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Muresk Camp 2017 
               Michelle & Steve Ottaway 

This was our first Muresk Camp and it 
proved to be as good as others had 
told us it would be.   
Day 1, we were greeted by Sarah and 
Warren on our arrival at Muresk 
College and given directions to our 
rooms.  After a bit of time to unpack, 
18 of us gathered to form groups to 
cycle into Northam for lunch.  The 
weather threatened, but we managed 
to stay dry for the entire ride to 
Northam and the return to Muresk.  
Lunch at the Riverside Hotel took a 
little longer than expected, with staff 
shortages being the reason given when  
some of us were just receiving our 
meal as others were leaving to return 
to Muresk. The afternoon was free to 
mingle or explore the area, before 
meeting for Happy Hour in the 
downstairs lounge.   

After dinner Michelle and Steve had a 
chocolate tasting competition for 
everyone.  Diedra was the winner by 
correctly identifying 12 chocolates 
(even though she only tasted 3 
chocolates and guessed the rest).  The 
luck of the Irish, I guess.  It certainly 
looked like everyone was enjoying 
themselves whilst indulging in tasting 
and identifying a variety of chocolates. 
 
Day 2, now 23 riders, saw us break 
into several groups to cycle to Viveash 
Crossing for morning tea provided 
and organised by Sarah and Warren.  
One group went via Spencer’s Brook, 
Clackline and Toodyay to complete 
their longer ride whilst another group 
took the reverse journey, including 
Irishtown.  A third group completed a 
shorter ride along scenic and less hilly, 
back-roads.  Lunch was either in 
Northam or Clackline with some 
carrying their lunch from Toodyay.  
The painted grain silos at Northam 
were spectacular when seen up close. 

 
During the afternoon there was a 
FINSKA challenge outside on the 

grassed area or table tennis in the 
games room.   

After dinner, our general knowledge 
was tested by Sandra and Peter Patullo 
who had organised a Quiz Night.  
Once again Deidra was amongst the 
winners, with her table taking the 
major prize in this closely contested 
event.  Thanks Sandra and Peter.  
Day 3 was the ride to York.  Groups 
were formed to accommodate distance 
and speed requirements.  The weather 
was kind again and the undulations 
were acceptable.  And several 
members thought it would be a good 
idea to ride up Mount Brown; the rest 
of us simply enjoyed our ride.  
Morning tea saw us spoilt for choice in 
York.  After a faster ride back to 
Muresk, we had to return home due to 
previous commitments. 

 
Thanks to the organisers and all the 
participants. We really enjoyed all 
facets of our 3 days at Muresk Camp.■ 
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Dear Editor 
I saw this on the BBC News App and thought you 
should see it:  could you possibly put it in the 
newsletter.  Just right click and open the hyperlink.  
Eric Gard 
 

How to do the 'Dutch reach' 
 And how it could save someone's life. 

 
 

CHRISTMAS LUNCH 

 
Where: Tompkins on Swan (Corner of Dunkley 
Avenue & Canning Highway, Alfred Cove)  
When: Wednesday 6th December  
Cost = $30 per person - (non-member guests = 
$45).   Payment required by 29th November.  
MENU: - Canapes: Red onion & brie tartlets, 
Malaysian chicken satay skewers with peanut 
sauce 
Mains: Roast breast of turkey & honey glazed 
ham with rosemary, thyme and sea salt roasted 
root vegetables & broccolini,  finished with a 
cranberry jus. Pumpkin feta & spinach salad, 
Goats cheese & pear salad with walnut 
vinaigrette 
Dessert: Individual Christmas puddings served 
with fresh cream & custard.  
Tea and Coffee with After Dinner Mints. 
INFORMATION:  
1. Arrival 11.30am to final wrap at 3pm  
2. Drinks – bar open  
3. Santa  
4. Entertainment and door prize draw  
5. Turkey Award   
6. Payments may be made via club bank a/c 
Bankwest A/c: Over 55 Cycling Club,  
BSB – 302162  A/c No 00969494.    **Make certain that 
you provide your name and tag, which is - Xmas Fn 
or by cash or cheque to Colin Mellows, Treasurer  
(Ph:9245 7670) on ride days. Colin will keep a list of those 
who have paid. Please check prior to the day if you have 
forgotten re payment.  

∞  See all details on Club website  ∞ 

 

      A Missing Book 
“OVER   55   CYCLING   CLUB   FIRST   20   YEARS” 
Yellow cover overlayed with clear plastic 
Black spiral spine             A4 size 
The name HOWLETT on a white slip of paper inside the 
plastic cover (may have fallen out) 
Book was lent to a committee member in 2015 and has not 
been seen since. 
Please return to Ross Howlett. 

A RECENT SATURDAY RIDE from Deepwater 

Point   saw  Steve  Napier trying  valiantly, but vainly, to 

match Don Buchanan’s record for interesting rides.   

