be one of the 
better value packages in 
Australia!  
 
The morning of Day 4 was 
a short hop to Sale and 
some grandkid-time and a 
catch up with Andrew for 
me, then on to Sorrento 
and the ferry across the 
mouth of Port Phillip to 

Queenscliff.   
 
On the way, we stopped in Yarram for fuel and to ask whether there was a vehicular 
ferry out of Cowes (on Phillip Island). The map showed a dotted “ferry line” and our 
question of the servo attendant was met with a puzzled look, followed by a slowly 
dawning recollection:  “I dunno mate, but there is an old saying ‘What’s brown and 
steams out of Cowes?’  And the answer is ‘The ferry!’ so there could be.”  Turns out 
it’s a passenger ferry, so we gave Phillip Island a miss and were about to head for 
Sorrento when a biking couple filling at the same stop and coming from where we 
were going, recommended we visit Wilson’s Promontory – so we did! 
 
It was a hot day and the Promontory is essentially one vast flattened sand dune 
anchored by huge granite outcrops to form good flat farming land at its base, grading 
to sandy scrub at its tip – and it was hot.  But – it had some of the cleanest, greenest 
crispest water I have ever seen and it was irresistible so we toured the various beaches 
for a while before selecting one, doing a quick strip to the buff and a change into 
swimmers in the parking lot, and heading to the beach!  What water!  Straight off the 
great southern ocean, and it still has fish in it right in there where you swim!  Hot day; 
cold, clean water; pristine shoreline; on holidays – it doesn’t get a lot better than this. 
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Our unscheduled jaunt out along Wilson’s Promontory put us a bit behind but we had 
flexibility built in, and decided that we would stop Night 4 at Sorrento and catch the 
ferry the next morning. 
 
Tooling West along the last of the Mornington Peninsula we were struck by the little 
beach huts that line the shore – all of the same size and design, of weatherboard 
painted various colours, apparently privately owned on a leased lot, and designed to 
store their owner’s beach holiday gear!  There were a number of caravan parks that 
did not welcome campers (that’s us) and other areas clearly designed for camping 
which contained occasional amenities blocks but no administration buildings.   
 
Who do we pay to stay?  That question was never answered, and we pitched our tent 
on the grass above the beach at Rye, looking out onto Port Phillip Bay.  A pub meal 
was looking good, so I asked a nearby young couple (David and Cara, who had come 
down from Melbourne for a night’s camping) if they would keep an eye on our tent 
for us while we were gone (they said “sure”; I asked if they would like a photo of 
themselves emailed when we got back home; and snapped one off), then headed off 
for a meal. 
 
It’s funny, but have you ever noticed that the meals you really remember usually have 
more to do with service than taste?  We walked into the front bar of the pub at Rye 
and asked for a drink and where we could order a meal.  The barman went out of his 
way to ensure that our order was taken on time (“We’re just closing off orders”), then 
got us two cool drinks in quick time, then recommended a nice local white to go with 
our fish, and smiled all the time!  Needless to say, sitting there on the veranda, 
looking out across the bay with good food, good wine, good service and great 
company, midway through a great bike trip forms one of those pictures you carry 
around in your heart forever. 
 
The night in the tent on Rye beach was fine apart from some very loudmouthed 
revellers who passed by in the wee hours, and then morning of Day 5 saw us up early, 
and down to Sorrento for the first ferry of the day.  It was our first ferry ride, too, and 
the staff were helpful in providing a few bikers’ tips (“Park your bike in the middle of 
the vehicle deck between 
the pylons. That’ll stop 
car drivers opening their 
doors on you.” 
 
The crossing to 
Queenscliff is a delightful 
30 minute trip, and you 
pass the “other ferry” 15 
minutes out as it heads 
from Queenscliff for 
Sorrento, thus providing 
an hourly service.  The 
ferry is quite massive, 
and it’s a case of park a
then go up on deck to 
take in the sights (and a coffee and cake, perhaps?) for a half hour or so.  

nd 
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From Queenscliffe the RACQ map worked well to thread us South of Geelong and 
down to Torquay, from where we took the coastward diversion to check out Bells 
Beach, and the long, even, rolling waves that have made it a surfing mecca.  It is 
interesting to see how the babyboomers who probably surfed the Beach in their youth, 
with the arse out of their trousers have gone on to make a buck, then have come back 
and set up exquisite (and lavish) weekenders or retirement homes in the area.   
 
