
A HOT 
LAP 
OF OZ

T
he conversation went a little like this. Me to the pillion in a million, 

“You don’t mind if I clear off with the mistress for a few weeks, do 

you?” Her reply, “No dear. Of course not, but be careful.”

What a woman. She knows me well. The mistress, of course, is 

“Big Red” the Beemer. She’s primped, preened, loaded with fresh rubber and 

ready for a hot lap — of Australia. While we’re both going to miss the pillion in 

a million, this ride is with good mates and with a purpose dear to my heart.

Most readers know my previous work history, but if you’re new here, I 

was a police officer for many years. I’ve had a few mates pay the ultimate 

price, quite a few damaged and others with their own little problems. 

Those who serve our country and communities know what I mean. If you 

want to check it out, have a look at www.walltowallride.com

Nine years ago, we had some commemorative batons made by a 

craftsman, Stan Single, who is also a rider. They’re made of Australian 

hardwoods and hollowed out to contain a parchment with the name 

of every police officer killed on duty. Myself and a mate, Georg Berk, 

rode them around the country and delivered to each commissioner a 

commemorative baton for their state or territory.

To celebrate 10 years, we’re doing it again, so come for a ride with us 

— that’s me, Lairdy, Spike, Georg, Huddo and Luke — as we do a hot lap 

of Oz in the middle of a southern winter. If you’ve got a hankering to ride 

around Oz, here’s how we did it.

DAY ONE
It’s a frosty cold morning leaving from our beautiful Goldfields area in country 

Victoria. The pillion in a million has a tear in her eye as she and our faithful 

hound wave me off into the fog and haze. Instantly the ice warning light 

flashes on the dash… better take it easy. I’m riding directly into the rising sun 

and it’s kangaroo feeding time. This area has plenty too. I see three standing 

on the edge of the road and count five dead ones. It’s a sad reality up here. 
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10 years ago Rixy and some mates 
rode the country to remember fallen 
friends. Now they’re doing it again…
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I love the crisp clear air and head towards Heathcote and 

decide bugger it, I’ll avoid the Hume as long as possible and 

take the back road to Nagambie, then through to Longwood 

before jumping on the Humdrum highway to make time.

I meet my travelling companions and all the bikes look pristine 

with new rubber and flash gear. Spike has decked out his K1600 

with decals for the ride. Bugger, I didn’t think of that. Georg is on 

his BMW RT1200 and Lairdy is on a wee V-Strom 650 Suzuki.

In the national capital the weather has taken a turn for the 

better. Now every motorcyclist understands the dilemma 

of internal warm and waterproof liners. They’re great — if 

you don’t have to take them out while on the road. So a 

discreet-as-possible strip tease behind some bushes in the 

park is going okay until a nice young father and two children 

walk past. “Hello, it’s okay mate, I ride a bike too” relieves my 

somewhat embarrassing moment.

PICKING UP THE CHICKS…
NSW mates, led by Mick Corboy, have come to Canberra to 

ride with us. Mick leads us to Goulburn where some old ladies 

on a bus tour take an instant shine to us in the local bakery. 

Can’t blame them — we’re a fine body of men!

Huddo on his 2016 103 Harley Street Glide and Luke on his 

2017 BMW R1200GSA have also joined us as we hit painful 

peak hour through Sydney, before turning off to the Wollemi 

State Forest and its lovely twisting motorcycle roads. 

The Bucketts Way, lunch at Dungog at a beaut little cafe, fuel 

for the bikes and it’s off again. We decide on the twisty roads 

to wear off the “chicken” strips and head up Thunderbolts Way 

to Walcha. Riding into the setting sun towards Bendemeer has 

its challenges, but we make it to the pub before the ’roos come 

out. If you’re up this way, the Bendemeer pub is a great, clean 

pub to put the head down for the night. They even offer shed 

parking for the bikes if you want it. 

INNOVATIVE LAUNDRY TECHNIQUES
Getting a few kays under the belt before breakfast is how I 

like to tackle long rides. It’s a trundle up the New England 

Highway but only as far as Uralla for breakfast. As happens, an 

old man starts a conversation about his BSA 350 when he was 

young. Always make time for old blokes talking bikes. One day 

that might be us and sooner than we might like!