Steve found a shortcut along an unmade section of Stirling 
Crescent.  This was only a couple of hundred metres and 
we only had to dismount a couple of times, and carry our 
bikes, and there was not much sand to ride through and 
only one BMX berm.  Overall, Steve has a fair way to go to 
compete with Don’s famous “Rubbish-Tip Ride” east of 
Joondalup, and his more recent “Four-Fences” ride near 
Southern River, but we encourage him to keep trying. 
↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠↠                 

 

Our membership numbers 

320  financial members 
23    OEs 
10    OE Social 
 9_   Social 
362  Members 

 
New /Returning Members 
Carlos Correia 
Frances Howlett 
Andrew Simpson 
John Cole            Mike Lewis - Membership 
 
 

Our finances   -  September 2017 

 

The bank balances total around $24.5k which 
includes income collected in advance for Muresk of 
$7,764.  This is more than sufficient to cover our 
short-term expenditure and future needs. 

 Income and Expenditure Account 

The recorded surplus year-to-date is around $3.6k 
which compares favourably to the annual budget of a 
$3.1k deficit.   Further expenditure is expected for 
training and depreciation for the year.  However we 
should significantly improve on the budgeted deficit as 
we have made a windfall surplus on the sale of clothing 
of around nearly $3k.  I thought that this figure seemed 
high but a check on the number of new members 
paying the listed price for their first jerseys confirms 
that this is not an unexpected outcome.                                                    

Colin Mellows – Club Treasurer 

http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/world-europe-41201002


Ride Captain’s message 

To all riders:  it seems the message about calling is 
falling on some deaf ears.  During a recent Wednesday 
ride 2 riders fell and were injured after hitting a post 
while riding around Bibra Lake.  The first few riders 
called the hazard but it was not passed on.  The windy 
conditions made it impossible for the call to carry all the 
way back down the line.  The result was 2 injured riders.   
  
This is not good enough.  Calling of hazards is the duty 
of everyone, not just the same few every ride. You 
cannot assume the rider behind you has heard a 
call.  You must pass it on.  This is the same for all level 
of riders.  The ride I was on was subject to the same lack 
of calling, which is very disappointing given the 
experience of the riders in the group. 
  
Remember that the rider behind you is particularly 
vulnerable because you are screening hazards with your 
body no matter how slightly built you may be.  Please 
show you care by keeping the rider behind you safe. 
 
Call the hazards up and down the line. 

                                        Peter Patullo – Ride Captain 
 

 
    NANNUP CAMP 2017  
This year’s camp is being held from  12th to 17th November. 
There are 4 road rides of which 3 are new or revised rides. Our 
favourite destinations have been kept but the routes have been 
changed and, yes, some hills have been eliminated.   Recently sealed 
roads have opened up some very scenic rides. 
The start of the ride in Margaret River from the Berry Farm has been 
kept but the ride goes through local farmlands to the cafe on the 
beach at Prevelly. 
A big addition to this year’s rides, on offer, is an off-road ride on a 
circular 30km rail trail through the surrounding forest.  This ride 
will be held in the afternoon after the Monday morning road ride so 
that both rides can be done without having to make a choice and 
missing out on  fresh cream and scones provided at the Lavender 
Farm. There will be the option of a further off-road ride on Thursday 
that starts at Cowaramup and goes to the same beach cafe 
destination as the road ride.  Both rides merge at this half way point. 
Not only have the rides changed but so have the flavours of the 
muffins and cakes that will be provided at the coffee stops! 
There are nightly sundowners at the Caravan Park communal 
kitchen and a BBQ on Wednesday night.  

For full details see the Club  Website. 
peter.mayall@bigpond.com.au 

 

           

 

 
 

Travel  B r o a d e n s  the Mind. 
Well Graeme (that’s Graeme Barnett - “Gus” to you) and I have 
been through some Mind Broadening experiences in our latest 
venture. A slow trip via the Coast Road in the new Motor Home to 
Broome. Then slow trip Home via  Gt Northern Highway to Perth. 
We learnt we do not like the cold. But with the warmer weather 
comes the sandflies and mosquitos and everything else that bites. 
And they did. 
We learnt that the Coast Road is beautiful, the townships along the 
way are delightful, and the people are friendly and full of good 
humour. Nothing beats the Bakeries where you queue for the fresh 
bread and tempting sweet things for Morning Tea. 
 
We also learnt that you have to be very considerate in a Motor 
Home. Space is at a premium. There is NO room to swing the 
proverbial cat so there is more give than take.  
And a new vehicle? Well the lights definitely can be turned off at a 
central switch, that is all of them; and the safety doors are so safe 
we locked ourselves in and out. Thank goodness for the car door.  
The window covers ascend at great pace when you are a little 
clumsy. And of course starting the European engine is so simple, 
NOT.  
The ascending bed does not ascend until you unclip it, even if you 
think you have done everything in the right order. And even reset 
the electrics. 
But the absolute nightmare was when Graeme turned on the 
hazard lights and we could not find out how he did it or how to turn 
them off. 20 minutes in a van lit up like a Christmas tree in a dark 
caravan park, with lights flashing at the front, down the side and at 
the back would have to be his greatest feat to date.  
After all buttons had been pushed without result, and the manual 
had been dragged out and everything to do with lights and pictures 
of the dashboard examined without result,  the x-rated switches 
were found. Graeme had hit them with his head, Yes they were in 
the ceiling of the cab. And he managed to hit the On switch and 
the Lock On switch both at the same time. Guess who didn’t show 
his face in the Caravan park the next day. 
 
