35™ ANNIVERSARY CYCLING ODYSSEY

PERTH TO BUSSELTON 8™ -12™ NOVEMBER 2020

Sunday morning saw us gather at Burswood for our Tour send-off with the beautiful rendition of our Tour song by Liz Curtis. The
Commissioner of Road Safety Adrian Warner addressed the riders with his commendations and wishes for a safe and enjoyable
Tour. O55CC Vice President Steve Napier thanked Adrian and acknowledged our sponsors Bankwest, Road Safety Commission,
Over 55 Cycling Club, Shires of Murray, Harvey and Bunbury and added his wishes for a safe trip. Tour Director Nigel Egginton
then encouraged groups to form up with their designated ride leaders and we were off, heading south with fervour. We always
knew our Tour was a forerunner to National Road Safety Week 2020 and, in keeping with that iniative, Nigel delivered
promotional safety brochures to primary and high schools along our route.

Our destination for the first night was Pinjarra, approximately 92ks south, some travelling a shorter part-way by train.
We wondered after a time, if we would have time to relax during our south-west active cycling adventure. Absolutely.
In fact, it turned out that while the active parts of the trip were amazing in more ways than one, there were also the in-
between moments that offered the chance to kick back, relax, slow down and take stock. From the experiences shared,
the various billets all received 5 stars. Yes, even the tent camping, though not quite glamping, proved to be adequate in
all respects. And, yes, it was noticed there could have been some confusion amongst campers who had identical tents
but the chance for accidental nightly intrusion was prevented when Kevin placed a chair at his entrance ensuring his

privacy through the “wee” small hours.

And whilst on the subject of tents, were our overworked and underpaid luggage
truck personnel seen loading a body bag along with the normal touring luggage of
clothes, tent, mattress, etc? Much consternation ensued on first sighting but, of
course, no, it’s Big Paul’s tent. Not everyone can conform to the 20 kgs recommended.




After our morning tea break at Zig Zag Rd, the Pinjarra eateries were
welcoming and gratifying at Sunday midday. Only one group took a
wrong turn into Pinjarra, insisting that the directions were incorrect
despite the fact that everyone else had no trouble — no names, of course,
Peter — or was it that they got tangled up with the bikers rumbling
through town. And there was the mandatory flat — and it was Bruce.

If at first you don’’t succeed, try, try again.

Why are
we
waiting?

Pinjarra Football Club at Ross McLarty Park hosted us the first evening. We adorned the change rooms with clothing, bikes and
beds, phone chargers, erected tents, showered and then retired to the bar for happy hour.
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After consuming an appetizing dinner presented by Tamara, the very chatty chef, our evening’s entertainment duo arrived.
What a coup were Leather and Lace. As the evening got gloomier, this entertaining
pair played their 5-star tunes to us and we danced and danced. Their music was
magnetic. Vicki discovered that Prosecco plus drugs equals dancing with fractures,
along with many others tripping the light fantastic. It was a great night and the
dampness made little impression as we headed to our various accommodation.

But next morning was a different story. Breakfast looked like being the highlight of our
day. Grey skies, rain, wet tents, wet weather gear — delay the start or not? No point;
not going to let up so let’s go. Just ‘orrible. We rode straight into a persistent deluge
no matter which direction we took. The wind picked up which afforded us minimal
respite when we had it behind us. The scenic rolling landscapes of Yarloop and Harvey
after the barren land-scapes of yesterday were lost to us, at some stages not being able
to see more than the outline of the rider ahead.

Morning tea stop saw us huddled

together under the gazebo erected by
our lovely and caring caterers Liz and
Rob and it was a quick affair because
we were in danger of becoming chilled
to the marrow.