Next stop was Anglesea where the road moves over to hug the shoreline and The 
Great Ocean Road has its unofficial beginnings.  From Angelsea onwards you start to 
appreciate why this stretch of road is to biking what Bells is to surfing, as a new vista 
opens round every headland, and just keeps opening with a mixture of seductive 
curves, sand, rocky outcrops and the deep blue of the Bass Strait. 
 
By early afternoon we had 
passed Aireys Inlet and 
Lorne and were becoming a 
bit bewitched by the 
beaches and endless s
when Apollo Bay exerted 
the final pull to stop us, a
called us in for a swim.  We 
took a camping spac
Pisces Caravan Resort on a 
hill at the northern end of 
town, and pitched our tent 
on our $16 plot with its 
million dollar view of the
beach and sea, then it was
off to the beach for a long 
walk and a swim. 

easide 

nd 

e at the 

 
 

 
Throughout the day the clouds had been lowering and by nightfall we had occasional 
raindrops tapping against the tent fly.  We rode into town for a feed still in dries, but 
during a good night’s sleep the rain had set in.  The tent had done its job and kept us 
and the gear dry and next morning, after a chat with a young German couple who 
were on their second visit to Australia during their annual leave from teaching 
German to their expatriat community in a Shanghai school, we took advantage of a 
lighter moment in the rain to break camp for Day 6 and head South in full wet 
weather gear.   
 
We had initially planned to do the skywalk through the forest at Cape Ottway, but the 
rain put a stop to that and we rode West now, towards Glenaire.   
 
The road through Ottway National Park looks as though it would be a beautiful bike 
ride in clear weather, but on this occasion we threaded in and out of mist and light 
rain with very poor visibility for half an hour or so before riding out of both the park 
and the rain and stopping at a spot called “The Bend” to switch to dry weather gear 
once more.   
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The heat quickly reasserted 
itself as we turned norwest 
and inland, towards Lavers 
Hill, before veering 
southeast and motoring 
coastward once again, this 
time for Princetown and 
The Great Ocean Road 
proper, for it is just beyond 
Princetown that the iconic 
“Twelve Apostles” make 
their appearance (though 
there are now only half that 
number of the original 
named group as erosion 

has continued inexorably and whittled their number to a more modest congregation. 
 
We were now headed norwest again, but this time tightly following the coastline 
between Princetown and Peterborough, stopping frequently to take in the seawashed 
arches, the sheer eroded cliffs, the Bay of Islands and other sites along the way – us 
and half the overseas tourists in Australia, it seemed, all practising the great Aussie 
salute as we waved off a plague of black flies that had appeared in celebration of the 
breaking of the drought.    
 
You could pity both Flinders and Baudin as they sailed simultaneously but in opposite 
directions for day after day along the formidable sheer cliff face of Australia’s 
southern coastline, looking for any break in the “wall” and an opportunity to come 
ashore and take on water. 
 
From the Bay of Islands the road turns inland again and zigzags its way through lush 
dairy flats towards Warrnambool, where we took a late lunch (at an excellent bakery – 
had to get that in there) before riding on to Port Fairy.  Judi’s mother had always 
talked about the town with great affection and a quiet meandering ride through its 
historic centre soon showed why – it’s old by Australian standards, and retains much 
of its 19th century style and charm but it too, alas, has been “discovered”. 
 
Exiting Port Fairy it was around 2pm, and with the Great Ocean Road portion of our 
trip completed, we were now heading for the Grampians National Park, so it was a 
fuel and water stop then a quick backtrack East towards Warrnambool for 15kms 
before turning North towards Penshurst en route to our destination for the night, 
Dunkeld, lying at the southeastern tip of the Grampian Ranges.   
 