But talk to us about the mining in our North. We have two maps. 
One that shows all the mineral deposits throughout WA, and one 
that shows the mines in operation throughout WA. Talk to us about 
the Mine visit we went on courtesy of BHP in Port Hedland, and 
likewise the mine visit in Newman. The port that works 24/7 to load 
the 18 ships waiting for a berth. Talk to us about the Gas Rig, and 
beautiful Onslow with a plant on shore. And the 7,000 people they 
employ as a result. You’ve seen nothing until you have 143 road 
trains pass you between Broome and Newman. Twiggy Forrest, 
and Gina Rinehart are small players compared to BHP. But we 
never knew there were so many players in the mining game, or so 
many minerals being mined. Hey, they even mine Talcum powder 
up North. 
And then when we got to Mt Magnet and saw the Steel Spiders 
and realised that 100ks inland, on a road you have to get 
permission to be on, sits “cell” after “cell” and 32 spiders to a cell, 
of a project called the Square Kilometre Array. It is the largest 
astronomical facility currently being built. 
 

mailto:peter.mayall@bigpond.com.au


 

 
What will it do? Well study the low frequency radio waves of the 
Universe. In conjunction with South Africa and their MeerKAT radio 
telescopes, and the involvement of New Zealand and The USA 
govts, this is a combined effort. There is a lot more to learn about 
this. But one statistic that might shake you: the required computer 
processing power for the looking and seeing is 157 terabytes of 
raw data per second. I cannot get my head around this as yet. 
More than 5 times the internet global traffic for all of 2016 is being 
created. 
 
So you see, travel does broaden the mind, and now after finishing 
John Perkins book “ The New Confessions of an Economic Hit 
Man” published last year, I am going to find a quiet hole 
somewhere and bury myself and watch Disney movies and The 
Block because I think the world is spinning too fast. 
Lyn for Lyn and Graeme Barnett. 
 

Overnight ride to 

       Toodyay. 

Preliminary plans have been made to conduct a 

ride from Midland Train Station to Toodyay and 

return the following day.  

Midland to Toodyay via Gt Northern Hwy/ 

Chittering Rd/ Julimar Rd distance of 94km. 

Accom at Freemasons Hotel/ Motel.  

Cost: $40 p/p twin share incl continental 

breakfast. 

Toodyay to Midland via Clackline/ Bakers Hill 

Mundaring distance of 89.6km. 

The timings would be : 

Depart Midland T/S 08:30am on Sat 25 Nov. 

Overnight in Toodyay. 

Depart Toodyay for Midland T/S on Sun 26 Nov. 

A vehicle will accompany the ride to transport 

overnight clothing, toiletries and provide any 

necessary support for our members. 

The maximum number of participants is 

restricted to 30 (15 hotel rooms), which have 

already been booked. 

Sign up ASAP, closes 15 Nov. 

Any queries see Nev Taylor. 

 

First Aid Course - 2 Nov. 

The following are attending the above course: 
Andrew Martin 
Dot Leeson 
Robyn Dyson 
Robin Garbutt 
Rob Wallace 

The Club’s aim is to have at least one qualified first 
aider in each ride group. 

 
THE SAFETY SCHOOL NEEDS Volunteers daily to assist 
staff with students as they navigate the road network. 

 
 
A MORNING AT THE CONSTABLE CARE SAFETY SCHOOL 
Arrive any time between 8.30 and 9.00 am in time to help open up the 
bike storage and get the helmet carousel out. 
When students arrive and are seated, sit in on the 15 min. safety talk by 
Pru from CCSS. 
Students are divided into two groups, ‘riders’ on bicycles and ‘pedestrians’ 
with the mini iPads. 
An experienced volunteer will walk the riders through the navigation of 
the road network.  You can follow along with the children to listen in.  
Teachers mostly take the ‘pedestrian’ group. 
After the riders have navigated the roadway on foot they then come to 
you for helmet and bicycle fitting.  Hopefully there are other volunteers to 
help you (preferably three all up-but staff step in as and when needed). 
They then line up and ride off in groups of 2 or 3 and traverse the complex. 
You can choose to be a monitor/warden at either the round-about, give-
way sign, school crosswalk, traffic lights (2 sets), railway boom gates or 
just put your life in your hands by walking across one of the many 
crosswalks.  The aim is to help the children notice the road signs early and 
to act accordingly, keeping to the left and looking ahead. 
Morning tea break is usually around 10.30.  The two groups swap roles and 
the class finishes at 11.45 when the children are again seated and 
presented with certificates. 
You help put the bikes and helmets away in storage for the staff to lock up.  
Everything is generally over by 12 – 12.15.  

 
********  CAN YOU HELP?  ********* 



 

 
What a Weekend it Was @ the 25th Anniversary of the Around 

the Bay Ride,  being a fundraiser for The Smith Family. The 

210km option was a ‘bucket list’ item for some of us, a personal 

challenge for some and a repeated journey for others. 