Dave and Vicki in the sag wagon van offered a welcome respite to five
riders, three who were at risk of hypothermia, one who was unwell and
the fifth who had run out of power. Did we say no names, Reg — sorry.
No, we didn’t see you sneak off westwards looking for a shortcut but
when we realised serious eventualities could occur in the inclement
weather we made sure you were back on track, although not in time to
prevent an e-bike power malfunction. The groups became fragmented.
The weather remained challenging. The route was cut short. The shire
picked that Monday to upgrade the last 1 ' ks of road into Harvey
presenting us with gravel and mud, a very dangrous scenario. But no
mishaps. Full credit to all riders in the most trying of circumstances.

And so we arrived at Harvey. Trouble was, we were a bit early. And we were very wet. Sincere thanks to the ladies at the Harvey
Rec. Centre who pointed us in the direction of warmth and WCs, allowed us to decorate their stairways, ramps, walkways, railings,
rungs, doorknobs, skirting, etc, with our jackets, jerseys, socks, shoes, in fact, just about every item of clothing worn. And best of
all — offered us the pilates/yoga/meeting room facilities in their new premises as an overnight dormitory. What bliss — no-one was
looking forward to pitching tents on a soggy oval. Happy hour was a very welcome wind down. It was our Italian theme night.

The caterers dished up a delectable Italian themed smorgasbord and the colourful Italian raiment enhanced the evening. Tho’
admittedly some confused Semitic and Hawaiian fashion with Italian but, in the main, the tricolore green, white and red prevailed.
Maurie and Freda took off the winner’s bottle of Chianti with the six 2019 Italian Bike and Bargees making a credible showing.

Overnight the rain came down and the wind prevailed but the wind unfortunately won and the morning
greeted us with gale force impetus. Sam, our dedicated tour mechanic, had seen to all our bicycle TLC.
He even had a spare bike for us on the trailer if needed. What a gem!

We dressed in not-so-dry footwear, the newspaper stuffing not having done a very good job overnight,
but our saddles were dry so what were we waiting for? Thankfully, during the day the wind did abate,
the smiles returned, the sun shone and all was right with the world. Then we were in our third night’s
accommodation at the PC Payne Bunbury Football Club. Tent area dry,; verandahs roomy; ablution
blocks not for the faint hearted. The ratio of mens to womens showers was hotly disputed until one no-

nonsense cycliste simply gatecrashed Richard when he was all of a lather, much hilarity ensuing from
the male contingent nearby. By now Marilyn was nearly apopletic. Mostly the showers had been, at best, warm. She threatened
dire consequences if the next shower was not HOT. Thankfully we were saved; the cubicles were basic but the water was HOT.
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Dinner was at the Parade Hotel down the road and around the corner. Some elected to walk, some to ride and some drive. Dinner
was pre-ordered — burger, chicken parmigiana or fish and chips. Very
tasty. Thanks go to Bernadette for our evening’s entertainment - a
“Quiz Night” which she, with the help of Marg, conducted in trying
circumstances with much patience, due to a noisy bunch whereby mass

hard-of-hearing prevailed and not just those of us with aids. The quiz had
a ‘safety’ theme with other challenging questions interspersed. The
competition for first place was fierce and prizes were award for winners,
runners up and wooden spooners. And the winners were - Table 1, of
course: Rita, Cliff, Steve N, Bruce R, John, Jane, George and Jan.
Congratulations!

Morning of the 11 g greeted us warmly. We had a healthy breakfast and set off somewhat
randomly, the most notable fact being that our amazing Tour director Nigel was able to
relinquish his truck-driving duties and hop on his bike for the final day’s ride Bunbury to
Busselton.

At last, we thought, the weather is kind to us. But, no, nature had not finished with us yet. In
came the flies. In their droves. And then it was noticed that the usual centimetre distance
between rear and front wheels of the riders had escalated to kilometres in some instances.
How could that be? Uh oh! The bikes locked up safely at the hotel the previous night
couldn’t be unlocked until the morning shift arrived at 9 am.  See, there’s an answer to
everything. But we all met up at some stage along the route — mostly at our sumptuous
morning tea break.
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So we swallowed a few flies. Nothing that hasn’t
happened before to most cyclists.