As we rode through the long flat stretches North we moved swiftly from the coast’s 
lush green dairy pastures to progressively drier and browner cropping country until, 
around 6pm, we rode into the little township of Dunkeld and proceeded through it on 
a quick recognisance that revealed signposting to a local vineyard some 5klms to the 
East of the town and to “log cabin” accommodation to the North. 
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We opted to check the log 
cabins at Southern 
Grampians Cottages 
(www.grampianscottages.c
om.au) and found them to 
be luxuriously appointed 
two-bedroom cabins with 
full amenities, set in a w
kept park with a 
magnificent view of one of 
the Grampian massifs (
picture) at their back doors. 
We booked a cabin with 
owner George Fitzpa
bought a dozen local eggs 

(the manufacturers of which were scratching around in the grounds as we bought) and
a couple of real tomatoes, then asked about the status of the vineyard at this hour 
(6.30pm), whereupon George promptly picked up the phone and rang “Hector” a
Varrenti Vineyards on our behalf.  “ 

ell-

next 
 

trick, 

 

t 

 
“Yes, of course they want to buy wine,” he assured Hector, promptly hanging up and 
explaining that Hector needed twenty minutes to change his clothes and open up for 
us.  Sure, we wanted to buy wine – one bottle of it, for dinner! I paled a little at the 
thought of Hector opening for business only to gain a $15 sale, but we unpacked into 
the cabin, changed into light gear, and motored out to the Varrenti vineyard anyway.  
 
And there was Hector – or Ettore as he prefers to be called nowadays - standing in 
gleeful expectation of a big sale to finish the day and that sinking feeling grew 
stronger in my belly until Ettore beamed and opened with, “Gee, what a great bike.  I 
used to ride bikes back in . . ” and that pretty well set the tone for the next hour as 
Ettore, a spritely 75 year old retired professor of politics and history from Melbourne 
University, regailed us with a history of how he had gone back to his Italian roots, his 
Italian name and his Italian winemaking heritage with Varrenti Wines.  Ettore 
confessed to drinking much of his small output himself, of sharing the rest with 
friends and of selling to a very small clientele of which we were now sure to become 
a part!  
 
Over the next half hour or so we proceeded to sample Ettore’s history and his wines in 
equal portion, ultimately selecting his Grenache blend as our companion for dinner 
before heading back to the bike to return to our cabin.  It was only at that point that a 
couple of Ettore’s remarks about not having ridden a bike for thirty years finally 
penetrated my thick skull. 
 
 “Would you like a ride?”  I asked, and five minutes later we were proceeding at a 
stately pace South down the Caramut road with Ettore chattering his glee and his 
compliments about how big and smooth bikes had become since his days.  After 5ks 
of quiet riding I turned for home only to have Ettore lean forward, clamp me firmly 
around the waist and shout, “Go on, rev ‘er!” whereupon I lit the Beemer up in its first 
three gears to pull a quick ton in the old language, before dropping its nose and 
pulling in the reigns to turn into the vineyard gate. 
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To say that my pillion was excited was an understatement!  “Hawww, that was great!  
That waaaas great!” he babbled a couple of times, eyes wide and flickering with a 
demon light that I felt could well lead him straight to the nearest bike shop the next 
morning, a case of wine under arm to begin the bartering process.  
 
We left one happy vigneron 
and headed back to sup 
upon local produce, and to 
take in the soft evening 
breeze sitting outside our 
cabin looking up at the face 
of a massive Grampian 
outcrop as the maggies 
carolled their evening song.  
This holiday was definitely 
shaping up to be one of our 
best! 
 
Day 7 dawned clear and to 
the song of blackbirds, and 
we cooked up the rest of 
our eggs (just as the power in Dunkeld went out), loaded up and headed North into the 
Grampians for Halls Gap, Stawell, Bendigo and points East, hoping to reach Benalla 
by evening to stay with friends Sue and Graham at their farmhouse North of town – in 
all, a 470k trek that would see us transect a good part of Victoria in a northeasterly 
direction.   
 
But, to open this day we had The Grampians – an ancient formation of four ridges that 
represent the Southwestern tip of the Great Divide as it dives into our tectonic plate - 
and the flat plain we planned to ride that extended between two of the Grampians’ 
ridges.  The ridges provided a dramatic serrated skyline to both East and West of our 
course and the ancient brooding power of the place became more and more tangible as 
we rode on.   
 