Ten members of the Club, plus Graham Miller’s son, set out 

from the 5.30am start at Alexandria Gardens in Central 

Melbourne. We chose to wear Club colours as the gold was quite 

visible against the morning darkness and the Ride jerseys and  

was most helpful in locating each other on the road. 

The first challenge was to ride through city streets very slowly 

until we started to cross the Westgate Bridge. This started to 

spread the riders so then we were off and flying down to 

Werribee to our first food stop. Then on through Geelong and 

we made it to Queenscliff for lunch and onto the 11am ferry. 

This took up an hour from boarding to disembarking so we 

availed ourselves of a (welcome) rest. 

The return 100km was now facing into side and head winds. 

We followed the coastline and came in along the Nepean Hwy 

through the seaside suburbs with the road now feeling like a 

wind tunnel. We turned away from this road near to the ferry 

terminal and came up into the central city streets. 

Then all of a sudden we were alongside and turning into the 

Finish Line stretch—hooray!! 

Lots of photos, hugs and “well dones” all around. We moved 

across to the drinks tent to get some great tasting coolies, beers 

and ciders to reset our hydration levels. 

 
It had been a long day – up at 4am to start at 5.30am. We 

finished together around 5.10pm after 210km at 25kph average 

with 2 punctures. Would we do it again?....ask us in a year’s 

time.                                                   Sandra Patullo 

 

Ed’s Note:  Scroll to end to read a more burlesque version           

      of the aforementioned weekend.  

Cairns to Darwin 

Unsupported  Bicycle Tour 
                               =  Part Ii  =              By Bruce Robinson 

BRUCE DARWIN 

 
After a welcome rest day spent at a peaceful and green campsite we 
packed our gear and took on lots of water for the four to five days to 
Borroloola.  I was carrying some 17 litres, plus the perhaps 25 kg of 
panniers etc, which made the bike a bit sluggish to get up to speed.  Just 
out of town, the bitumen stopped, and we saw the 4-trailer cattle truck 
which had passed empty the previous night.  I had wondered about asking 
for a lift to Borroloola, but was discouraged by the disdain with which such 
thoughts were met.  The truck was in fact not going to Borroloola, but to 
Westmoreland station up the road and we met it in the morning returning 
with a load of cattle. 
 
The road was very sandy in sections.  I could see from the footprints that 
the others had been forced to walk, and, of course, there were the 
occasional “horizontal dismounts” to use Stu’s longstanding terminology. 
There were very few road trains on the road here.  I think we only saw a 
couple in the 5 days to Borroloola. 

 
At the NT border, we had our photo taken, past the “Tick-Line” sign 
warning against bringing cattle with ticks into the NT. We saw what looked 
like a pipeline curving round the hill ahead, but it was Armco barrier along 
a stretch of bitumen up a serious hill  (up to 10% gradient, hard with a 
heavily laden bike).  Christine and I rode up; Brian and Stu chose to walk. 
 
We stopped to camp at a gravel-pit not long afterwards.   The gravel pits 
are cleared for the tents and for lighting a fire and are a bit away from the 
road.  Brian and Christine gathered wood and got the fire going for the 
evening meal of pasta with tuna and cup-of-soup, mixed herbs, etc.  We 
had Deb instant mashed potato with peas as well one night, to keep Stu’s 
strength up. 

The first river crossing was at the Calvert River, we walked our bikes 
through, but Christine carried hers, to avoid getting water into the wheel 
rims.   A cow came down to drink just upstream of the crossing, apparently 
not having read the warning signs about crocodiles. 
 

https://stragglingstuetal.wordpress.com/
https://stragglingstuetal.wordpress.com/


The next day we persevered on the rough roads.  Brian stopped to repair 
a broken rack mount.  The magic hose-clamp holding the top of his front 
rack had snapped and had to be replaced.  A few hundred metres down 
the road, Stu decided to replace his broken front-rack hose-clamp, (fitted 
by the bike shop when he bought the bike !!).  
 
We again spent some time walking in the more challenging sections. 

 
I had decided I would prefer not to face the extra 380 or so kms of rough 
road to Roper Bar and instead to leave Borroloola on the bitumen west to 
Daly Waters on the Stuart Hwy.  This meant I could see a light at the end 
of the tunnel, I only had to put up with the rough roads to Borroloola, then 
ride on the (busier) bitumen to Darwin.  This changed my apprehension 
about the rough roads and I could just ride onwards calmly (if bumpily) 
 
The next crossing was the Robinson River.  We camped a couple of 
hundred metres from the river, where other people had camped.  We all 
went down to the river at different times to wash.  Brian and Stu were 
apparently washing starkers in the crossing when the next lot of tourists 
arrived.    Christine and I were washing clothes when a horse and a big 
foal came down the road for a drink.  They hesitated till we withdrew, then 
they had a drink and then crossed the ford, and went upstream. Christine 
took some water back to camp to wash herself in the privacy of her tent.  I 
was down to my underpants when the next people came and went past, 
then came back.   They drove up and camped a bit away from us.  We met 
them down the road when they were returning from their morning 
walk.  Stu’s bike could stand up by itself while he chatted to 
them.  Perhaps he had a pedal on a rock I did not see. 
 
