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Hobart Branch Contacts:

Betty Parsseyl4 Binalong Rd. Mornington 7018 Ph: 62443151 Mo&07 501 620
Email: bettyparssey7@bigpond.com

Glenn Pearcel2 Ginseng Crt. Kingston 7050 Ph: 62271227 Mdig70732 722
Email: gapearce@internode.on.net

NEW MEMBERS — we are pleased to
welcome the following new members:
Linda Bullen, Di Richards, Paul
Banks, Alison & Paul Geeves, Trevor
Berriman, Phillip Dickson, Andrew
Felsch, Leigh & Ruth Oates, Josh
Nunn,

If there are members who have joined
directly through the National Office,
please make contact with us and join in
our Branch events.

If you have an email address you will
receive updates and additional
information at intervals.

*** New member enquiries should be
directed to Betty or Glenn as it is
essential that you receive the correct
membership application form and
Branch information.

***Hobart Branch Membership - as at
October 2011 we had 255 financial
members.

Nationally there were 26,768 financial
members as at the end of June.

BRANCH MERCHANDISE

We are able to provide members with:
Name Badge — pin clip or
magnetic back $10.50
Sew-on cloth Name Badge $9
Polo Tops $30

Rugby Tops $40

Red Caps or Bucket Hats
$12.50 [Caps all one size,
BucketsMedium or
Large/Xlarge]

Red AGM Polo Tops $60
Sew-on Branch Patch $5

Orders + payment can be placed with
Betty.

Sizes for tops: Small (S) Medium
(M) Large (L) XL -3XL,5XL
Women'’s sizes available 8 - 24

***IF YOU ARE HEADING TO
THE MILDURA AGM and wish to
order a RED DOUBLE-HEADER
POLO TOP PLEASE DO SO
IMMEDIATELY.

RIDE TO EXPECT
THE
UNEXPECTED!
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Forthcoming events of special

interest
Saturday weekly ‘Cuppa &
Chat’— 10.30 — 12 noon
Marmalade Café 237 Elizabeth
Street
Feb 11"-13" Long Weekend
Ride
Feb 18" Hobart Branch AGM
March 7" (Wed) Social
Evening
25" March 2012 — Devonport
Rotary Club Motor Show &
Swap Meet
248 March — 28 March
Longford revival Festival
Sat 24" — Sun 28 March Stay
Upright Advanced Level 1/
Level 2 Baskerville
April 20-22 Cradle
Mt/Waldheim Hut (Mason
Pearson organizer)

Snippets

Fascination
To write with a broken pencil is
pointless.
When fish are in schools they
sometimes take debate.
A thief who stole a calendar got
twelve months.
When the smog lifts in Los
Angeles, U.C.L.A.
The professor discovered that
her theory of earthquakes was
on shaky ground..
The batteries were given out
free of charge.
A dentist and a manicurist
married. They fought tooth and
nail.
A will is a dead giveaway.
If you don't pay your exorcist
you can get repossessed.
With her marriage, she got a
new name and a dress

Bits and Pieces

Horse Power:

Forget coming unstuck with big cc
bikes, it only takesone horse poweér
to bring you unstuck, just ask Karen
Heireman.

Unfortunately Karen came a buster
from her horse in October and
sustained a compressed fracture to the
spine, we wish Karen all the best for a
speedy repair.

Departing Member.

| received an interesting account from
our member Steve Plas #48506 who
has recently re-located to WA with his
family. He sent this most interesting
account of riding the BMW West.
“Just to let you know what happened
on my way to Perth”:

The bike broke down at a small place
called Yalata. Luckily | was able to
park it at the local policeman’s house.
Yalata is situated 94 kilometres to the
east of Nullarbor Roadhouse and 514
kms past Kimba.

You can click on the link and you will
see all about the area and the whole
route.
http://www.nullarbornet.com.au/towns

lyalata.html|

All'in all I covered 1700kms in 2 days
on the bike.

After dropping off the bike in Yalata,
the police gave me lift through to
Nullabor where | hitched a ride with a
lovely retired couple through to
Norseman in Western Australia. | then
hitched a ride with a guy driving
through to Perth.

| ended up driving back from Perth one
weekend to pick it up. Borrowed a car
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from someone at work and a bike
trailer from one of the local Joondalup
members, after Ken put out an email to
all the local members for me. Also had
an offer of a vehicle from a non
member but | already had one sorted.

All'in all, it was still a great trip but |
would have preferred to have done it
completely on the bike. Never mind,
perhaps another time.

Might be having serious talk to BMW
Perth shortly about payment plans and
there new models.

Anyway, many thanks to the Hobart
chapter and perhaps we may meet
again.

Cheers Steve Plas 48506

CORNER MARKING

For new riders & others, there is often
the necessity foccorner marking'.

This is an endeavour to ensure ALL
riders arrive via the correct route to
each destination. Itis simple:

There is a designateRide Leader’
and‘Back Marker (tail end Charlie)
for the entire journey. If you are
behind the Ride Leader and a turn-off
is required, you will be signalled to
stay and indicate the direction to
following riders. ALWAYS MARK

IN A SAFE VISIBLE PLACE and stay
there until the ‘Tail End Charlie’
arrives.

You may then proceed on but never
pass the Ride Leader.

We encourage all riders to participate
in refresher courses.

Stay Upright will be conducting
courses of interest to our Ulysses
members i.e. Advanced Skills and
Cornering and Braking Courses — for
more information ring Stay Upright.
1300 366 640 or email:

office @stayupright.com.au
*Remember, Ulysses members are
entitled to a rebate of $80 on Advanced
courses or 50% of the cost of MAIB
funded coursesnce in any three year
membership periog every little bit
helps and you cannot put a price on
your life!

Baskerville

Advanced Level 1 — Saturday24
March

Advanced Level 2 Cornering &
Braking — Sunday 25March

You are advised to book early as
places are limited.

Enquire with Stay Upright for:
1. ‘Pre licence Practice courses’
as well as
2. ‘Dual Sports Rider Courses’

There are alstRoad Skills Refresher
Courses’run by Stay Upright,
organized in conjunction with the
TMC and sponsored by MAIB — the
cost of this course is $50 to
participants. Register through: Stay
Upright on 1300 366 640 or email:
office@stayupright.com.au

Road Skills Refresher Course

Dates:

Sunday Jan 29
Sunday Feb 5
Sunday March 4

The Tasmanian Motorcycle Council
— this is your peak lobby group for
motorcyclists in Tasmania.
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The website for the TMC is:
www.tasmanianmotorcyclecouncil.org.
au

Fl

***Have you written down or logged
into your mobile phone this new
emergency number for reporting
road hazards?

**x*
Remember also, the emergency

number on your mobile is 11;%

Emergency Equipment:

EMERGENCY NUMBER FOR
REPORTING ROAD HAZARDS
131444

Do you have RACT Ultimate
membership?

In the event of a breakdown, have you
considered how you’ll get your bike
home?

Bike recovery:

If you don’t have RACT cover or have
the misfortune to crash, put this
number into your mobile phone
contacts.

Bike Ambulance 0437 862 966

TMT (Tasmanian Motorcycle
Transport) also offer door to door
service for motorcycle riders.
Enquiries 64231555 or Southern
enquiries 0447 301 148

Titan Bike & Trike Motorcycle
Recovery & 24 Hour Roadsiddelp
0458 108 667

(Van for secure transport)

Betty and Mike Hooper carry a
cervical collar on all rides for use if a
rider is involved in a crash. Please
make yourself familiar with it's use.
Bob Nichols also carries a soft collar
and EPIRB.

If you haven't already done so, please
attend our First Aid Course. You
should avail yourself of the
opportunity annually.

Riders Medical Card

If you have not received one of our
‘rider’s cards or need a replacement,
please contact the secretary; it is
essential to keep your information
current.

***|t is always interesting to hee
from our members who are
travelling on motorbikes, in RV’s
and even bicycles — please forward

your accounts for the newsletter.

REPAIRS

Robin Retchford - October 9th
message received “I'm under
‘supervison’ aequirementn the of
the process of preparing for my
driver’s test”!(my wife is my
supervisor!!!} So that's a progress
report.

Robin did pass the test in November
and can legally drive a car ‘solo’.

Alex Rozensteins- still progressing
slowly but surely, and riding
motorbike & electric bike a short
distance on occasions.
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Leon Bartle— also repairing slowly
but well as time transpires; Leon is
hopeful of getting his vehicle licence
back by the end of the year.

Karen Evans— and another one bites
the dust’ We wish Karen well with her
shoulder and knee laceration repairs.
She sustained these injuries when she
had a ‘low side’ from her bike at
Jindabyne near Batemans Bay in
November, all due to @oéw pad (not
bull dust) on the road — poo!

ICE - do you have this in your mobi
phone?In Case of Emergencyinsert
your emergency contact name/number.
Do it now!!!

Update from Shaun Lennard-
advocacy and representation

Early November was a busy time — |
took two weeks’ leave from my ‘day
job’ and headed away for a series of
meetings for the Australian Motorcycle
Council.

One of these, some of you may have
read about iThe Mercury A few
months ago | was invited to join a new
‘group of experts on road safety’ being
established by the Geneva-based
International Road Federation (IRF).

Three different launch meetings have
been held in recent months, and |
attended the one hosted by the United
Nations Economic Commission for
Europe (UNECE) at the UN Palais de
Nations in Geneva. (Although this has
been the European base of the UN
since 1946, an interesting piece if trivia
is to remember is that Switzerland only
joined the UN in 2002!)

So what was the meeting all about?
2011-2020 has been declared as the
‘UN Decade of Action for Road
Safety’. The IRF has established the
expert group to develop ideas and
actions — not talk — to help achieve the
global reductions in road trauma the
Decade of Actions to achieve. The
IRF and its members are involved with
road infrastructure, and my
involvement with the group is as a road
user representative, and to also assist
with spreading the messages coming
out of its deliberations.

Safer roads is one of the pillars if the
‘safe system’ approach to road safety,
and there are considerable benefits to
be gained for vulnerable road users
(cyclists, motorcyclists and
pedestrians) from improved roads and
roadsides.

Obviously the better thing is to avoid
crashes altogether, and road design can
be an issue there as well — sometimes
road design itself can lead to increased
crashes.

En route to Geneva, | had a couple of
days in London and caught up with the
head of the British Motorcyclists
Federation, who | have met before.
We spoke about some of the emerging
issues in Europe and the situation with
congestion and parking in London.

On my return to Australia, | attended
the 2011 Australasian Road Safety
Conference in Perth. There were
around 450 people at this and a total of
109 presentations crammed into two
days (many in simultaneous ‘streams’).
A number of research papers on
motorcycle-related topics were
presented, and there’s plenty to digest
out of them. A study in Queensland
found that the casualty crash rate for
‘older’ riders was declining, whilst a
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similar study in South Australia found
the opposite!

The final stopover was in Melbourne,
where | hosted a meeting for rider
representatives with Aline Delhaye, the
secretary-general of the Federation of
European Motorcyclists Associations
(FEMA). One of the key points

coming out of our discussions was the
importance of collaborating with
authorities if you're to have artyope

of making progress — the approach that
we’ve taken with both the Tasmanian
and Australian motorcycle councils in
recent years.