The next couple of hours 
provided some of the most 
spellbinding riding we 
have ever done.  We added 
in a scramble up the face o
a rockfall to examine the 
exposed strata in the hope 
of finding a fossil and a 
10km diversion up the 
twisting and turning Mt 
William road, stopping just 
short of the peak to gaze 
out at the flat expanse 
extending to our North,  
before motoring down with 
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a few exuberant footpeg scrapes and on towards Halls Gap. 
 
Halls Gap is becoming something of a holiday camp, boosted by a newly-completed 
dam nearby, but still retains a strong bush flavour and we passed through on our way 
to Stawell and Navarre heading to St Anaud and a lunchbreak.   
 
The guy in the servo at St Anaud had an R1100RT so we swapped lies for a few 
minutes in exchange for a recommendation to a good eating house which proved 
accurate (no it wasn’t a bakery, but they did have good . . . .  Sorry). 
 
Bendigo rolled up in a 110ks and we did a brief unguided tour as it was Judi’s first 
time in town, then running 170ks North and East through Murchison headed for the 
Hume Highway and Benalla, before turning North for the final 20ks to Sue and 
Graham.  Sue “talked us in” by mobile for the last 5kms, most of it on loose gravel, 
until we made our last turn into Graham’s shaded and very tidy farm, sporting a wide 
shady rear pergola - and a pool!  With temperatures in the high 30’s all day, it took 
me around 5 minutes to say a quick hello and dive into that pool! 
 
An hour after our arrival 
the storm we had been 
playing tag with across 
half of Victoria finally 
caught up with us and, as 
I pulled the bike in under 
the pergola, I thought of 
all that loose gravel on 
the road out of there 
being quietly transformed 
into sludge!  Still, that 
took nothing away from 
our hosts’ excellent 
hospitality – or did 
anything to diminish the 
non-stop natter as Judi 
and Sue caught up on the 
last two years or so of 
“stuff”.  Meanwhile, Graham and I had a quiet beer and talked in more restrained 
terms about farming and such.  Graham was no happier than I to see the rain, having 
hay on the ground that he had cut that afternoon, rain was the last thing he wanted. 
 
Day 8 dawned grey and drizzling (at least it would not be hot!) so after a good 
breakfast we donned wets and braced ourselves for a muddy exit from the farm.  
Funny how five minutes of dry dirt into a place can turn into 30 minutes of tortuous 
mud on the way out - especially on a very heavy tourer.  Nonetheless, we finally made 
it back to the black top without incident, though I had worn a bit off my boots 
dragging them as “trainer heels” in the worst spots.   
 
Now it was a straight run of 260ks North, in intermittent rain, to Wagga Wagga and 
another of Judi’s friends, Margaret, where we lunched and chatted for a couple of 
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hours before setting out on the 400k leg still North to Dubbo, and our respective 
families.   
 
The rain had continued northward as we dined so when preparing to leave Wagga we 
changed to dry gear again and played tag with the same storm (we reckon) that we 
had been playing with for the last 36 hours. For three hours we rode North through 
dry air and on newly-wet roads but by Parkes it was obvious we had caught the cloud, 
and we pulled into the truck stop to fuel, grab a coffee and change into wets again as 
night fell. 
 
The run North from Parkes to Dubbo is around an hour and we were lucky to tag 
around 400 metres behind a four wheel driver who was happy to sit on our cruising 
speed and light the way through the rain for us.  By Peak Hill we had ridden out of the 
rain and went on to finish the last half hour to Dubbo on a smooth highway in 
glorious starshine on a crystal clear night. 
 
By 2pm on Day 9 we had met our family obligations and then headed North through 
Coolah for Tamworth, planning to spend the night at Armidale, 450kms away.  The 
road out of Coolah is interesting as you climb North through the Liverpool Ranges 
and drop down headed East across the vast, flat, fertile Liverpool Plains on your way 
into Werris Creek and Tamworth.   
 