A pleasant surprise awaited us when a passing vehicle stopped.  Stu had 
mislaid his glasses a couple of days before, and had searched the gravel-
pit camp very thoroughly.  He had wondered if he had put them down 
when he looked at the map after we had crossed Surprise Creek.  He had 
asked a southbound vehicle to look for them, and if found to give them to 
someone coming our way.  Nothing had happened, so we thought they 
were lost.  A couple stopped as we were riding, and produced the glasses. 
We stopped for lunch at the dry Little Wearyan River - the actual Wearyan 
River was a couple of kms up the track.  Christine was now walking her 
bike across with her riding shoes on, rather than taking the panniers off 
and carrying the bike, her riding shoes having convenient holes across the 
front to let the water out. 
 
We continued on the bad road, past signs indicating how far we had to go 
and dodging the worst of the corrugations.  Then we set up camp on a 
little track off the road.  We had been hearing dingoes in the distance, but 
at this camp there was a dingo quite close.  I shone the strong bike-light in 
its direction, but could not see anything, and it probably went away. 

  

 There were lots of tracks along the big road in the morning and more bad 
roads, and more walking.  A desiccated cane-toad in the middle of the 
road had given up the ghost, but we bravely kept going. 
We stopped for lunch some 15 kms from Borroloola.  I had a short break 
and rode on by myself, onto the bitumen, and over the big bridge over the 
large McArthur River. 
 
I stopped at the old pub, now a store, and had a drink.  The truck with the 
milk was still not in.  I rang Sue, but she had been following Stu’s GPS 
tracker, which was still at the lunch stop or on the road so I had to 
explain.  The caravan park is very nice and has a photo of Roger Jose’s 
rainwater tank, as immortalised in Ted Egan’s song.  The tank used to be 
in or near the caravan park.  We had an enormous meal at the 
“restaurant/motel” across the road.  Chicken parmigiana, with “supreme” 
topping ($19), then I had a big fruit salad and icecream 
 
Next day Brian cooked us a substantial breakfast, as a change from 
porridge or muesli.  The other three then set off to King Ash Bay in the 
morning, and I stayed in Borroloola to update the blog. I got to King Ash 
Bay as the sun was going down. 
 
In the morning, Chris had arranged a boat fishing trip for Stu, which we 
farewelled from the bank.  Sadly, they did not catch any fish, but saw 
some mud-crabs.  The McArthur River is very wide and lined with rushes 
and trees, and King Ash Bay has many 4WDs, caravans and tinnies taking 
advantage of the reputation for good fishing, although it was a bit sparse 
while we were there. 
 
Christine took a photo of me at breakfast by the river.  I am a bit 
embarrassed to be lounging in my folding chair while others squat or sit on 
rocks or similar. 

            
We had an easy trip back from King Ash Bay to Borroloola.   Next 
morning, I rang Australia-All-Over, Macca’s nationwide ABC radio 
program, and spent a long time on hold, but in due course we got a run.  I 
think there are less cyclists ringing in than truckies, so we were a bit of a 
novelty.  I left Borroloola at 11:20 am, after updating the blog, and the 
excitement of being on Australia All Over with Macca.  Our neighbour in 
the caravan park heard us talking about the interview and he turned on his 
radio and heard the delayed NT broadcast of the interview so the others 
could hear what I said about them.   

The bitumen road was good as far as the McArthur River Mine (where 
there was mobile reception) and on bitumen, I could look at the 
countryside, which had not been possible for more than glances on the 
corrugations. 
 
There were distance markers every 10 km, and I took photos of many of 
them to record the changes in the scenery.  Because I left late, and there 
was a mild headwind, and because I was slower than I expected, I did not 
get to the roadhouse (“Heartbreak Hotel”) and camping ground at Cape 
Crawford (nowhere near the sea!) till well after dark (7:20 pm or so).  I had 
my good lights, so it was OK to ride into the sunset and after 
dark.  However, I was pleased to get there.   In the morning, I watched the 
family with three kids on the ground in swags, then rolling them up neatly, 
then swinging them round to try to knock each other over.  They seemed 
to be enjoying the trip.  Then off on the long stretch to the highway.  I had 
vaguely considered trying to do the 270 km in two days, but it was clear 
this was not sensible or practical for me. 



 
There were two 24 hour rest areas on the map, each roughly a third of the 
way, so the three-day option was obvious.   Just after leaving Cape 
Crawford, there were some cows by the road.  it is easier for them to walk 
along the road, rather than away from it, so I drove them up the road for a 
fair while. 
 
At Borroloola, we had talked to an English motorcyclist, Tim, who had 
ridden from Morocco to South Africa, and other places.  He was studying 
indigenous sports and games, and was hoping to go to Nhulunbuy, but like 
us, he could not get permission to go.  No caravans, motorbikes or 
bicycles!  It would have been a lot of extra distance and time on rough 
roads, though, so I had not been disappointed).  His exhaust pipe was 
falling off, so he was heading to the highway and repairs but  stopped and 
had a chat as he went past. 
 