We're keeping a close eye on some of
the more worrying ideas kicking
around in Europe at the moment; ideas
that could see bans on things such as
any modifications and home-tuning of
vehicles.

Back in Tasmania, the key thing
keeping me busy is being part of the
tender evaluation process for the next
compulsory rider training contract in
Tasmania, with the current contract
expiring in June of next year

Shaun at the UN Palais

REPORT ON BRANCH
EVENTS

Pink Ribbon Ride October 23

2011

Just as forecast, the weather was
simply magnificent - 17° on departure,
dropping to 14° in the Midlands at
Oatlands and back up to 19° in
Campbell Town.

The bikes rolled in for a 9.30 start —
departure was more like 9.50 due to
the volume of bikes. 31 bikes initially
departed the Willows and by the time
we arrived in Oatlands there were 36
bikes, 9 pillions and another 5
organizers in Campbell Town bringing
our southern numbers to 50.

We had support from the MMAA
(Masonic Motorcycle Association of
Aus) Tas Chapter and the ‘Spirit
Riders’ — incidentally, the majority of
these riders are also Ulysses members.

Our riders headed out from the
Willows Tavern over Grass Tree Hill
to Richmond, onto Colebrook Road,
riding ‘slalom’ beyond Colebrook
dodging potholes to Jericho before
joining the Midlands Highway to
Oatlands for morning tea.

With such a volume of riders we
dispersed equally to Caserveen, the
Kentish Bakery or the Candy
Store/Café for food and drinks — some
had their own thermos.

The whip was eventually cracking and
the bikes were away bound for a noon
arrival in Campbell Town.

The BBQ was well on the go and the
Southern riders were first to get some
food and a nice patch of green grass to
relax on at Valentine Park.
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Some 30 minutes later approximately
80 more bikes from the N-W Coast and
the northern Tamar Tourers came
rumbling into town providing a
wonderful spectacle for the townsfolk;
there were bikes, trikes, scooters and
Spyders.

Eventually the throng were fed and
good times were had catching up with
friends. The time had come to display
the bikes and riders who were all
‘pinked up’ and assembled on the
green. We were genuinely looking
forward to the coveted trophy being
awarded to someone ‘North of the
Border'.

The ‘public accolade’, our official
voting method, determined that the
winners of this years event - Kellie
‘Ned’ Coy and Peter ‘Shakas’
Shacklady dressed as ‘angels’.

This was a great win for Kellie who is
on her ‘L’ plate, a new Ulysses
member and first time entrant in the
event. Kellie had ‘pinked’ Pete up in
his dress and wings, complete with nail
polish — he even had to be shown how
to sit in a lady-like manner. Well done
to both these riders from Hobart who
are members of Ulysses and the
MMAA. We are always supported in
our major events by the MMA and are
grateful for this.

Phota Kellie (Ned) Coy and Peter
(Shackas) Shacklady

This was the 8 Pink Ribbon Ride to
raise Awareness and funds for Breast
Cancer Research. Alan Wood
organized the event this year and is to
be congratulated on initiating this
special day and contributing so much
over so many years.

This year, Alan was ably assisted by
Dick & Shelagh McLoughlin and Mike
& Sue Hooper making up 150 burgers
the previous day.

At Valentine Park the BBQ was a
smooth operation with Shelagh doing
sales whilst Dicky, Dave Lee, Alan
and Peter Allen kept the snags, burgers
and onions cooking and Beth was
giving a hand as ‘float’ — with
whatever was needed.

Martin Agatyn from the N-W Branch
addressed the large gathering
indicating that through the donations
and BBQ the event we had raised in
the vicinity of $2000. Our Branch
raised $325 in donations this year.
Martin encouraged all riders from
around the State to make next year a
great event to celebrate 10 years of the
Pink Ribbon Ride.

Following the event some of our riders
headed home via Lake Leake and the
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East Coast and others returned via the
Heritage Highway and Mud Walls.

Betty Parssey #10640

Return To Bronte Park 29"—
30" Oct, 2011 Combined
Branch Event

There is an old photo on the wall
above the fireplace at the Bronte Park
Highland Village taken in 1990 — we
now have a photo of the motorbikes,
cars and RV's taken this year which
will sit alongside the original photo.

We are in the process of documenting
the History of the Ulysses Club
Tasmanian Branch which will
eventually be made available to
members. A brief account is given here
to inform our new members.

It was in the Saturday Mercury June
30, 1990 that an advertisement was
placed by Don Clark which read:
“Over 40 and still riding, Join the
Ulysses Club. Contact Don Clark.
477883. [note the lack of ‘62’ in the
phone number]

Saturday 1% January 1991 the
Tasmanian Branch had its first
meeting; prior to that the meeting had
been at Weldborough.

The first AGM of the Tasmanian
Branch was held at Bronte Park in
March 1991.

| began riding in 1996 and that was the
year that Hobart hosted the AGM in
March — this was a very successful
event.

Following twelve years of the original
Tasmanian Branch, Natcom gave the
direction to abandon and form three
individual Tasmanian Branches —

South, North and North-West. Until
this time, the State had operated with
three sub-branches coming together
every couple of months for a State
meeting in various locations.

In February this year, Mike Meyman
from the Tamar Tourers suggested the
idea of a State Event with our four
Branches coming together.

Mike had heard of our Hobart Branch
Weldborough event and enquired as to
making this a State event. Obviously
Weldborough wouldn’t cope with the
anticipated volume of riders and
following numerous enquiries and
visits to a variety of locations, Bronte
Park was once again chosen as the
most suitable venue offering chalet and
cottage accommodation as well as
camping and powered sites for RV’s.

Ros and Bill our hosts were most
encouraging and the event was
advertised to riders in our four
Branches.

The month prior to Bronte we had had
a succession of alternating weekend
weather patterns — shocking and
wonderful. Unfortunately our chosen
weekend drew the cold and wet
conditions, this obviously affected the
attendance but it certainly didn’t
dampen the spirit of the 29
participants.

Riders from the northern Tamar
Tourers and the N-W Coast were
challenged with riding on some gravel
sections unless they rod@é long way
round’. Graham and Maryanne Hart
did exactly that, riding from Leith via
the West Coast to Bronte Park
covering a return distance of 628km.
Well done to both riders.

Tamar Tourer riders and vehicles
travelled from the North via Poatina



No. 38

Hobart Branch Newsletter

January 2012

and the Marlborough Highway, 37km
of gravel.

Byron Tanner, Guy McKibben, John
Frearson & Judy represented the
northern Branch.

Hobart Branch riders were Pete
Frearson, David Howell, Mike & Sue
Hooper, Jan & Gary Rush, Bruce
Eyers, Gilbert Griffiths, Andreas Hack,
lan Gravelle and Peter McDonald.

Car drivers — Betty, Bob & Kirsten,
Rod Powell, Ric & Leeanne Brooke,
Lindy Howell and Elaine Eyers.

RV drivers — Glenn & Mandy Noble
and Dick & Shelagh McLoughlin.

Our southern participants had a casual
cruise to Bronte, departing from the
Willows in cold drizzly conditions and
heading to the Salmon Ponds for
morning tea where we were joined by
Dick & Shelagh in the ‘Dicky Bago'.

The second stop was at the Teez Café
in Tarraleah for lunch. As riders
gathered around a lovely wood heater,
we were joined by four ‘dripping’ wet
riders — Jan & Gary Rush who set out
later from Hobart and Lindy & David
Howell who had ridden down two-up
from Bronte Park having arrived there
on Friday night for the extended stay.

The riders and drivers headed up the
Central Highlands on the final leg of
the journey to our destination.

All checked in and headed to their
respective accommodation & fired the
heaters and wood fires. Once settled in
there was ahappy hour’at Cottage
No.10. | missed a hilarious round of
entertainment when Pastor Dicky
conducted a mock wedding for Kirsten
and Bob.

The evening meal was held in the large
dining room. It was most enjoyable to
have great social interaction and avail
ourselves of the opportunity to get to
know members from respective
Branches.

Glenn Noble did a wonderful job on
the piano, playing some great ‘old
numbers’ much to the delight of some
of the ladies who accompanied Glenn
in harmony — what a splendid voice
our Shelagh has!

Many of our ‘lads’ joined in the fun
with the locals playing 8 Ball and darts
and generally having a good time.

On Sunday morning, Betty was
cracking the whip, gathering people for
breakfast and the all important photo in
front of the Chalet. It took a bit of time
to get the bikes together, as well as the
RV’s and cars.

From feed-back from those present,
there was an overwhelming vote to
have an annual Tasmanian event, most
likely at Bronte Park to be held at a
similar time of year. With the closing

of this happy and memorable event,
people set out in their respective
directions for home, reflecting on the
good times had by all.

We expect this to be an ever growing
event in the future and look forward to
many members from all Branches
participating.
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Phota Bikes & Riders, October 2011

‘Thank you’ to all who participated in
this inaugural eventthe return to
Bronte ParK.

Betty #10640

Weldborough — Sat 12 / Sun

13" November

A motley crew of old and new
assembled at the usual spot in
anticipation of enjoyable riding, good
food and good company.

Motor Mouse bade us farewell, then
we glided off over Grass tree Hill
although maybe the cruiser and trailer
did a hop and a skip as it was on its
maiden voyage.. All seemed
uneventful until Sultry Sue informed
us that Magic Mike had performed a
mono much to the excitement of Sue !

10

| am getting ahead of myself, as before
we even started on our trip, Karen
dipped out with the excuse she had low
sided near Batemans Bay and Karen
and the Ducati were a little worse for
wear. Speedy recovery Karen.

Gilbert was also missing as he had
decided to go to the mainland looking
for Liz Hurley. I'm not sure what
happened to Kero but we ended up
with 8 bikes and three pillions.

The ride captain was Perfect Pete not
to be confused with Peter Perfect. One
rides a BMW the other rides a DL 650
V Strom.

Our route as mentioned before was
Grass Tree Hill, Colebrook Rd and
Fingerpost Rd and onto the Tasman
Hwy. Traffic was non existent except
for a few enthusiastic push bike riders
on Grass Tree Hill.

Our first stop was Orford were we had
the pleasure of Studley’s company
arriving on his aqua Honda ST
1100.The Lions club were also out
with Perfect Pete and Lovely Lois
connecting with an old friend.

Refreshed we rode on to Bicheno and
chatted with the CMCA people,
(Campervan Motor Home Club of
Australia, Tasmanian chapter).What a
social group we are! Racy Ric and
Luscious Leeanne are also members of
this exclusive club.

Perfect Pete then instructed his crew to
ride on to The Village Store at St
Helens. Unfortunately the Village

Store is on Google Maps but is rubble
at St Helens. Second choice was
Banjo’s which wasn’t good enough for
Terina, Wayne and Justin who were
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keener to explore the Pyengana cheese
factory and St Columba Falls.

Last leg was through the magnificent
myrtle forests of Welborough with
tight corners aplenty. The Dickybago
was a challenge to get around but
thankfully Dave’s bus pulled out of
Goshen after the bikes had passed.
Unfortunately Dave’s bus had earlier
scraped along a barrier at St Mary’s
Pass but Dave and Lyn were still
gracious enough to have 17 people
tramp through their bus to check out
the new kitchen. Very nice it was too.