Night fell as we rode into Tamworth and we were reminded of that we were just a few 
days from Christmas as we passed house after house that could have been lit and 
decorated by Clark Griswald from “Christmas Vacation”.  Ten minutes North of 
Tamworth we chose a truckies stop for dinner and had a big serve of bangers and 
mash and a chat with one of the more gregarious truckies about highway patrols and 
the like, before starting the last leg into Armidale. 
 
The run North of Tamworth takes you over the Moombi Range and we powered up 
this excellent stretch of road in pleasant conditions and soft moonlight before cruising 

atop the tablelands before dropping down 
into Armidale and wending our way out 
its Eastern side and into the camping 
grounds there.   
 
The temperature was rising with our 
northerly progress and while pleasant 
enough at 9pm, it was still sufficient to 
flash-dry our still-damp tent as we 
erected it. 
 
Day 10 was to be our last with a 450k r
up through Ebor and Clouds Creek (one
of my favourite bits of road) into Grafto
Lismore, and home to the Gold Coast. 
The run up along the spine of the Great 
Divide is always fun, and we stopped
a hike and a look at Wollomomb
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on the way.  And it was hotting up – seriously!   
 
The run north of Clouds Creek is a great collection of only-recently-tarred hairpins, 
but the local Council was obviously doing a bit of maintenance because the “loose 
gravel” signs were out – and the pea gravel that gathers in drifts in all the wrong 
corners.  We slowed accordingly, but not so four bikers heading South, the last of 
whom went a little too wide into the corner in front of us – and into the gravel - and 
took a fall. 
 
We stopped and checked out the fallen rider.  His leather jacket had been a good idea, 
but not so his denim jeans, bits of which were now embedded in a knee.  We did up a 
field dressing to sooth his abrasions and pushed him to drink a litre of our water 
before his friends noticed he was no longer behind them and came back for him.  
Notch one up for Draggin Jeans or leathers!  And his bike?  Well, a broken rear brake 
pedal, and snapped front brake cylinder on that piece of road meant that if was going 
anywhere on it, it would be at a very slow pace! 
 
At the outset of our trip we had opted to take only our winter jackets because of space 
considerations, the higher level of protection they afforded over our summer kit, and 
the theory that you can always open them up and take air up your sleeves if you get 
too hot.  Well, that theory works up to a point (probably up to around 40 degrees 
Celsius) after which nothing works short of taking the thing off, but I am not too keen 
on touring without protection, and so we baked.  
 
By Lismore I was uncomfortable but Judi, sitting out of the direct windstream, was 
seriously overheated, to the point where she asked to find a park, staggered off the 
bike shedding clothing as she went, and flopped onto her back on the grass vowing 
not to move again until she was at normal body temperature.  After an hour’s break 
we mounted up again, for the final leg home – and it go hotter.  We started to 
encounter the early Christmas holiday traffic on Highway One, and I opted for one of 
my famous shortcuts (which usually aren’t) and we turned inland to Nimbin, to come 
into the back of Murwillumbah, an hour south of home. 
 
What would be a nice ride under different circumstances became a “grit and bear it” 
exercise as we rode in one-hour hops through the fierce, still heat, drinking two litres 
of water from the camelbak in each hop.  Our home complex has a couple of 
swimming pools and we were both fantasizing about these for the last couple of hours 
of the trip, and when we finally pulled into home we piled out of our gear and threw 
ourselves into the nearest pool and stayed there for a good hour. 
 
Putting the heat of the last day’s riding aside, it had been a brilliant ride – 6,000klms 
in 10 days and, discounting one serious rider error, a flawless performance from the 
bike and our equipment, a great catch up with family and friends, an excellent tour of 
some of Australia’s best tourist offerings – and a fair share of really good bakeries!  
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Some Thoughts About Bike Touring and Camping 
 
Background Research:  The Ironbut site in the US has some sensible observations 
and hints for long distance tourers (www.ironbutt.com) as do many others.  
 
Planning:  The RACQ mapping software is awesome and a great aid to planning your 
trip as it enables you to specify start and finish points and times, break frequency and 
duration and maps the lot with very accurate distances and close time approximations.  
Whoever wrote the thing deserves a medal. 
 