I pulled off on the wider road of a floodway, to let a caravan past.  They 
stopped and offered a cup of coffee, and I got a big slice of fruit cake, and 
a big drink of cold water with lemon, and was given a banana and three 
generous home-made anzac biscuits, a very welcome gesture and break. 
 
When I stopped for lunch under a small tree an aboriginal family going 
from Elliott to visit relatives in Borroloola stopped, and offered ice from a 
bag.   I crammed a lot into a water bottle, which was a great change from 
luke-warm water.   Then just before the rest area, I stopped at some 
roadworks and asked if I could wash my sweaty feet from their water 
tanker.  Lots of refreshing water, and cold water from the fridge in the 
tanker to drink, and stories from the roadworker. 
 
There were sections of two-lane road, but lots of single-lane.  I nearly 
always got off the road and stopped for cars and caravans, and of course 
for trucks and road trains 
 
At the spacious and clean (but empty water tanks) Bullwaddy rest area 
(named after a type of scrub hard to penetrate), I got chatting to a couple 
with a new smart pop-up trailer camper.    Laurie and Sheryn provided a 
lovely and unexpected steak meal, extra-special as they had grown the 
beef themselves, north of Mitchell (Qld). 
The kilometres rolled past on the remaining 90 km to the highway.  I 
thought I was getting back to touring pace from the slow dirt road pace, 
but there was a slight downhill, and a quite serious tailwind, so an average 
of 24 kmh to the highway. 

 
I was accompanied by my shadow with my helmet-cover flapping to the 
roadhouse, Hi-Way Inn, at Daly Waters  - actually a few km from the old 
town off the road.  Come morning, I could see the sunrise through the tent 
door.  Those in caravans and motor-home juggernauts did not have nearly 
as good a view as I did.  I left Daly Waters Hi-Way Inn at 12:30 after 
updating the blog and went on a short detour to old Daly Waters and the 
“Stuart tree”.  When I was here last, in 1969?, I got an icecream in a cone, 
with a big insect-eaten hole in the cone.  In 1973, Sue was passing 
through, and she got an icecream with a big insect-eaten hole in the 
cone.  Sadly, they no longer sell icecreams in cones, so I made do with a 
Magnum icecream on a stick out of the standard freezer display chest. 
I trundled along the Stuart Highway towards Larrimah.  It was dark by the 
time I got to Larrimah.  I noticed less traffic in the late afternoon, as the 
Grey Nomads had all pulled in to camp, and were having cups of tea, 
leaving the road very quiet.  I had been using my twin very bright taillights 
during the day, and they work even better at night, and I put on my front 
light, flashing, to show there was a bike coming.   I did stop at the 

memorial to Alexander Forrest who reached the telegraph line from De 
Grey in NW WA in 1879. 
 
Larrimah is an interesting, historic and picturesque (well, run-down) 
place.  The old pub, a few campers,  and pink buildings and “Pink Panther” 
decorations and an old grey Ferguson tractor like my father had on our 
orchard in the 1950s.  Just up the road there were hand-painted signs 
about Devonshire teas, cakes etc.  I had an apple strudel with icecream, 
which was nice.  The old lady running the show was entertaining. 
 
Along the highway, some of the innumerable termite mounds had been 
clothed by passers-by.  Some were interesting. 

 
The Bitter Springs caravan park had been recommended by a 
caravaner.   It is lovely and I have a quiet spot in the palm trees.  While I 
was putting my tent up, a local wallaby came up to say hello. The 
wallabies come to feed on the flowers that drop from the tree above my 
tent, sometimes helped by flying foxes feeding and knocking the flowers 
onto my tent during the night.  Bitter Springs is an idyllic little river, flowing 
clear,warm (33 degrees) and slightly blue from the springs in the limestone 
underneath.  People float slowly down for about 200 metres, then walk 
back for another drift down.  I floated down a number of times, and slowly 
up against the current once. 
 

 
I went into town on Sunday morning to the town markets, dominated by a 
stockwhip cracking demonstration by Nathan Griggs, who holds world 
records for the most whip-cracks in a minute, and the longest whip (100 
m).  
Next morning, I was back on the road, up the Stuart Hwy towards 
Katherine, with a break for lunch, probably at the entrance to a station and 
its own airport under a mango tree. 
 
From the Katherine airport turnoff, there was an 8 km bikepath into town, 
so one could ride without having to watch the traffic and road trains.  Very 
pleasant ride into town and I aimed for the supermarket for a drink.  There 
was the first Woolworths I had seen for six weeks.  It was bigger than our 
local Woolies, and I felt quite repelled and saddened by the unexpected 
urban feel.   I went down to the Low-Level caravan park for the night, back 
to trees, paddocks and dust.  I saw where Jack Neill and I canoed in 1973, 
I think it was earlier in the year and there was more water then. 
 