We arrived at Weldborough to lush
green lawns, welcoming smiles from
Mark and Felicity ( proprietors) and
the campers hurriedly claiming their
spots.

The historic Weldborough pub was a
perfect setting for a delicious tea (most
of us had pink ling which was cooked
to perfection by local chef, Jenny.)

Carl enlightened us on the history of
the Ulysses Club reminding us that the
first club meeting for Tasmania was
held at the Welborough Hotel. The
memorial trophy for Graeme Wilson
was won by Sultry Sue Hooper and she
will have to visit ‘The Shed’ to see her
name engraved. Terrific Terina missed
out on a trifecta having won for the
past two years.

Juggling Justin suggested a walk and
shock, horror there were 8 starters to
walk to The Paris Dam. After 45
minutes the next corner seemed like a
good decision to return as the road
took a decidedly downhill turn and
Leeanne wasn'’t feeling too happy
about jumping cattle grids in the dark.

Campers all tucked in at dusk ( or so
they told us) the rest enjoyed

11

reminiscing The Welborough Bike
Days of the 80’s and 90’s in a photo
album. Peter Mac spotted himself, Carl
and many others in the album.

Antics on the lawn apparently included
a drop bear on Terina’s tent with no
rum in sight and an attack by same
bear around Dickie’s throat. Luckily

all involved weren't injured.

On Sunday the campers are finally
packed and bikes ready to go to the
next destination, the Pancake Parlour.
Believe it or not there were traffic
lights near Weldborough as the result
of a land slip.

Eight bikes slipped around St Mary’s
Pass, bodies refuelled with pancakes
and on to the Bark Mill at Swansea.
Tony suggested it might rain but we
only had a few drops, not enough for
wet weathers.

Delicious coffee at The Bark Mill with
all travellers full up. Sensing a quick
home run we said our farewells.

Lovely Lois 42848

Tee had a great weekend with the
opportunity to try her new camping
percolator to enhance the bacon, egg,
tomato and sausage breakfast.

At the Pancake Parlour of course she
would ‘watch’ — did she? Know! A
humongous Rocky Road pancake; she
rolled out to Frank the Wee Strom and
heaved her overloaded body aboard.
She did manage to resist to indulge at
the Swansea Bark Mill — the latest |
heard was she’s on a diet.

Synopsis of Committee / Ride

Carl]endar Meeting November
16"
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1. History of the Ulysses Club in
Tasmania — more information
has been provided from Byron
Tanner — Tamar Tourers.

2. Branch Flag — Pumpkin Prints
can provide flags (75cm X
40cm) for $45 each; more
enquiries are being sought.

3. Branch Sew-on patches with
new logo have been sourced
through Aus. Clothing Co.
(Natcom suppliers)

4. Branch membership currently
255

5. Bronte Park booked for State
event 2% /28" October 2012

6. Weldborough booked for Nov
10/11 2012

Social Events

Barilla Putt & Play

—15 members and friends had an
enjoyable evening on the Putting
greens followed by a meal at Nates
Pizza/Restaurant.

THINGS TO PONDER

AT CROSS PURPOSES

A dying man was attached to the top of
a big wooden cross. He feebly called
down to one of his disciples standing
below, “Luke, Luke, come up here
where | am.”

Luke grabbed a ladder and climbed up
close to his master but the man called
out again, “No Luke, climb up to my
height.”

12

Luke did as he was commanded and
said, “I am the same height as you
now, my Lord. What is the problem?”
The man whispered, “Look, Luke. |
can see your house from up here!”

Puns for Educated Minds

Two hats were hanging on a
hat rack in the hallway. One
hat said to the other: 'You
stay here; I'll go on a head.'

| wondered why the baseball
kept getting bigger. Then it
hit me.

A sign on the lawn at a drug
rehab centre said: 'Keep off
the Grass.'

The short fortune-teller who
escaped from prison was a
small medium at large.

The man who survived
mustard gas and pepper
spray is now a seasoned
veteran.

A backward poet writes
inverse.

In a democracy it's your
vote that counts. In
feudalism it's your count
that votes.

When cannibals ate a
missionary, they got a taste
of religion.

If you jumped off the bridge
in Paris, you'd be in Seine

ARTICLES
SNOW USE COMPLAINING

In the early nineties about half a dozen
colleagues and | rode from Hobart to
Launceston early one Saturday
morning for a state wide Motorcycle
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Rider Instructors meeting. It was in
late May and the weather was freezing
and a bit damp with the threat of snow
around the mountains and hills.

Because of the cold, we stopped at
Ross to thaw out and | bought a
newspaper to stuff inside my leather
jacket to act as a thermal barrier. It
worked, too.

The meeting, as is usual for most
meetings, was a boring, rather
forgettable affair and we heard the
weather had worsened with the
likelihood of snow in the low lying
hills. Because of these dire warnings
my colleagues decided to stay in
Launceston overnight rather than
attempt to ride back to Hobart.

Muggins had commitments the next
day and would return home later that
day, alone.

| was granted some early minutes and
departed Launceston about four..ish. It
was cold with light rain but being a
Tasmanian, a bit of rain was par for the
course and that won’t stop me. To rub
it in, my faithful old naked and fairing-
less Yamaha XV1000 had no heated
grips to ease the freeze.

By the time | got to Campbell Town
for fuel and food it was dark. A
motorist at a servo’ who was travelling
north mentioned that it was snowing at
St. Peters Pass. Snow? I'm a
Tasmanian and a bit of white fluffy
stuff won't stop me.

Heading further south past Ross the
sleet started. And then | rode into a
snow-storm! Well, | think it was a
snow-storm, it may even have been a
blizzard! This was a rather unique
motorcycling experience that | had
never encountered before or since.
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Apart from some guide post reflectors
everything was eerily white and it felt
like 1 was riding through a snow cloud
with the head light beam lighting up
nothing but swirling snow flakes,
making it difficult to obtain a visual
reference between the sky, road and
other surroundings. Now | could
understand why aircraft have artificial
horizon gauges on their flight decks.
And then, my visor iced up as well!

Ahead, | could just make out a pair of
tail-lights in the distance. At last there
was something to lock on to like a
SCUD missile and aid my navigation.
The Holden Kingswood station wagon
was creeping along at about 40 kph
and, it was decided, would be my trail-
blazer and guide for a while.

Hopefully, it was being driven by
someone who was familiar with the
road and who knew where to go.
Although the road was fairly familiar

to me | was completely disorientated
by the whirling snow, but the taillights
had given me a sense of stability and
reassurance, at least for the time being.

It seemed that most motorists had had
more sense than to tackle the nasty
conditions as there was little traffic on
the Midlands Highway that Friday
evening.

At the southern turn off into Oatlands
the Holden slowed and pulled over to
the side of the road. Not wishing to
lose my guiding tail lights | pulled up
as well and asked the (male) driver if
everything was all right. | also asked if
he minded me following him. He
grinned and said he had stopped to de-
ice the windscreen because the car's
heater was not working. He also
mentioned something that sounded
like, “You must be raving mad!” |
didn’t ask him to repeat the remark.
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After he and his wife, sister, friend or
accomplice had cleaned the
windscreen we set off again, slowly.

Progressing south the snow-storm
eased a bit and as we approached the
Mud Walls Road intersection | could
make out the head-lights of a truck
stopped near the turn-off.

The driver flashed his high beam lights
at us and turned on the hazard lights.
He told us he had just come over
Spring Hill and believed there was ice
on the road and that the conditions
were too dangerous for us to continue.
He reckoned the Mud Walls road was a
better option and had used his C.B.
radio to inform the police of the
situation.

A few minutes later after I'd stomped
around trying to boost my blood
circulation a police car arrived
followed by a ‘council ute carrying
what looked like, mobile barricades.
The policeman gave me a “funny” look
but, thankfully, made no comments.

My guide and | set off very gingerly
along the Mud Wallls road. It was as
rough and pot holey as it is today and
my frostbitten brain could only just
manage sufficient concentration to
latch on to those two tail lights in a
state of semi mesmerism and
threatening hypothermia.

Eventually we descended from the
plain, over the rail crossing and on
towards Colebrook where the snow
eased, it wasn’t quite as cold as before
and my head light could pick out
features of the landscape again.

At Colebrook the Holden stopped next

to the pub. The driver wound down the
window and said he and his partner
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were going into the hotel to thaw out
and invited me to come in with them. |
declined his offer but thanked him for
his safe guidance through the snow and
wished him a good evening through
chattering teeth.

In retrospect, | should have taken up
his invitation and | later regretted not
asking his name.

The remainder of the ride back to
Hobart was unremarkable and the cold
was nowhere as severe as that near
Oatlands.

It is odd that, at rare times along the
journey of life, you may need to put
your personal safety into the
guardianship of a complete stranger
who you meet by chance but will never
see again.

Peter Newman #18674

Is Pam Parks Penguin’s Biggest

Fan in Australia?
by Penguin Books Australia

On Saturday, 17 September 2011 at
11:54 Pam Parks’ passion for Penguin
books has reached dizzy heights. Not
only has she transformed a room in her
Tasmanian home into a Penguin
‘museum,’ she travels around Australia
on a motor bike collecting original
Penguin paperbacks.

Pam’s special interest is in the first
published Allen Lane (founder of
Penguin), Penguins that were
numbered from 1-3000. “After Lane
died in 1970 the isbn numbers came in.
Why collect them? | think it's because
they’re numbered — there’s something
satisfying about ticking them off.
Besides, the social history of these
books is so interesting and the covers
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are great. A lot of the early Penguin
illustrators went on to become quite
well known artists.”

According to Pam there only about six
or seven people in the world who have
the complete first 1000 set. “But the
1000 is actually 1001,” she reveals,
“because book 6 was moved and
another book was published in the
meantime. That was numbered 6a and
it wasMurder on the Links by Agatha
Christie It was Agatha Christie’s
second published Penguin book after
number 6 which was The Mysterious
Affair at Styles. They are both very
hard to find.

“Most Penguin books published during
WWII are also rare because paper was
rationed and the quality was so poor, a
lot havedisintegrated.”

Pam’s 250cc Scarabeo motor bike has
a special tag on the registration plate —
‘Tassie Penguin Hunter.” She has had
her reading chair covered in the orange
to match the Penguin livery. “l took a
Penguin paperback into the
upholsterer, who thought | was mad, |
think.”

Pam boasts a pair of Penguin orange
shoes and collects other pieces of
Penguin’s past, such as a 1984 Penguin
catalogue, a metal toy Penguin
delivery van, a replica of the original
once used. Pam also collects boxed
sets of Penguins, old dog stories and
books by John Steinbeck.

“And | love any trivia, like the fact that
Penguin only ever published one J.B.
Priestley book because an editor there
didn’t like his personality.”

As well as being an avid collector,
Pam loves to read. She belongs to a
book group that focuses on
contemporary award-winners and
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bestsellers. “Compared to the great
writers of the 1930s and 1940s, who
could construct beautiful sentences and
had such rich vocabularies, a lot of
today’s literature is leaving me cold,”
confesses Pam.