We gear up and another short trundle up the highway has 

us in Armidale, then the fun starts on the Waterfall Way. The 

weather is fine, blue sky and great riding through the rolling 

hills. I note how dry it is but just out of Ebor, it’s like a line has 

been drawn across the country. It goes from brown to green 

as we come out of a small forest. Amazing how the western 

side of the range gets nothing, but within a few kilometres it’s 

green rolling pastures and shady forests. We stop at Ebor Falls 

for a stroll and obligatory photo.

Now when a few men get together and go for a big ride, 

washing and drying clothes can be a problem. But a man can 

solve most problems, probably not as a woman would, but we 

all admire Luke’s solution to drying his clothes on the road: an 

occy strap strung from pannier to pannier and looped over the 

"…THERE’S 
ANOTHER 
700KM DAY IN 
FRONT OF US"
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top box, then string your jocks and t-shirt through it and 

let it flap in the breeze. I can just see the pillion in a million 

hanging her smalls out across the back of the bike to dry 

as we ride along!

It’s a beautiful day so we decide to go over the top of 

Dorrigo Mountain. Luke and I are hooking in and really 

enjoying the ride when we come to roadworks where 

there was a diesel spill. I take it ultra, ultra, careful. I have a 

prior for coming down on a diesel spill.

At Dorrigo we turn on a little-used road and go through 

Bostobrick to meet up with the main road between 

Armidale and Grafton. There’s a bridge that runs over a 

creek called The Little Murray River. It’s a great ride but 

care is needed — there’s no white line and blind corners. 

Another night, another pub. We overnight at Ulmarra. 

TWISTY NORTHERN NSW
We take the ferry across the Clarence River to take in 

Summerland Way, following the river and taking some 

great back roads to Casino and Highway 91. Setting a nice 

pace, it’s on to Kyogle and turning west to the turn-off to 

Lions Road, that private road which is something special 

as it snakes through and over little creeks, under ancient 

viaducts and eventually opens up to pastures with fat cows 

chewing on cud and looking very contented with their lot.

We stop at the border and everyone has a grin from ear 

to ear. Clearing Lions Road, we mooch into Beaudesert. 

From here it’s a short run down the highway to Canungra 

and Nerang and finally to our rooms at Burleigh Heads.

ON TO THE DARLING DOWNS
On the Warrego Highway, the road deteriorates the further 

west we go. Ongoing roadworks slow us, but they’re 

needed out here as the road trains chop up the road. We 

decide to make as much distance as we can and roll into 

Dalby 300km from our last fuel stop at Broadbeach. Huddo 

on the Harley must be really low on fuel. It’s a splash and 

dash to make sure we get to our overnight stop at Roma. 

We make it just before sunset. Perfect.

We’re now out on the Darling Downs, where unfenced 

roads and wildlife are a constant. There are grumbles around 

as I insist that we are up early, fuelled and ready to roll, but 

we hit the road just before 7.30am. It’s around 280km to our 

first fuel stop at Augathella on the Warrego Highway. 

We’re riding through rolling hills, green grasses and 

the occasional stand of trees. Coming up one rise there’s 

a mob of about six kangaroos bounding across the road 

about 100m in front of me. The right fingers wrap around 

the front brake lever — better be vigilant in these trees.

The birds of prey are attracted to the roadkill. They 

gorge themselves and as we ride by, fly off with slow lazy 

wing beats. Again, motorcyclists need to take care as the 

big birds sometimes swoop back and down to gain lift. 

Three or four Rosellas, quick little birds, swoop along and 

just miss my helmet. 

We have 30 minutes off the bike in Augathella, now 

on the Landsborough Highway, sometimes known as 

Matilda Way due to the song “Waltzing Matilda”. That 

was supposed to have occurred out here. We’re humming 

along, aiming for a late lunch at Barcaldine around 300km 

then overnight at Longreach. 

The following morning there’s another 700km day 

in front of us. We’re getting good at it though. We’re in 

the main street grabbing a quick feed and on the road 

by 0810. Of course, we attract attention. Two locals are 

talking to Spike about his K1600. An older man comes up 

to me and tells me about his prostate cancer and asks if 

I’ve had the check-ups!