Next day, I rode along the bikepath high along the river bank, past the 
small “thermal spring” flowing into the river, and in to town, avoiding the 
few big bad patches of broken glass on the path.  I booked an all-day 
canoe trip at the Information Centre in town, and rode out to the Nitmiluk 



(Katherine) Gorge camping area, ready for an early start.  There is a 3km 
boat trip up the gorge then we were given kayaks and headed 
upstream.   I had a full day canoeing at Nitmiluk Gorge in  a single kayak, 
which I could not lift, let alone carry while walking balancing on rough and 
rounded river boulders.  Like the others, I dragged the kayak over the 
rocks on the “portages” around the rapids.  There was not much water 
flowing, so the rapids had no force to worry about.  I was not sure where I 
was, but I think I got to the end of gorge 5, and had lunch at the rocks at 
the start of gorge 6 before turning back.  We started canoeing at 8:30 or 
so, and were expected to be back (at the beginning of gorge 2) by 4:15. 
As it turned out, it was easier coming back than I expected, so I could 
have gone on a bit further.   It was very hard work dragging the kayak over 
rocks.   It was possible to paddle down and/or slide over the rocks in some 
of the rapids, which was easier than it was coming upstream.  The 
instructions said the canoes had to be carried, which was not possible for 
one ordinary person, and they weren’t to be used in rapids 
either.   Judging by the marks left on the rocks, lots of other canoes had 
been dragged.  The plastic canoes are certainly much stronger and more 
durable than the fibre-glass ones that were used when I was canoeing. 

Next morning I went back to the boat landing on the river, taking photos of 
the enormous colonies of flying foxes by the river.  More numerous than 
usual, apparently, as there has been a good wet season. 
 

 
I tried to get some photos of them in flight.  They looked great with the 
morning sun shining through their wings.  They move quickly, and swap 
from flight, the right way up, to hanging upside down on a tree very quickly 
indeed.   All this was a first for me. 
 
Then next day I rode some 70 km to Leliyn (Edith Falls), past the 
“campsite full” sign at the highway end of the bitumen access road.   I was 
allowed to camp OK.  I had explained that my bike was only 0.05% of a 
Winnebago RV.  A lovely distributed campsite, close to the big lower pool. 

II 
In the morning I walked round the 2.6 km trail to the upper pool,  past the 
middle pool and falls and had a lovely swim across the upper pool and 
under the edges of the top waterfall. 
 
After taking photos of the green ant nests in a tree by the path, I left at 
around 12:30 and rode the 60 or so kms to Pine Creek, meeting Stu, 
Christine and Brian just before Pine Creek.  We camped at the caravan 
park at the pub, and Chris O’Brien arrived (by bus !) from Katherine, after 
his enjoyable 3 gorges boat cruise at Nitmiluk Gorge.  There was a big last 
meal together, and they headed out towards Jabiru, and I set off for 

Adelaide River (112 km) 

 
I had rest stops at Emerald Springs, Hayes Creek and a rest area (for an 
hour while I talked to other Grey Nomads).  The stops, and lots of cold 
drinks, and a tailwind and a 100m overall descent made it a very pleasant 
ride averaging 21 kmh for the 112 km.   The ride from Adelaide River to 
Humpty Doo, and then to camp at Coolalinga  was in quite heavy traffic 
intermittently, as it was on the Monday public holiday “Picnic Day” in the 
NT and people were returning to Darwin. 
I met a cyclist coming south, who was riding to Mataranka, towing a two-
wheel trailer, and clearly having trouble, as he had to ride out from the 
white line, to keep the wheel away from the broken edge of the road.  His 
wife had said he had too many bikes, so he was riding this one to 
Mataranka, and was going to give it away there. 
 
I had intended to camp at Humpty Doo, but there was nothing at the turn-
off, and I had been told that Coolalinga had a Woolies and sounded 
civilised.  There was a big if somewhat run-down caravan park adjoining 
the shopping centre on the highway.  After 84 km, I was thirsty, in spite of 
stopping at three road-houses, all staffed by people of Indian origin (a 
change from Irish, English and French backpackers, as had been 
common).  I bought some mandarins, carrots and a 2l bottle of milk and 2l 
of iced chocolate.  After drinking more than half of each, I was not hungry, 
so apart from a couple of mandarins and  a carrot, I did not feel like 
anything for tea, which was unusual and I finished the bottles for 
breakfast, instead of muesli! 

 
The ride into Darwin went well, and there seemed to be less traffic and 
then three lanes on the highway, as I rode in and to the YHA in the 
centre.  While waiting for the room to be ready, I went to a very small park 
close by and watched some birds I had not seen before then I caught the 
shuttle bus out to the airport to meet Sue as she arrived from Perth. 
 
This ended my Cairns-Darwin unsupported bicycle tour, totalling 3326 km 
or so, over 7½ weeks. We intended spending 6 days in Darwin before Sue 
and I flew home to Perth, with my very well-behaved bike (no punctures, 
and no problems apart from a stick caught in the front mudguard which 
only needed some disassembly and re-assembly of the mudguard) . 

Thanks Stu, for the idea, the invitation and organisation, and Brian and 
Christine for all their work  in keeping the show on the road and their 

cheerful perseverance.■■            The blog is at 
https://stragglingstuetal.wordpress.com 

https://stragglingstuetal.wordpress.com/


O55s Out and About 
The President of the Victorian Racing Club recently invited the 

President of the O55 Cycling club and a bunch of his 

cronies/hangers-on to a junket at Flemington racecourse to 

view the mighty blitzing the opposition in the Malcolm Turnbull 

Stakes. 