A former speech pathologist and vet
nurse, Pam’s interest in books and
reading was prompted by retirement
and Tasmania’s long cold winters.
“You get bored with nothing to do and
I've found that with doing so much
Penguin stuff, | haven’t been getting
those winter blues where you sit
around, sleep a lot and feel sorry for
yourself.”

Pam, who moved with her husband
Tom from the USA to Tasmania in
1988, is also keen to make up for a
background that was not very book
oriented outside of American literature.
“l was in the science and health fields
for so long and having had an
American education in the 1960s |
didn’t feel | was well versed in
literature other than American writing.
Plus I'm from the Mid West where a
lot of it was banned at the time,” she
adds laughing.

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY

When | die | would like to go
peacefully, like my old motorcycling
Grandfather did, in his sleep.....not
screaming, like his pillion passenger!

TRIPPING AROUND

Ciao or Buongiorno. This is
Italian speak for G’day.

We have just spent several very
pleasant days here in Italy with one of
our host sons and his friendly Italian
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family and will be off to Switzerland
tomorrow to spend another week with
another host son and family.

We have been very lucky here as 4/5
of the family speak very good English.
The mother is an English teacher with
the two sons and one daughter having
all been hosted in English speaking
countries (2 in Australia and 1 in

USA). The father has been very
tolerant as his English is very basic and
our Italian is nonexistent.

We have been based in a very nice
town (city) called Reggio Emilia which
is in the northern part of Italy south
east of Milan and in between Parma
and Modena, all of which are not that
far away from Bologna.

The area is famous for its parmesan

cheese and balsamic vinegar, or at least

this is where the real stuff comes
from. We have spent a day in Milan,
been taken on visits to both the Parma
and Reggio Emilia historic centers and
yesterday took a train trip to Venice
where we had our own personal tour
guide (host son) but it was only the
third time he had been there (once
more than us). It was good having a
native Italian speaker with us though.

The food here in Italy has been
excellent. We have been eating with
the family most of the time and | must
admit | have enjoyed their culture of
eating (with a drop of vino).

On Sunday we were taken to the
families summer (holiday) house up in
the mountains not that far from here.
We spent a pleasant several hours
cooking pizza in a wood fire oven and
of course consuming it in the Italian
way.

| don’t care too much for the Italian
drivers though as they are exactly like |
remember them. Itis an amazing and
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chaotic way that they seem to be able
to travel the roads.

Max Melton #40711

The Long Ride
Ural Sidecar from Darwin to

Hobart

| suppose it was the long stay in Royal
Hobart Hospital Stroke Unit which
turned my thoughts to what | had
missed doing with my life. The
proverbial “bucket list” comes
immediately to mind. Climb a
mountain — Nabh, afraid of heights,
which also lets me off skydiving. |
know, ride around Australia. It was a
goal to work towards.

Recovery back home seemed to come
in leaps and bounds. | could walk and
talk which was good. But my energy
levels were low and my right leg and
arm were definitely weaker than my
left. | continued daily exercises but
improvements were slow.

My ride, a BMW R1200GS was
waiting in the shed under its red bike
cover for the day the specialist gave
me the OK to drive (and by default,
ride) which was finally delivered 3
months after | went to hospital in a
screaming ambulance.

First ride home to Cygnet was a
combination of exhilaration and stress.
The GS is a tall bike and putting that
right leg down at intersections did not
give me much confidence.

| started looking for a replacement.

Jon Taylor from Ural Australia was
with me in Dalmatia in May riding a
Ural with his wife Vicki in the chair.
Urals are the Russian copy of pre-war
BMW twins coupled with an all steel
sidecar still being made and exported.
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He made the ride look easy and kept
up with the singles being ridden by
everyone else in the group. | rang and
talked to Jon and it looked the way to

go.

New Ranger models came in a variety
of camouflage colours which probably
looked OK if you were thinking of
touring in Iraq or Afghanistan but not
in the Huon Valley.

| found a 2010 Sahara version in
Darwin. It was one colour, a sand
shade with full options, sparewheel,
rack, spotlight, toolbox, screen for
rider and sidecar. Only 840km and
being sold as a result of an impending
divorce. In a short while (and with
wife Wendy’s OK) it was mine.

| arrived in Darwin only a few days
after Cyclone “Carlos” had touched up
the city and headed back off to sea.
Roads were still flooded, power lines
were down and trees uprooted.

In over 40 years of bike riding | had
managed to avoid sidecars so this was
a new experience. | had read manuals
on the “science” of riding “outfits” and
knew the chances of tipping were
greater on I/h corners than on r/h ones.
It still was a bit of an experience that
on the ride back to the motel on one of
Darwin’s main roads | managed to end
up on the right hand side after failing
to negotiate a sharp left hander! | don’t
know who was more surprised, me or
the old lady in the Mazda waiting to
enter the road.

A lengthy practice session in an
(empty) car park saw me gain more
confidence in using my body more to
alter the trajectory of the beast.

The next day, a Monday saw me on the

highway heading south after an early
start at 7.00am. My destination was
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Katherine, an easy ride for the first
day. Stopped early. It was hot & sticky
but was going to get worse.

The ride to Tennant Creek turned out
to be long (10 hours) on a hot and wet
day.

The Ural has a 19 litre tank. | was
riding at its upper limit (90 — 100kph)
and had guessed at its range as
240km....wrong. Just before TC | ran
out of fuel but luckily I had filled the
10litre fuel can at Katherine that
morning. No funnel, but | used a rolled
up newspaper to improvise and was
soon on my way again.

Tennant Creek closes up shop early
and there were no food shops within
walking distance of the motel.
Managed to find a Portuguese
restaurant in a squash court centre and
hit the sack early.

Next day woke to find some lowlife
had removed the heavy steel toolbox
from the bike. Luckily | found it
outside the motel with its contents,
jack and tyre inflator, intact. From then
on | secured the toolbox with a locked
bike chain.

Another early start, on a hot and windy
day. | took a lot of breaks at rest areas,
drank lots of water and stretched out
on concrete benches. | also scoffed a
few painkillers at each stop and soaked
my neck scarf in water to get me to the
next rest stop.

On to Alice Springs, where | booked
the oultfit in for a service at a Race
Motorcycles the following morning.
While the bike was being serviced |
wandered around the Alice and had a
real breakfast.

| was on my way south by 11.00am
and it was hot! Rode direct to Kulgera
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on the NT/SA border and booked in to
the roadhouse. A shower, swim and
dangle my feet in the pool and | felt
like a new man. No phone service
though and | found out later that
Wendy was concerned that she hadn’t
heard from me. Even rang the police
station at Kulgera to ask if they had
seen me!

Kulgera to Coober Pedy was an easy
run though still very hot.

Stayed in an underground room at
Radica’s Down Under (advertise in
Riding On 10% off for Ulysses).

| planned an early start, in the dark, to
beat the heat on the longest stretch
between fuel stops (259km).

Again had to refuel with the jerry can
but with a proper funnel this time. By
08.30am it was really hot and it was a
real relief to pull into Glendambo to
refuel and grab a cold drink.

| made it to Port Augusta by about
3.15pm and stayed at the Acacia Ridge
motel.

Skirted Adelaide the next day to
Murray Bridge. Weather was much
cooler.

On to friends Keith & June (from our
Dalmatia tour), in Warrnambool where
the bike died just on the approach to
the bottle shop! Luckily the local bike
shop was only 500metres away. Keith
gave me a tow across the highway to
the bike shop where it stayed until the
next morning and they diagnosed a
chafed wire in the chair had brought
me undone.

| followed the highway to Colac then
took the pass to Lorne on the Great
Ocean Road and on to my final stop
outside of Melbourne, Barwon Heads.
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Next morning it was on to
Queenscliffe where | caught the
Sorrento Ferry and up to Frankston
where | had planned to stay with
friends Richard & Mailyn.

The next morning | had booked into
the local Ural Dealers (EuroBrit
Motorcycles in Greensborough) where
| had pre-arranged a 5000km service. |
called back at the agreed time where |
met the mechanic. Disaster — there was
“swarf” in the engine oil which
indicated manufacturing refuse

(filings) in the engine and possible big
end failure. Luckily my oil change in
Alice Springs showed | had been
looking after the motor and a quick
phone call with Jon at Ural Australia
solved the problem. The engine would
be replaced under warranty however it
would have to come from Armidale
and it wouldn’t be ready until next
week.

| flew home for a few days and
arranged to return in 10 days.

The final leg went very quickly. | flew
in, collected the bike and made my
way to the Spirit of Tasmania. The
carbi’'s needed new jets and needles to
cope with the cooler weather but that
was a job for when | got home.

A professional photographer left a note
on the bike while | was having lunch
explaining he would like to use it for a
shoot with one of his top models!
Unluckily for me | had a ferry to catch.
The next day | was home after 4333
km from Darwin to Wattle Grove.

| had had a number of adventures and
lost weight due to the heat. Next time |
would take Wendy as it got a bit lonely
around all those rest stops.
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| am very happy with the Ural. It is a
real head turner and you must be
prepared to answer a lot of questions
such as, “what is it?”

Now does anybody want to buy a low
kilometre, 2006 model BMW
R1200GS? Contact me on 0488660683
or bigglesO6 @bigpond.com

Cheerz
Dave Barker # 10835

Autumn in England is

beautiful. (Travel diary from Max
& Anna Melton)

The colours are magnificent and the
weather this year has been very mild
with little rain. We started our journey
within England in mid to late October
just as the autumn leaves were at their
best.

Our journey started in Maidstone,
Kent, which is sort of south east of
London and close to the rural areas.
After catching up on all sorts of family
stuff, friends and relations we hired a
car for three weeks and hit the road.

Our first stop was the Cotswolds,
which is a very pleasant area not far
west of Oxford (north west of London)
where there are some very beautiful
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villages with all the building made
from the Cotswold stone.

We went to a place called Stow-on-
the-Wold which is a very nice and
typical English village. Unfortunately
to get there you have not much option
but to use the M25 which is the
motorway that circumnavigates
London. ltis a very busy road with
between 3 to 5 lanes in either direction
at various times and when the traffic is
moving you have to move with it and
most vehicles travel between 100 and
130 kph. Unfortunately the traffic is
not always moving (very fast anyway)
as it was when [ first hit it a few weeks
ago.

We sat in queues of traffic (4 and 5
lanes wide) taking over an hour to
move about 10 km. These queues are
often directly related to too much
traffic trying to use the road and if an
accident happens it can take hours for
traffic to start flowing again.

Therefore the saying “going for a park
on the M25” is not far wrong. It is not
always the case as we used the same
section of road the other day and all
was fine, no delays.

The main towns we visited included
Lincoln, Nottingham, Sheringham,
Plymouth, Taunton, Minehead,
Portishead and found an old work
colleague in a little village called
Colyton. We did pass though London
on our way and spent a day there on
the way back.

Sounds good doesn't it but | suspect
after 8 weeks away from work it may
take me a while to get back the
enthusiasm (if we ever have any for
work).