"…IT SNAKES THROUGH 
AND OVER LITTLE 
CREEKS, UNDER 
ANCIENT VIADUCTS 
AND EVENTUALLY 
OPENS UP…"
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We’re still on the Landsborough or Matilda Highway and heading for 

Winton, the home of the Swagman in the famous song. It’s heating up 

so after a quick cool drink we take off again. We’re not travelling close 

to each other; we just head off when we want and meet at the next 

stop. Sometimes we pair up, sometimes wander off by ourselves. That’s 

the thing about motorcycling; sometimes it’s nice to be in your own 

headspace and making your own decisions and that’s just fine.

I’m amazing how the landscape has changed from flat open country 

to close scrub, creeks and verdant grasses. There are signs of the flood 

waters everywhere. The road is undulating and speed restrictions down  

to 80 and 100 in places due to conditions.

Once we turn onto the Barclay Highway and head out of Cloncurry 

there’s another change. Unfenced road, nice curved road and a really 

smooth road for a change. It’s actually quite pretty as the larger hills of red 

earth contrast against the green grasses and blue skies. It’s Saturday night 

and we’re staying at the Isa Hotel. After 2am it’s “interesting”.

WEEK 2
We hightail it to Camooweal. We’re in there around 9.30am but no Huddo. 

He left his smart watch back at our hotel so did a u-turn to get it. I meet him 

at the petrol bowser about half hour later. He found it, no worries, and goes 

"…STRIP TEASE 
BEHIND SOME 
BUSHES IN 
THE PARK…"

68  |  aUSTRaLIaN ROaD RIDER 

rixy’s road     TOURING: RELIVING THE WALL-TO-WALL RIDE, PART 1



"THAT’S THE THING ABOUT 
MOTORCYCLING; SOMETIMES 
IT’S NICE TO BE IN YOUR OWN 
HEADSPACE AND MAKING 
YOUR OWN DECISIONS"
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to show me on his wrist. It’s not there. He’s shattered. He takes his 

jacket off and the smart watch falls out… lucky boy.

We stop at the NT/Qld border for an obligatory photo. All the 

bikes are there but someone has to take the photo, so there’s 

always one missing. It’s a quickish run at the 130km/h speed limit 

to cover the 260 plus kilometres to Barkly Station for a quick 

feed, and then the 200km run to Tennant Creek. Camping out in 

Tennant Creek in a secure compound is safe enough, but noisy.

The next day is a run from Tennant Creek to Dunmarra with a side 

trip to the Devils Marbles. Big Red, the oldest and most-used bike 

here, needs a little oil, so I wait for the local Auto Pro to open and grab 

a litre. The old girl drinks about 350mL. The quick speeds are making 

her work hard. The head winds are knocking fuel consumption 

around. How’s 7.2 litres per 100? We have a car that gets better than 

that! But really, who cares? This is way more fun than a car.

DAY 9
It’s another big day, so up early again. I thought a reasonable 

breakfast of bacon and eggs would be a good start. Out here, bacon 

and eggs mean a minimum of three eggs and half a kilo of bacon.

Over breakfast, the generator runs out of diesel, the lights go 

out, fridges stop running and no fuel can be pumped. Ten minutes 

later we’re back in business. If you pull in here, read the story about 

the young son of the then owners who went chasing a stray horse 

on his motorbike, became lost and perished less than 20km off the 

highway. It’s a sober warning to anyone venturing off-road out here.

All geared up, we’re ready to roll again. The higher speeds, hot 

weather and abrasive road is chewing up the Karoo Metzeler tyre 

on Big Red. I sit at the back of the pack with John Laird just cruising 

along at the 130km/h speed limit.

A fuel stop at Mataranka is necessary. This is where a lot of soldiers 

were stationed to prepare to fight the Japanese invasion after the 

bombing of Darwin. A fact no one seems to recall is that there were 

more bombs dropped on Darwin during WWII than Pearl Harbour. 

After lunch at Katherine we have one more stop before Darwin 

— the memorial to Sergeant Glen Huitson, who was shot through 

the side webbing of his bullet-proof vest.

A day off in Darwin and Spike decides he is carrying too much and 

posts home about 3kg of “stuff”. I decide to get a new tyre. I just don’t 

trust the Karoo road tyre to Perth and there’s not much over the next 

5000-odd kilometres where I’ll be able to get one. After 6000km, this 

one’s probably got 2000 or 3000 left in it with any margin of safety. aRR 
 
Rixy will be back next issue with part 2.
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