Today was Remembrance Day. And a lucky few of us will remember the day as a little bit special. Two groups were intent on
clocking up the kilometres but the day was starting to warm up so elected to stop for a drink. Then from nearby came the beautiful
sounds of a bugler playing the Last Post. Yes, it was 11.00 on the 11 g day of the 11 " month. It brought tears to our eyes and made
hairs stand on end. Yes - special.

And, of course, there had to be the frivolity. Why not play cricket on a country road? Oops, did 1 sit on something?



The final day’s route was pleasantly diverse and took us along Ocean Drive, Bunbury, through bushland along the Tuart Trail in
Dalyellup, through the semi-rural properties of Capel, onto Ludlow Rd through the Tuart Forest, then Layman Rd to Port
Geographe, finishing up at Busselton Holiday Village, our overnight accommodation.

The usual erecting of tents and locating of billets ensued. Marilyn had her hot shower after tuition on how to turn the taps. The
afternoon stretched before us. Some opted to nana-nap whilst others walked into Busselton city centre or along the jetty. We
dressed for our celebratory dinner at the Esplanade Hotel which was a fair hike from the park so most got lifts with vehicles that
had driven into town for the final night. The al fresco area seated most of us initially, though a group of local veterans were
celebrating the Day and stayed put so some of us chose to sit inside for our complimentary pre-dinner drink.
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th-wateringly delicious. Choice of beverages catered for all. Second and third helpings could be had.
All credit must go to Nigel for liaising with the hotel catering staff to ensure that we had such an excellent celebratory dinner.

The buffet dinner was mou

Leather and Lace arrived and they were music to our ears. Then it was time for the mandatory kudos and speeches. Vicki MC’d
and Steve Napier, Club VP, presented the thank-you gifts to the many people who worked to make the Tour the success it was. The
Tour Committee received accolades, with special acknowledgement of Rob’s and Liz’s efforts to keep us fed and warm. And Dot
who kept us safe with “caution” signs at each dangerous intersection.

And we all but had a standing ovation for Nigel and the countless hours of rentless effort he put into making the Tour the grand
success that we experienced.



Rumor has it our historical Turkey Award is no longer
politically correct — booo! We daren’t award anything to
our Tour Turkey so we had to think of a new name. Dingbat
Award- - no. Okay, let’s go with Numbat Award. And the
winner is: Steve Ottaway. Why - do you say? Not only did
he purport to do the whole ride with Michelin 4WD tyres on
his MTB but he brought along his doppleganger Kevin so on
the days he wasn 't up to it Kevin stepped in. Shame! But we
were always alert — what a Numbat. The face fuzz, of
course, was just a smokescreen, sourced on eBay

Then we had breakfast. Some were fortunate to spend the night in cabin accommodation
which was a very welcome respite from our tents. But morning-time was was pack-up time
and this morning saw us donning civvies
with our riding paraphernalia stowed in
bags — except, of course, for Bruce
Robinson who, together with Jane and
John McMahon, was setting off after
breakfast for all points south — namely
Nannup, Bridgetown and Donnelly Mill,
the Donnelly Mill-Bridgetown hill to be
perhaps a bit of a challenge with laden
panniers and tents. (see Facebook)

Breakfast lived up to the excellent standard we’d come to expect — superb Egg and Bacon Burgers delivered to our doorstep,
replete with coffee/tea and fruit from Rob and Liz’s supplies. The wind was decidedly chilly whilst we were waiting for our coach.
The bikes and luggage were loaded in truck and trailer, then, eventually, on arrival of the coach, so were we. A relaxing snooze
could be had en route to Perth for the coach passengers. Nigel drove the truck with our bikes and belongings and David and Paul

shared the driving of the van with passengers plus the loaded bike trailer. Then we were at Burswood and it was all over.m

All photos courtesy of: Ray and Shirlene Scanlan, John Bailey, Vicki Richards
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