Max Melton #40711
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The story of three, er... two intrepid
souls in the wilderness

Or,

Everything you wanted to know
about riding in the outback but were
afraid to ask

by Wal van Schie 47028

Evolution - this ride was a process of
evolution. Leigh Richardson had been
contemplating a ride right around the
Big Island. It just happened that a mate
of mine, Dave McDonald, wanted
company for a ride to Rockhampton
where he was participating in the
Squash Masters Championship. Dave
hadn’t ridden for 30 years. Apart from
having to literally tome up to speed’

he had to get hold of a bike and
reacquaint himself with the nuances of
riding a motorcycle. Leigh got wind of
our plan and suggested to me that from
Rockhampton the ride could be
extended to doing at least a half lap of
the continent.

So on September'Leigh, Dave and |
met up at The Willows for a 12:30
departure. Leigh was on his Suzuki
1000 V -Strom, Dave on his BMW
GS650 single and | was on my GSF
1250 Suzuki Bandit. An unexpected
pleasure was having Betty Parssey and
Paul Ransley arrive to see us off! Rain
was threatening with a few squalls on
the Western Shore but nothing could
dampen our spirits now.

As we headed north the weather
improved though it remained cool and
Dave was never too far behind. We
reached Devonport with the only issue
being a bit of oil escaping from an oll
cap that hadn’t been properly secured
on Dave’s Beemer.

A few anxious moments while Dave
sought his elusive ignition key, (a
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reminder to always put it in the same
pocket). We embarked without
incident and were pleased to enjoy a
calm crossing particularly when we
found out in the morning that our bikes
had only been loosely tied down for
the journey.

Dave headed off to spend the day with
friends in Melton while Leigh and |
headed off to spend the day with my
daughter. The plan was that we’'d meet
up the next day in Yea. My GPS took
me on a complete loop of the block so
| took a deliberate detour to break
‘free’. This led me to the entrance of
the SE Freeway tunnel where | stopped
at a red light. Whatever reverie | was
enjoying on this sunny morning was
shattered by the scream of car tyres
braking and a sudden shunt from
behind! | clambered off my bike to
exchange pleasantries with the driver
of the offending vehicle and was
gobsmacked (and delighted) to find
there was absolutely no damage to the
bike.

After catching up with Mel and my

new grandson Cooper, | headed toward
Ballarat to spend the night at my
brother’s place. Remind me not to
leave it so late in the day next time.

Heading west on a motorbike as the
sun sets does little for your eyesight
apart from burning your retinas out.

I'd arranged to meet the boys in Yea at
12:30 so | had three hours to get there.
The Bandit's pretty quick so | had no
doubts about my capacity to get there
on time. | hadn’t taken into
consideration the nuances of my GPS
(with its dated maps) and it kept
sending me off on false trails resulting
in back tracking.

We were all on time at Yea and headed
to Mansfield, followed by a brilliant
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ride through the bends over the
mountain to Whitfield. Our route then
took us through King Valley (gourmet
food and wines — no sausage rolls
there), Oxley and on to Beechworth, a
beautiful country town which
happened to be graced with vintage
cars.

As | rode behind Leigh through King
Valley | noticed his keys dangling
from his top box and flagged him over.
This was fortuitous because the
locking mechanism had failed and his
top box was hanging on by a wing and
a prayer. A couple of occy straps did
the trick and did a remarkable job
holding the box in place for the
remaining 9,000 kms of our trip.

We stopped overnight in Albury and
set about plotting our next day’s route.
Oh, and Dave had purchased a
beautiful pair of red braces in Albury
to stop his bike pants from responding
to gravity.

Father’'s day, Sunday, q

September 4am, Dave’s phone
ringing.... woke again at 5am; rain
pouring on the roof....up at 7am, sky
grey but the rain had stopped... albeit
temporarily.

We set off at 9.00am in light rain
arriving at the Hume Weir and it was
full! Quite a contrast from a previous
visit where the bottom of the boat ramp
was about 30 feet above the water
level! Those lovely curves around the
weir went generally untested that day
because of the wet road and the air got
progressively cooler. While we waited
for Dave at Jingelic | took the
opportunity to grab a warming coffee
from the Jingelic store. Jingelic could
be described as a one horse town;
pretty but not much there. We saw the
horse pass by pulling an old wagon
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with what could have been the entire
population of Jingelic on board.... |
counted four but that would exclude
the shopkeeper who made my coffee.

We passed through Tumbarumba and
the adrenalin was still coursing through
my veins from one particularly

slippery corner where my bike did a

two wheel drift sideways and then
continued on as if nothing had
happened....perhaps there was some oil
on the road.

We skirted Tumut and rode straight
through to Gundagai for fuel and lunch
- it had to be the worst souvlaki I'd had
in my life but paled into insignificance
when up drove Constable Hitler in his
brightly liveried patrol car. Taking
exception to where my bike was
parked (quite legally | thought), he
barked an order through his open
window to move it. He'd be back in
five minutes and would book me if it
was still there.

Three minutes later | was kitted up
ready to move on to our next
destination and about to climb on the
bike and he was back; two minutes
early. He started ranting and raving.
While he took breath | told him he’'d
made his point and that | had no desire
to move said motorcycle whilst not
wearing my helmet. Interestingly while
we had this exchange he was parked
across the road blocking all traffic. He
uttered a last oath that sounded
something likesieg heiland we parted
ways, forever hopefully.

We rode straight to Boorawa via
Harden looking for accommodation.
The Bull and Stallion was closed due
to renovations so we stayed at the
Court House Hotel that had been under
new management for just two weeks.
We each got a room with nothing but a
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bed (though Leigh had two beds and
Dave had four in his room), an
unserviceable wardrobe and a hand
basin with no plumbing. Ablution
facilities were down the hall.

We dined at another pub nearby that
offered a special father’s day steak that
had previously served as the sole of a
jackeroo’s boot and eventually retired
listening to the sound of heavy rain on
the tin roof.

| was happy to know that our bikes
were locked up and secure under
cover. (I was also secure in the
knowledge that, should my GPS let me
down, | could easily find my way back
to Yea, Hansel and Gretel style,
following the trail of toothbrushes

Dave was continuously losing.)

We breakfasted on delicious fresh egg
and bacon rolls at the nearby bakery
and ultimately gave up waiting at our
hotel for someone we could pay for our
night's stay and, knowing they had
Leigh’s phone number, went on our
way.

The weather was dull as we made our
way down Frogmore Rd. We
encountered a serious detour through
private property because a bridge had
been washed out. After crossing
Wangala Dam the descent from there
was pure bike magic.

We lunched at Blayney then proceeded
to Bathurst in bright sunshine and
completed the mandatory lap (or two).
From Bathurst we enjoyed a good run
to Rylestone continuing over The
Great Dividing Range to Sandy
Hollow. Of the 10,000kms we
ultimately travelled | have to say the
ride from Rylestone to Sandy Hollow
was by far the best. Superb scenery,
green, picturesque and a little of
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everything from dense woodland,
escarpments, meadows, meandering
rivers..... And through all that 115km

of beautiful smooth bitumen with long
curves, short curves, ascents, descents,
twisting, cavorting testing you, your
bike, your mettle while entertaining

your emotions — everything that
motorcycling is about.... Just magic.

| arrived at Sandy Hollow with a grin
from ear to ear. That didn’t last long
though when | found out the site there
was booked out. Nevertheless we were
able to book a cabin at Denman, just
15 km away. Dave got there a little
later than us having taken a wrong turn
and putting an extra 40km on his
odometer.

Tuesday 6" Septemberwe left
Denman - lovely sunny16 degrees and
rode through to Muswellbrook, Scone
and Tamworth, all a fairly mundane
ride.

We visited the motorcycle museum at
Tamworth which was okay but the
most interesting thing for me was to
see a copy of Burt Munro’s Speed
Record certificate where he attained
over 183 miles per hour in 1964 on his
self modified 1920 Indian. Burt’s
picture was there too and he and
Anthony Hopkins do bear a remarkable
resemblance to each other. We went on
to Armidale for the night..

Now how’s this for providence? Dave
noticed his chain was very tight at
Denman that morning and resolved to
adjust it when we reached Armidale.
Up until now he’d left his panniers on
the bike and just taken his other bags
into the cabins we’d stayed at. To
adjust his chain he reluctantly had to
remove his panniers. To his horror a
major bolt on the pannier frame had
fallen off, his pannier frame had fallen
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down on that side and the bolt on the
other side was half unscrewed as well.
Another 100kms and his whole kit
would’ve fallen off and caused a lot of
problems. As luck would have it there
was a Bunnings over the road. While
Dave fixed his chain Leigh and | were
able to buy two new bolts that were
superior to the offending ones. We
repaired the frame to a better standard
than when it was first installed. But
had Dave’s chain not tightened up
mysteriously the outcome could have
been catastrophic!

Next day we parted ways with Leigh.
Dave and | travelled through Guyra to
Glenn Innes. It was sunny but cold at
Guyra and little wonder with an
altitude of 1320 metres (compared to
1271 metres for Mt Wellington).

From Glenn Innes through to
Warwick, and with Dave trailing
behind, | continued on the New
England Hwy which is very dull. A

turn off to the north-east on the way to
Toowoomba just 39km past Warwick
(Hwy 80) offered great respite with a
twisty descent into a gorge and an
equally twisty ascent out the other side
giving me the satisfaction of throwing
the bike about on what could be a
treacherous bit of road. | discovered
this as a rather large B-Double rounded
a tight bend toward me on my side. As
he successfully fought the leviathan
back onto the correct side of the road |
watched the trailer tipping and
accelerated past before it could submit
to gravity. | didn’t hear anything so |
can only assume all went well for the
truckie. | found out later the truckies
use this route as a short cut in spite of
its narrow windy road.

By the time | reached Laidley it was

very hot so | was more than happy to
sit on the veranda of the Laidley pub
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and sink a couple of cold beers while |
waited for Dave who arrived about 30
minutes later.

Thursday September &' started
slowly for me — | was light on fuel and
had to queue for an old fashioned
bowser outside a general store.

From there the roads to Esk were
straight and uninteresting and it wasn’t
until we approached Blackbutt that we
would have struck some outstanding
bends except there were scores of
dump trucks on that length of road
preparing measures for flood control
and we were escorted up the entire
ascent at a stately 15km/hr by a cordon
of massive trucks.

We eventually overtook the congestion
this delay had caused and covered
enough ground to have a hasty
morning tea at Blackbutt and set off
again before all the campers and
caravans caught up. The ride through
Kilkivan was uneventful and we
encountered more road works
including ongoing maintenance on the
infamous Bruce Hwy before cruising
through to a very warm Hervey Bay.

We weren't disappointed,; just 20 kms
out of Hervey Bay the heavens opened
and it bucketed down. | was half
prepared with my Dririder but | looked
at my leather pants and saw my legs
draped in a black sponge. There was
nowhere to take shelter so | persevered
and after 10 minutes the rain stopped
without doing too much damage. | took
the opportunity to put on my wet
weather pants which turned out to be a
good move because periodically God
would throw a bucket of water on me.

By the time I'd reached Gladstone
water had found its way down my neck
and up my sleeves and I'd championed
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the Braille style of riding —it's a
default when you're travelling with the
flow of traffic at 110km/hr and all you
can see is a couple of talil lights in the
blur ahead.