Water:  Dehydration manifests for me, as fatigue, drowsiness and lack of focus, so I 
try to drink heaps before I actually get thirsty.  As soon as I drop concentration, I 
drink again, and a little more than I feel I need. If that doesn’t fix things almost 
immediately, I stop – it’s time for my break.  I reckon a camelbak is the only way to 
go.  In our case, it is carried by Judi so she can sit forward, closer to my back, and she 
just passes the drinking tube forward to me when I ask for it.  
 
Checklist: After reading everyone else’s checklist that I could find, I made up our 
own, and it stood up pretty well (attached below).  
 
Clothing:  We wore our Dry Rider winter jackets minus the liners (but packed these 
and used them one cold evening); and Draggin Jeans (www.dragginjeans.com.au).   
 
The only change I would make to clothing for summer biking would be to use our 
summer weight (Dry Rider) jackets and consider stuffing a couple of electric vests 
into the luggage to cover the possibility of a cold snap.  On the helmet side, I reckon 
you can’t beat a strip of speed tape across the top of the visor for protection when 
riding into the sun. 
  
Speed:  99% of the time at the speed limit or just a smiggin’ above it on the principle 
that the forces on suspension square with speed, and the fact that we were a good 
50kgs overweight.  My thanks to those conservative German engineers at BMW for 
doing their job so well.   I have thought about cruise control, but seem to manage well 
enough without it. Trick ssems to be not to grip the throttle all the time, but to just use 
light hand pressure to hold her on speed. 
 
Bum-stuff:  The Beemer has its factory seating, but with a top-quality lambswool 
cover from the Good Wool Store at Berry (www.goodwool.com).  I was surprised at 
the quality and accuracy of fit when I bought the cover, and I continue to be 
impressed as time goes on.   
 
With our Draggin Jeans we learned early in the piece to wear soft long-legged shorts 
or gym tights under them to avoid “sandpapered bum syndrome” which WILL happen 
after your first two hours of sitting on the Kevlar lining - definitely a complaint to be 
avoided when you have another 100 hours in the saddle to look forward to. 
 
Tyres:  I have used Metzler MEZ4’s from the start.  I run at the recommended 
pressures and, given that they have saved my bacon every time I have done something 
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stupid, I am afraid to change what works.  I get around 10,000 to 15,000 kms out of a 
rear and a little more out of a front tyre, depending on the riding. 
 
Comms:  I use a BikeComm unit installed by Don Pearson, providing both intercom 
and CB functions.  Don also wired the helmets into the bike’s radio/tape player and 
we occasionally ride to music.  The radio is a godsend on solo trips late at night, when 
the ABC Late Night Show keeps me engaged and alert into the wee hours.  
 
Camping:  We used a Coleman Hiker 2 Tent (3.2kgs), Outer Limits’ Hiker self-
inflating mattresses (around 1.5kgs each), and Black Wolf Jardin Camper (1.6kgs) left 
and right zip sleeping bags  – one as an underlay and the other as a doonah, with the 
option to zip up for warmth. 
 
Windscreen:  At 192cm I need a tall screen and replaced the standard BM unit with 
an Aeroflow replacement sourced from their Australian distributor (0419 638 135). 
 
Gearsack:  Motodry 46/82 ltr unit, expandable, in-built occy straps and saddlebag 
fastening, in-built rain cover.  This unit seems tough and has an excellent sealing lip 
over the top zip.  
 
Distances:  We seemed OK at around 400-500 a day, with the occasional strike at 
700+ kms, and I’ve done 1,200 km days when riding alone.  I’ll give a lot of credit to 
the Beemer’s proprietary suspension system but this time up, the Ohlins rear shock 
was a revelation in terms of ride quality improvement and it will soon be joined by a 
front shock to complete the set.  Sourced from Steve Cramer Products 
(www.stevecramerproducts.com.au), we got great service and follow up.   
 