Being a week-end, the trusty steeds were taken along for the 

trip in case the opportunity presented itself for a ride. 

 
 

On Saturday a special express train to Flemington was arranged 

for the group and on their arrival there they were 

enthusiastically greeted by the Charlady of the Victorian Racing 

Committee, Dame, the Honourable Jemima Crudbelcher all 

glammed up in her elegant, recherche´ hot pink slipover with 

matching bowling-green themed over-sized fascinator.   

 

Ganners, by contrast, went for the more relaxed, casual style of 

matching shorts and ankle socks, teamed cleverly with a subtle 

off-blue trackie’ top.  Our President, meanwhile, is busily 

studying the form guide, completely ignoring the golden words 

of welcome pouring forth from the Crudbelcher’s honeyed lips. 

 
 

The race was run and won, predictably, by Winx as we all 

looked on and cheered from the grandstand.  Winx was then 

interviewed and asked for her opinion on the gay marriage 

question.  “Speaking personally”, she said, “I wouldn’t mind 

being locked in a stall and horsing around with that cheeky 

young stallion over there, if you know what I mean, nudge, 

nudge, winx, winx, say no more, but some of these geldings 

don’t seem to mind who they’re shacked up with.” 

Later, we watched in awe as our Hon. Pres. collected 20 big 

green ones from the unfortunate bookie’ with whom he had bet  

At a return of 2¢ in the dollar, the batteries in our calculator 

burnt out trying to calculate his outlay.     

   
Sunday morning saw us out and about in the streets of 

Melbourne promoting the O55 Cycling Club, pausing for a 

moment with not a clue where we were or where we were 

headed while GG studied his phone, desperately looking for 

clues as to our location.  At this point the Ride Captain of the 

Bay City Rouleurs (Nairn) approached our Ride Captain (PP) 

and invited us to join them in a little jaunt they were on.  So off 

we headed for Westgate Bridge and soon we were over that and 

flying past Werribee with a tailwind pushing us on and before 

we knew it we were in Geelong.  What awaited us there was a 

sumptuous morning tea which we attacked with gusto, before 

heading down to Queenstown and being provided with lunch. 

 
Puzzled by the provision of all this free(?) food we asked Nairn 

what the story was.  He said members were happy to fork out 

$50 or more for a ride as everyone in Victoria was flush with 

cash, thanks to the generous West Aussies who for years have 

been sending over mountains of money; honestly, he couldn’t 

understand why our pollies didn’t do anything about it, what a 

pathetic mob they must be, but in the meantime Vic. had no 

plans to raise charges or increase any taxes for the next 5 years, 

thank you very much, we love you guys. 

On hearing this the old silver fox himself contemplates the 

injustice of it all, while, in the background, PP nearly chokes 

 
 



 

on his sandwich.  When Hon Pres. was asked if we needed to 

pay for all this food he gave a non-committal grunt and would 

then neither confirm nor deny that our fee would be covered by 

the club. 

We set off again but soon pulled up short when we hit a big 

stretch of water. The Bay?? Nairn looked a bit embarrassed and 

said, “Oops, I didn’t realise we’d come this far.” Like,  holy sh**, 

we thought. We need to be back in Melbourne in two days to 

catch our plane.  “Not to worry”, said Nairn, “I’ve got a mate 

with a boat.  I’ll give him a call and he’ll come and fetch us.” 

Which he did. 

 
This guy is serious about his riding and likes to keep a few bikes 

on board to give himself a  choice of steed when the mood takes 

him.  He also employs a team of security guards dressed in lycra 

to deter would-be thieves.

 
 

While crossing the Bay, imagine our dismay when we came 

across this drunk and disorderly customer, the ex-Chalkie from 

Kiama (since dismissed from his position as cleaner, we heard, 

due to impotence…..sorry….what was that…..oh!...indolence).   

You may recognise him as the evil character some of us had to 

escort back across the Nullarbor in 2014. 

 
Somehow, he’d appropriated one of our jerseys and planned to 

infiltrate our group and sneak back into Western Australia with 

us. Luckily we spotted him and managed to wrestle him into the 

hold and leave him chained there. 

After this little drama we eventually arrived at Sorrento and, after 

pedalling a further 100 km into a blustery headwind, made it 

back to Melbourne where it was celebratory beers all round. 

 

 

 
 

So impressed was the club with how we rode that they 

presented a select group of us with commemorative jerseys. 

 
And Miss Snappy, the Bay City Rouleurs official photographer, 

was commissioned to take our photo. 

 
 

Monday was a day of rest and recovery before the flight home 

on Tuesday.  While the more refined culture vultures in the 

group took the opportunity to visit museums and art galleries, 

others were off shopping in Chapel Street in trendy Toorak.  

One headed for a dress shop to buy a dress (ostensibly for his 

wife) but the trip resulted in him buying a bike and now his 

only problem is how to slip it into the bike shed with the 17 

other bikes without his dressless wife noticing. 

 

In summary, a great time was had by all and a resolution 

passed to encourage further president to president 

collaborations between major sporting organisations. 

                                       A Junketeer ■ 
 