We passed through Childers -
incidentally it stopped raining water
but started raining police — there’d
been a bad accident there a day or two
earlier and | think the whole
Queensland police force was in
attendance.

While | waited for Dave to catch up in
Gladstone | put on another jumper
which helped by soaking up a bit of the
water that had crept under my jacket.
While | was thus preoccupied Dave
dropped his bike nearby (for the
second time) while manoeuvring into a
parking spot. A sore foot and a slight
dent in his pannier (and pride) was
sustained. We headed off on the last
leg to Rockhampton where my GPS
ran amok.

Rocky must be the last place on earth
according to my GPS which recorded
the presence of precious few points of
interest and excluded the huge
shopping centre where | was meeting
my Rocky contact. | initially followed
the instructions of my GPS and nearly
got taken out by a local resident in his
old Falcon when he decided to reverse
without looking. | missed a certain
collision by accelerating rather than
braking and he still snicked one of my
panniers. He drove off still oblivious to
my existence let alone the carnage he
could have created.

| finally bade my farewells to Dave
and looked forward to spending a few
warm days in Rockhampton which at
the time seemed unlikely as | shivered
with three jumpers on under my winter
jacket.
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Tuesday 18 September Leigh dropped
by so we could plan our assault on the
outback. Barcaldine (580 km) was to
be our first stop and the longest leg of
our trip. As luck would have it they
were having their Agfest the very day
we planned to be there so all
accommodation was booked out. One
option was to stay at Alpha (437 km)
but the only accommodation offered
there was a caravan ‘which wasn’t
quite ready yet’ (and | never found out
exactly what that meant). So we bit the
bullet and struck out next day for
Longreach (685km).

| had never travelled that far on one
day but with fair weather, straight
roads, light traffic and the wind behind
us it was quite easy going. The only
downside was that we arrived at 4:30
and it was too late to look at the Qantas
museum or anything else of interest for
that matter.

Starting at 7:30am we had headed
straight for Dingo for fuel and a 10
minute break and then onto Alpha for
lunch. Leaving Alpha we turned
left/west and were confronted with a
road that just went dead straight to the
horizon. It was a taste of things to
come. The other thing that seemed
omnipresent were bushfires with the
land scorched pretty well everywhere
we passed.

We arrived at Barcaldine for our
afternoon break and upon stopping
realised the day had really heated up.

The highlight of the day was two large,
magnificent eagles with 6’ wingspans
devouring a carcass by the side of the
road past Barcaldine. We eventually
arrived at our modest cabin at
Longreach in a caravan park skirted by
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paddocks where kangaroos grazed
peacefully.

On to Winton in the morning (where
Qantas was founded) for our morning
break and lunch at Kynuna. With
temperatures around the mid thirties,.
we always made sure we drank lots of
liquids at each stop. Nothing to see but
barren expanses, heat haze, Brahmans
and the odd emu.

Wind is annoying us here buffeting our
heads. Speaking of buffeting we're
seeing lots of road trains now. (55
metres long) .They’re not too hard to
overtake but you have to hang on for
your life when they pass by — so much
turbulence.

Our afternoon stop was at McKinlay,
nothing here except a pub - | had to
have a beer there as it was the pub
they used for Crocodile Dundee. The
pub was also the office fdtever
Never Safari Toursvith the proprietors
being Mick Dundee, Walter Riley and
‘Nuggett’ O’'Cass (the big guy).

On to Cloncurry which holds the

record in Australia for the highest
temperature (53.1 degrees in 1898) but
we got a paltry 33 degrees. Coming
into Cloncurry the topography changed
dramatically if briefly with large
outcrops of rock on top of hills which
were surrounded with green trees and
sub-tropical plants.

The next day we stopped 50 km out
from Cloncurry and visited the site
where the ill-fated Burke and Wills
had camped on their way north.

We passed a fellow touring the
outback like us on his bike except he
was on a bicycle. In fact he was
pushing his bike in the mid 30
temperatures even though the terrain
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was flat! (somebody even more stupid
than us!!).

We stopped for lunch at Mt Isa and
had time to tour the museum and learn
about the history of the mine and the
town before heading on to the Post
Office Hotel — Motel in Camooweal.
We met up with a few other grey
nomads including an egocentric with a
PhD who couldn’t resist introducing
herself as ‘Dr Kay' (Kay was her
Christian name) so we’d all be familiar
with her qualifications.

Saturday 17" - up early 7:20am start
to beat the heat with no towns (read
here no fuel stops) ‘til we get to the
Barkly Homestead 230kms away.
Leaving that early meant keeping a
good look out for roos. Neither Leigh
nor | saw any, not even dead ones by
the road but we were waved on by a
couple of other bikers stopped by the
side. Ultimately they caught up to us at
the Barkly Roadhouse and we found
out the reason they’'d stopped was to
repair the damage on one machine
after it had struck a sizeable roo at
130km/hr (NT speed limit). The rider,
after bouncing over this 5’ high speed
bump got a severe case of the wobbles
we were told but managed to stay
upright and stop with no further
trouble — amazingly lucky. The
mudguard was gone and the fairing
was held together by a fair measure of
black tape as they headed off toward
Darwin.

We reached Tennant Creek later in the
afternoon, covering 210km of boring
straight road passing through eternal
grass tussock plains. | amused myself
by doing slaloms through the gaps
between the white dashes down the
middle of the road. Leigh’s bike was
coughing and wheezing and died as he
drew up to the bowser for fuel in
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Tennant Creek. It doesn’t seem to like
the heat (who does?) and being the
weekend everything was shut. We had
to hope it would make it to our next
destination, Alice Springs, where our
bikes were already booked in for a
service at a Suzuki specialist.

In the meantime | took up my usual
place by the side of the pool after a
refreshing dip to read my book and
ignore the wasps flying around me that
were literally four times the size of
those in Tassie. They were giants but
after my experience in the blackberry
bushes last year they didn’t faze me
even if they were big enough to take
me home and feed me to their young.
(I did notice Leigh retired to our room
after he was ‘buzzed’ by one).

Another early start with a view to
stopping at Wauchope but blinked,
missed it and continued on through to
Barrow Creek. Barrow Creek
comprises a pub that opens at 9am
complete with paraphernalia and curios
on the walls as well as patrons
permanently bolted to stools at the bar
(we were there at 9:20am). There is
also a pair of very temperamental
petrol bowsers and a small motel out
the back. It is infamous for being near
the site of Peter Falconio’s
disappearance in 2001.

We passed Wycliffe which was
miniscule and begged the question;
why or how could people live in such
desolate places? We stopped to look at
Devil's Marbles then through to Ti

Tree to top up before the last 202km
leg to Alice Springs. Thankfully

Leigh’s bike didn’t miss a beat so he
may have bought some contaminated
fuel at Camooweal or Barkly.

That evening we’d been invited to Max
and Anna Melton’s for a BBQ. We
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needed to find grog and were
introduced to the nuances of buying
alcohol in the Northern Territory.
Before you can buy alcohol you must
provide photographic ID which is
photocopied and placed on a central
database that is accessible by all liquor
outlets. Suitably endowed with drinks
we were well fed and entertained by
our hosts and retired quite exhausted
by 11pm.

Tuesday 28" and we're off to see ‘the
rock’ — Uluru beckons! Once again we
had to contend with a straight and
boring ride to Erldunda where the turn
off is to Yulara via the Lasseter Hwy.
The highlight again - two more
glorious eagles taking flight from the
side of the road. It was also interesting
to note that roadkill in this area
included emus, cattle, horses and
camels!

We arrived to be told we were a day
early and gobsmacked to find all
budget accommodation was booked
out that night. | was resigned to the
fact we'd be paying premium price but
the manager at reception pulled a few
strings and we were only charged our
‘budget’ price of $150. The $270 room
was a 3m by 3m box that housed one
double bed, two bunks plus a tiny
fridge and a miniscule wardrobe; oh,
and a tiny TV. Share toilets/showers
were two minutes away and there was
a communal kitchen that was well
stocked which we made good use of. A
buffet was offered comprising
crocodile, emu, camel and roo.

The environment in the outback is
paradoxical — large expanses of dull,
lifeless desert intermingled with
splashes of violent colour from the
desert flowers and an endless variety
of parrots.
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Next morning we arrived at Uluru for
the 10am Ranger’s Tour. The ride in
was breathtaking as the rock rose up
before us. The ranger we had, in his
enthusiasm, was rather loquacious
speaking of the bush as a
‘supermarket’ and suggesting one
witchetty grub had the protein of two
COWS...

After the tour we circumnavigated
Uluru and | was intrigued how
different it looked from varying
perspectives. (Bit like life really) By
the time we completed the circuit and
had checked out one of the waterholes
at the base of the rock, the temperature
had climbed considerably so we
returned to our accommodation and
retired by the pool to await sunset with
the changing moods of Uluru as the
sun descended into a golden haze in
the west.

| can understand why some people
might be ‘spiritually moved’ but
having said that, at the end of the day,
we saw it for what it was — it’s just a
big rock (sorry to burst anyone’s
bubble).

The next morning we made an early
start in the cold to Erldunda but it was
hot by the time we reached Kulgera
and the SA border.

There are rabbits at Yulara which
surprised me and one shot across my
path as we left. The rabbit surprised
me but not nearly as much as the camel
| encountered further down the road.
He watched me languorously while
standing in the middle of the Lasseter
Hwy. | slowed down and revved my
motor as | changed down gears. He
threw up his head in contempt and
kicked up his back heels with a final
show of defiance before he trotted off

27

to join the rest of his herd in the
bushes.

With the temperature in the mid
thirties it was a relief to get to Marla in
an air conditioned luxury room with an
ensuite.

In our travels through the middle we’d
seen many aboriginals that projected a
negative image of the indigenous
people. Clearly these are the most
conspicuous and do little to portray the
race as a whole and results in
wholesale discrimination. We
witnessed discrimination in Marla
where a well dressed (in a work
uniform) articulate young indigenous
woman had her order served well after
several of us who'd ordered our
dinners after her. She’d waited politely
and patiently and when she was
presented with her order she was asked
“do you have your (order) number
girly?” and when she produced her
ticket she was told she was a “good
girl” all in a very condescending way.
No apology was offered for making
her wait ‘til last. Leigh and | were
appalled.

Marla to Coober Pedy next day an easy
240km. Leigh had booked
underground accommodation with an
ensuite (just as well as you can't just
pee behind a tree when you're
underground). It was a small room and
ensuite all carved out of rock with two
single beds. It did transpire to be a

little claustrophobic and when we
turned off the lights it was pitch black!

Earlier in the day we’d done The Old
Timers Mine tour which was highly
informative and very interesting. In
opal mines the rock is so stable they
leave rock columns intermittently for
support rather than use artificial
(wooden) supports.



No. 38

Hobart Branch Newsletter

January 2012

Apart from the mine there was a fully
furnished authentic underground home
as it would have been in the fifties
complete with kitchen, bathroom,
lounge, bedrooms... The tour included
a mechanical demonstration of various
types of mining equipment/aids which
were brilliantly devised by what were
financially challenged miners trying
very hard to make their lives a little
easier. One example is a ‘blower’
which is in fact a giant vacuum cleaner
run by a diesel motor used for sucking
the rocks out of the diggings
(previously bucketed out). It could
savage a careless tourist's camera and
on one occasion did its best to suck a
woman’s handbag off the crook of her
arm!