 

Day Journey Kilometres 
1 Gold Coast to Nelson Bay 750 
2 Nelson Bay to Currarong 406 
3 Currarong to Ruthen 604 
4 Ruthen to Rye via Wilsons Promontory 495 
5 Rye to Apollo Bay via Bells Beach 195 
6 Apollo Bay to Dunkeld 287 
7 Dunkeld to Benalla via St Arnaud & Bendigo 543 
8 Benalla to Dubbo 676 
9 Dubbo to Armidale 449 
10 Armidale to Gold Coast via Clouds Ck 494 

 Sightseeing 1,187 
 Total 6,086 

 
Peter Rowe & Judi Reid 
judi.reid@profitune.com  
PO Box 8917 
Gold Coast Mail Centre, Qld, 9726  Australia 
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Peter & Judi’s Bike Touring Check List  

Item Y/N 
Bandana / skullcap x 2 Y 
Binoculars Y 
BMW Roadside support number programmed to PDA Y 
Books x 2 Y 
Bulb kit (BMW) or spare front, taillight & turn signal bulb  
Business cards Y 
Camelback  Y 
Camping – bowls, knives/fork/spoon set x 2 Y 
Camping – mattress repair kit Y 
Camping – mattress x 2 Y 
Camping – sleeping bags x 2 Y 
Camping – tent Y 
Chapstick  Y 
Clear Contact paper (protecting from luggage straps)   
Clothes – hankies Y 
Clothes – jeans Y 
Clothes – long sleeve shirt x 1 Y 
Clothes – nightshirt Y 
Clothes – Sandles 1 pr eac Y 
Clothes – Shoes walking 1 pr ea  Y 
Clothes – shorts Y 
Clothes – socks (see Clothes - riding)  
Clothes – Swimsuits Y 
Clothes – t-shirts x 3 Y 
Clothes – undies x 3 Y 
Clothes, riding – boots Y 
Clothes, riding – draggin jeans Y 
Clothes, riding – gloves (lightweight) Y 
Clothes, riding – heavy jacket Y 
Clothes, riding – neck sock x 1 ea  Y 
Clothes, riding – shorts with long leg, under Draggins Y 
Clothes, riding – socks, heavy x 2 pr ea Y 
Clothes, riding – warm zip-in liner  Y 
Clothes, riding – wetsuits x 2  Y 
CO2 cartridge tire inflators (BM repair kit) Y 
Corkscrew Y 
Detergent/Laundry powder  Y 
Dictaphone & AAA batteries (to record thoughts on the trip)  
Digital Camera & charger (256Mb chip gives 300 hi res photos)   Y 
Electric vest  
Eye-drops Visine Y 
First Aid kit Y 
Footplate for sidestand Y 
Funds - $50 hidden on bike (Radio box) Y 
Funds - Cash $1,000 on person  Y 
Funds - Credit Cards Y 
Fuses extra   
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Peter & Judi’s Bike Touring Check List  
Item Y/N 

Garbage bags – lge, heavy duty Y 
Glasses – Driving Y 
Glasses – reading Y 
Glasses – Sunglasses Y 
Handi-wipes (wet wipes) Y 
Headlight cover  
Ignition key - extra hidden on bike Y 
Insurance policy – current copy  Y 
Leatherman Multi-tool  Y 
License & registration  Y 
Maps Y 
Matches - all weather, slow burn Y 
Mobile & charger (pillion’s phone diverted to this) Y 
Occtopus Straps (occies) x 4  Y 
Pad & pen/highlighter Y 
Painkiller  Y 
Pegs  
Plexiglass cleaner   
Racing tape and electrical tape  Y 
Rag – cleaning Y 
Rain-X   
Soap Y 
Sour lemon drops  
Spaceblanket  Y 
Sunblock  Y 
Tank bag - wet weather cover Y 
Toilet paper Y 
Toiletries – comb Y 
Toiletries - deodorant  Y 
Toiletries - facecloth Y 
Toiletries - floss  Y 
Toiletries – moisturiser Y 
Toiletries - nail file Y 
Toiletries – toothbrush x 2 Y 
Toiletries – toothpaste  Y 
Toiletries – towel Y 
Toolkit – std Y 
Torch rechargeable Y 
Towel/chamois personal Y 
Tyre pressure gauge  Y 
Vitamins Y 
Wet weather seat cover  Y 
Wire, hose clamps, fuses, silicone seal, misc. nuts & bolts  
Ziplock bags – various sizes x 6 total Y 
Zip-ties, various sizes Y 
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