We enjoyed a cold beer or two in an
underground four star hotel and we
ultimately ate at ‘John’s’ (which
apparently was world famous) where |
enjoyed a mixed grill — emu sausages,
crocodile steak and roo shanks. Very
filling and no, the croc didn't taste like
chicken.

Saturday 24": We left the mullock
heaps and rode into the ‘wilderness’; it
seemed infinite, was monotonous with
one foot high vegetation all the way to
the horizon growing in what looked
like black metal. Stuart must've been a
tough and resolute pioneer covering
this endless terrain with his camels.
The highlights were the occasional
lizards on the road including the
double headed lizard (its broad tail
resembling its head), a large dead
snake, large flocks of budgerigars
playing chicken with my bike, an emu
crossing the road and the dead emus,
roos and cows lying by the road. The
monotony was eventually broken with
stunningly stark white salt lakes and a
few low hills. We finally saw
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mountains again as we followed the
perennially straight Stuart Hwy into a
cold and windy Port Augusta.

In the morning we left Port Augusta in
sunny but cool conditions crossing
Remarkable Mountain through some
outstanding bends. They were so good
Leigh went back and did them again!

We passed through green and lush
countryside — bliss! and through the
rustic country towns; Wilmington,
Melrose (1853) and Murray Town and
a very quaint and quirky Laura in time
for our morning break before heading
to Jamestown and Burra counting 30
windmills on the horizon.

From Burra we struck some déja vu
with the road to Morgan bearing a
suspicious resemblance to the outback
we thought we’d left behind. After
crossing the Murray by ferry the
environment changed again thankfully.

We followed the river passing orange
groves, vineyards and generally lush
irrigated terrain to Waikerie and finally
through Berri to our destination,
Renmark a beautiful little town, by the
Murray.

Monday 26" - destination Horsham.
Passing through Loxton a retriever ran
from a driveway and straight at my
front wheel. | made the mistake of
swerving. The dog, who was bluffing,
stopped short. Had he kept going and
I'd struck him | would no doubt have
high sided and hurt myself badly. |
made a mental note to brake hard
without swerving if that situation ever
happened again. That would hopefully
minimize the prospect of my bike and
myself parting company.

Leaving Loxton road works restricted
us to just 25km/hr, the lowest I'd ever



No. 38

Hobart Branch Newsletter

January 2012

encountered in my travels prior to a
dull bumpy ride to Pinnaroo and then
more of that to our lunch venue,
Bordertown. The sleepy little place
seemed closed down and even the pub
seemed to be shut with all but one of
its external doors firmly locked.
Happily it wasn’t closed because Leigh
and | enjoyed a hearty meal there of
lamb shanks for the princely sum of
$12!

We left Bordertown passing a motorist
with a caravan who was in the safe
hands of a police officer with his
booking pad out. Speeding? He'd have
to be unlucky.

We left South Australia
unceremoniously and passed into
Victoria and on to Nhill for a short
break. The countryside was green but
the road was straight and tedious.

Eventually we arrived at our ‘special’
cabin in Horsham which was large but
not very well equipped. With the
prospect of rain | sought the
receptionist’s permission to park our
bikes under cover next to a nearby
vacant cabin.

The next morning at 5am | was woken
by the ominous sound of rain on our
roof. | was very pleased the bikes were
under cover. By 8am the sky had
cleared but the roads were still damp.
There was a strong wind, usually
unwelcome, but it promised to dry the
bends at Hall's Gap in the Grampians
to give us a taste again of what real
motorcycling is meant to be all about.
Extraordinarily when we arrived at the
intersection that would take us to

Hall's Gap we found the road had been
closed. In fact it had been closed to
through traffic for 6 months since the
floods. Disappointed and deflated we
made our way back to the Western
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Hwy passing through Stawell stopping
at Ararat before Leigh and | parted
ways again. | was heading to nearby
Ballarat to catch up with my brother
and we would meet up on the Spirit the
following night. At least that was the
plan.

It was great to spend time with my
brother but the forecast when | left
Ballarat at 4:30 for the Spirit was dire
— a thunderstorm that had been
brooding all day. As | headed down the
Western Highway down it came in
buckets; lightning cracked in front of
me and thunder resonated through my
helmet. My vision was restricted to just
a few car lengths and cars passing
sprayed sheets of water over my visor
making a bad situation worse. The
problem was that | had a deadline so |
couldn’t ride any slower if I'd wanted.

| persevered as the storm worsened and
| felt my ‘waterproof’ Sidi boots fill

with water.

Finally, at the ferry terminal, in the
teeming rain, | waited my turn to be
attended to by security. | watched with
relative disinterest as the security
officer had the driver of the van before
me open the rear doors. Confronted by
a mass of suitcases stacked to the
ceiling of the van, and clearly daunted,
the security officer nodded at the
driver who was allowed to proceed
onto the boat, possibly with sixteen
cases of contraband/fruit/explosives.
The officer then turned his attention to
me and eyed my panniers suspiciously.
“And what have you got in there?” he
asked. | was drenched and in no mood
for this. “Dirty socks and underwear” |
said flatly. “You’d better open it up”
says he who just let a whole van full of
unchecked suitcases through.
Thankfully my hard panniers have an
access flap at the top otherwise I'd
have had to take the whole pannier off
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the bike for the benefit of new friend.
He was confronted with dirty socks
and underwear. What did he expect? It
was the end of my trip. “What'’s in the
other case?” he demanded. | sighed in
disbelief. “More dirty socks and
underwear”. He looked at the
offending pannier as if he might catch
some disease off it. “Ok” he said,
handing me my security clearance
card. “Hand this in when you get to the
booth.” And off | rode gloveless and
white-knuckled, in the direction of the
gueue hoping my waiting spot would
be sheltered. | arrived at the booth and
presented my ID and the security card.
“I'm sorry Mr van Schie, you and your
companion are not due to travel ‘til
tomorrow night!” The look of anguish
on my face said it all... “but I'll see
what | can do for you” she said
quickly.

| found a spot nearby for my bike and
myself that offered some shelter and
eventually she came over and told me
that since the ship was booked out all
she could offer us was a seat for an
additional $270 each. In spite of my
discomfort | laughed and politely
declined. All I had to do now was wait
for Leigh whose demeanour was not
unlike mine as he joined me. We
dispersed; Leigh to his sister’s house,
me to my daughter’s — our moods were
reflected by the turbulent weather. The
good news was that | got to spend a
day with my daughter and my new
grandson and | was able to dry my
clothes, helmet and boots.

The bad news was that the weather was
just as inclement for me next day
getting to the boat and | arrived soaked
yet again. Because he’d left his sister’s
house early Leigh had avoided the
deluge and arrived at the boat dry. |
was very envious.
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It was the roughest trip across the
Strait I've ever encountered and then
next morning, though it was bright and
sunny in Devonport, | still had to pull
on my soaking boots and helmet for
the last leg home. It was like riding
into the wind with icy wet towels
around my head and feet. Needless to
say, | took the most direct route south
to minimise my discomfort while

Leigh took a more wayward route. It
was so good to get home, shrug off my
wet clothes, dive into a steaming hot
shower, feel human and know that all
those bad experiences were behind
me.... until our next trip.

e

Septenarians

Seventy Year Old Snoozers

Club

Robin Retchford, Brian Woods, Peter
Newman, Ted Cooper, Trevor Speed,
Michael Dixon,Neville Speed (new)

**Please inform Betty when your
name can be added to the list**

The Seventy’s badge is awarded at no
cost from the Ulysses Club

When you reach the grand age of 80
that is worth a Branch celebration
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Membership Renewal — please renew
your membership by the end of
December if your ‘expiry date’ falls on
31/12/2011

Ride Reports
‘Bikes By The Bay’

Sunday 18 September was Shannons
event — Bikes By the Bayat
Lauderdale. The weather was just
splendid for bike lovers —warm and
sunny with the exception of the cold
wind blowing off the bay as can be
expected. There were hundreds of
bikes, riders and members of the public
enjoying the outing at the Foreshore
Tavern — lucky spot prizes, free BBQ
and much more.

Our ride was planned to go via the
event and continue on for a Riders
Choice (always a mystery with Motor
Mouse giving suggestions).

With such a magnificent morning and
17° forecast, we had in the vicinity of
27 bikes and riders milling around at
the Willows Tavern. New members
included Kerry Morse and David
Tunks, as well as Craig and Helen
Clarke who have been members for a
time but Craig has been limited with
injury recovery. Prospective new
member, Linda Bullen, drove along to
Lauderdale and continued driving with
us to the lunch stop; Linda is hoping to
have a bike by Christmas.
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Shirley was ride leader taking us over
Grass Tree Hill, Malcoms Hut Road,
through Acton Road to Lauderdale; all
riders did a wonderful job with corner
marking as there were many tricky
little intersections and round-a-bouts,
making it difficult to mark safely.

Once we arrived at Lauderdale, more
of our members either joined in at the
venue or had gone to Lauderdale just
to enjoy the Shannons show.

After about an hour of wandering
around the bikes and catching up with
other riders, a group of 15 riders
headed out via the South Arm
Highway, Tasman Highway and over
the Tasman Bridge headed to Kingston
Beach for lunch; we were amazed at
the amount of road works in Hobart
and lane closures. The majority rode
on over Churchill Avenue to Kingston
to enjoy the windy road. A few went
their own way home for other duties —
any ride is better than no ride.

At Kingston Beach it only took a few
minutes to re-organize the outdoor
tables and chairs to accommodate ‘our
lot’ and be waited on in style. All
seemed quite happy with their meals,
not surprising after the long gap with
no morning tea.

Following lunch and basking in the
sun, Shirley led us out through
Blackmans Bay and Howden to
Margate where a few turned right for
home along Sandfly Road; the
remainder headed down to Oyster
Cove, turning right towards Nichols
Rivulet and finally into Cygnet. We
left Wayne here to go home and mow
the lawns.

The depleted group including Shirley,
Betty, Terry, Danny and Chris had the
final re-grouping on the Huonville
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Esplanade, thoroughly enjoying ice-
creams before heading home via
Longley and Ferntree.

Another wonderful day was enjoyed by
all. Motor Mouse #10640

Sunday 25 September 2011
Bothwell — Miena

Twenty five bikes + four pillion riders
met at the Willows Tavern. Today’'s
temperatures were 4-13°C. Shirley
arrived on her brand new Honda
CBR1000 with only 32km on the
clock. The group gathered around her
new ‘motor’ — to quote Arthur Daly -
like doting relative’s ogling over a new
baby. Danny, one of the late arrivals,
was ‘volunteered’ to be ride leader.

We travelled via the East Derwent
Highway, Briggs Road, Ford and
Pontville, turning onto the Midland
Highway and on to Melton Mowbray.
It was a mere 20km to Bothwell on the
lovely twisty bits. On arrival we met at
least 30 other riders from the ‘Riders
of Tasmania’ (ROT) outside the 1829
Castle Hotel, one dhustralia’s oldest
continually licensed hotels

It is sixty two km from Bothwell to
Miena with some very challenging
roads.The Steppes Historic Site,

35km from Bothwell, is a special place
in Tasmania's high country,
approximately 1.5 hours from Hobart
and Launceston near the junction of
the Interlaken and Lake Highways.
This was the home of the Wilson
family for over 100 years. Built in

1863 as a Police Station and in 1888 it
was incorporated in to a family
homestead. A bakery and painting
studio are nearby. In 1897 the post
office opened and in 1903 the school.
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On 12 November 2011 there will be
celebrations marking the centenary.

From the Poatina turn-off to Miena it is
only 13km. The roadside guideposts
are red so they can easily be seen in the
snow.Great Lake is located 132km
northwest of Hobart and 114km
southwest of Launceston, and its
original size was much smaller. It is
dammed at its southern outflow for
hydro-electricity production and is
Australia's second largest freshwater
lake, 1,030 meters above sea level. The
lake is 22km long and has an area of
114 km2. Today at Miena it was a
balmy 10°C and the lake was
surprisingly full.

Nearby Liawenee (with a record minus
6.2°C) and Miena (one of the coldest
non-alpine areas in Australia) are
popular holiday shack destinations,
despite the area's reputation as being
one of the coldest places in the
generally mild-weathered state. During
the winter months when the weather is
hardly conducive to camping, the
population of these two small towns
drops to about two hundred.
[Tasmania’s lowest ever temperatures
were minus 13°C at Butlers Gorge,
Shannon and Tarraleah on the 30 June
1983!]

The Great Lake Hotel did a roaring
trade with lunches. Some riders from
the Ulysses Tamar Tourers also met
our riders at the hotel. The nearby fuel
stop was selling Unleaded fuel for
$1.60.9 13 cents/litre dearer than
Hobart; the September National
average is $1.43.6 !

On the return journey 12 bikes
regrouped at Bothwell before
descending to Tea Tree and through to
the ‘Richmond Arms watering hole’

for the final re-grouping. The rest had
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raced off into oblivion.
By Bob #44880

Channel / Huon Ride
October g"

Today we encountered typical Spring
weather — the forecast was rather
deterring but actual morning
conditions more possible.

There was also a tug of loyalty with
the Bathurst 1000 race today for many
of our ‘petrol head’ members. There’s
always plenty of fun and the finish to
watch once you arrive home.

There were 4 bikes — Phil Vincent,
Peter Weavers, Shirley & Bob and 3
pillion riders — Mick, Motor Mouse

and Kirsten at the Willows; there were
two phantom bikes / riders who had
been, did a weather check and rode on
home — bit of bad and good luck for
Vyv and Tracey as the day was
certainly a ‘bag of mixed allsorts with
the weather’.

The ride route was via the Southern
Outlet, (collecting Peter Newman in
Davey Street), Huon Highway, Sandfly
Road and into Margate for morning tea
— Alan V, Terry and Terina were
waiting at Margate. From the original 4
bikes we doubled the tally to 8.

Following morning tea, the 8 riders
headed off to ride around the lower
Channel and into Cygnet for lunch —
Phil took the lead and was ready to
leave Cygnet when we arrived! The
two Petes and Shirley did 6 loop’
at Gordon and the Metro team of 3
cruised by until we all caught up and
formed a congo line of bikes all the
way to Cygnet encountering sun, wind
and rain along the way.
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Along this route there was a row of
four hutches with a goat sheltering in
each and a barn with a horse reversed
in to keep his rump warm and dry, all
looking quite cute and enjoying the site
of bikes going by. It is quite amazing
the view from the pillion seat!

At Cygnet, Tee made a cheeky call to
Wayne who hopped into his gear and
rode the km from his house to the

Cygnet Pub and joined us over lunch.

Following lunch, we headed towards
Huonville, stopping at the Esplanade
for ice-cream at the Fish Punt (on a
cold day!). Betty’s sister Judy walked
by to see us and obliged by taking a
photo for Terina, depicting the ‘tallest
to shortest’ in our group — a lonely
little duck wouldn’t oblige and stand
beside Motor Mouse for the photo.

Phota ‘Sizing up’ on the Huonville
Esplanade

g( e =y f.;' II_ IIII v ;
v/ AN
Following the enjoyable day out we
headed homeward via a few different
routes to clean the bikes and gear.

Ride to see and be seen
Betty Parssey #10640
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Breakfast Ride October 18
“and guess who came to
breakfast?

Phota Robin Retchford and Dick
McLoughlin (taken by Terina)

Terina titled our ride today as the
‘Brass Monkey Ride’

Once again, ‘Spring had sprung’ —
lovely weather during the week but
once again the weekend was rain,
wind, snow, sleet etc.

Today was an early departure — 9am
from the Willows with 9 bikes and 1
pillion + one driver, David, with a note
of absence.

The next pick-up point was to be
Granton at 9.15 — we collected Peter N
and headed for Lachlan with Shirley
leading us to breakfast.

Our numbers swelled to 20 at the
Lachlan Valley Food & Wine with the
Hoopers + Peter Allen, McLoughlin’s
and M & N Speed all in tin tops;
finally the surprise VIP car arrived
with Robin Retchford at the wheel
with his darling wife Judith as his
‘Supervisor’ — (I believe this is a polite
discreet way of simulating a
‘Provisional without a plate’(just
joking). By November Robin will be
driving independently once again.
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The group certainly enjoyed breakfast
in the dining room with a lovely log
fire burning whilst the squalls were
blowing through the valley.

Four riders and two cars turned back
for home from Lachlan and the
remaining two cars and six bikes
headed on through New Norfolk and
up the Lyell Highway, along the
Hollow Tree Road to Bothwell.
Terina was in the lead and finally
pulled over under the shelter of a pine
tree wondering whether to ride on or
turn back. A sheep weather alert had
been given and our group certainly
looked rather like 6 soggy sheep.

At Bothwell, a few more decisions
with regard to ride plans were made
over hot drinks.

From Melton Mowbray three riders
turned south into the stormy weather
leaving Shirley, Terry and Terina + the
Retchford & Hooper cars heading to
the Oatlands.

Following an extremely cold wander
through the streets of Oatlands in rain
and strong winds, we made our way to
a café for hot food and drinks — Kirsten
& Bob joined us for a nitter natter.

Our trio of bikes finally turned for

home via the Parattah, Levendale and
Runnymede Road — a bit bumpy in
places. Amazingly, we managed to ride
on dry roads from Bothwell to

Oatlands and home. Not sure about
Terina who called into Anaconda for
more specials and Terry — he may have
ridden through the snow back to
Ferntree.

Let’'s hope that the good Sunday
weather is being reserved for our Pink
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Ribbon Ride to Campbell Town on the
239 October!
Motor Mouse #10640

Show Day Ride- Strathgordon

A magic day with temperatures of 27C
so lots of bikes and chat at The
Willows with riders already peeling off
some layers.

Karen arrived in her new leather Mars,
very chic and the envy of all until later
in the day! Actually someone thought
they witnessed a Ducati rider stripping
to her bra — no doubt two layers peeled
off unexpectedly.

We welcomed some new members —
Keith Edney, Graham & Freya
Broomhall and Leigh Oates, as well as
Tania Davidson riding pillion with
Brian.

All called to order and many
instructions given by Betty (all
necessary). Pete Frearson was given
the honour of Ride Leader.

Our group of 20 bikes headed off
towards Bridgewater and along the
Boyer Road to New Norfolk. What a
shame that road now has an 80kim
limit, although maybe not as our
Davey Jones decided to test his brakes
and found himself scrambling in the
gravel along Macquarie Plains.
Thankfully the only things hurt were
some pride and a few scratches on the
Bandit. David was heard saying” it's
the first time | have dropped this bike”

Corner marking was adhered to. See
we did listen Betty! As No 2 rider and
thus, corner marker, just before the
coffee stop Karen lucked out and had
to wait in the hot sun proving that
leather pants really are hot!
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All enjoyed a superb coffee at The
Possum Shed. Lovely ambience sitting
by the river. No platypi spotted though.
Time to continue to Strathgordon
travelling along superb roads for bikes.
No traffic and minimal gravel made it
an easy ride.

Dam levels appeared slighter higher
than in January but check with Peter
Mac as he has an encyclopaedic mind
regarding stats! Les took off in a hurry
on the Ducati as had rear brake failure,
so maybe he wasn’t keen to wait for
the forecast showers.

Margaret and Neville (in their car)
managed to stay ahead of the bikes all
day, so waved us goodbye as we
headed in for a bar b cue at Teds
Beach.

A few drops of rain had most taking
off hoping to outride the wet weather
front. David x2, Danny, Pete and Lois
hung back hoping to wait for some
clear skies.

Wet weather gear on we set off for
another Possum Shed stop. Once again
beautiful roads with no traffic and in

no time we were back at Westerway.

Another enjoyable Ulysses ride
complete.

Lois Frearson #42848

Question

How many Ulysseans does it take to
fix the rear brakes on a Ducati??
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Looks like 5, and 2 to do the
head scratching!!

Answer:

Miena 6/11/11

Many bikes arrived at The Willows in
anticipation for a hot leisurely ride.
Motor Mouse scurried by to announce
she was off to a Mini meet, so Magic
Mike and Perfect Pete mumbled
something about riding to Miena via a
circuitous route. Approximately 20
bikes headed off via Grass Tree Hill
with 3 dirt bikes being told to get
going, (edited, strong language used!)

Rod thought he was going to take

home some bacon, as on a sharp corner

a sow and 10 piglets decided to cross
the road. Thankfully they changed
their minds when all the bikes came
roaring past.

Slow riding on Tea Tree Road as there
was a bike race in progress and a
slow bus.

Fingerpost road was free of traffic; we
meandered along the Tasman
Highway and into Woodsdale Road.

Some alien riders had joined us so
even though there was corner
marking, apparently some bikes
followed the aliens. We hope they had
an enjoyable ride to Orford!
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The sleepy towns of Runnymede,
Levendale and Woodsdale were left
behind with bikes having to dodge
potholes and echidnas. Good to see
water in Lake Dulverton.

Casaveen for morning tea with Alan
and Pat very welcoming as usual.
The three Dr’s arrived in a cloud of
dust to join a group of about 12.

Perfect Pete wondered who was riding
to Miena and David, Hank, Pete and
Lois and our reliable tail end charlie,
Ken, were up for the challenge.
Everybody else chose their own route
back to Hobart Town. Hope you
enjoyed the Bark Mill Rod.

| wasn'’t privy to the dirt rider’s
itinerary but there was probably a
lunch stop somewhere.

Peter Newman led the group to
Bothwell and bade farewell. Ken
decided to oil and polish his bike at the
servo. The BM, Suzuki x 2 and
Yamaha soldiered on. Easy riding,
warm winds and growling tummies
and we arrived at Miena. Music, meals
and mates at The Great Lake Hotel led
to a relaxing lunch.

With warm northerlies behind us we
sailed back to Bothwell, past
Australia’s oldest Golf Course, with

our next destination the oldest licensed
pub in Australia, The Bush Inn.

A great ride through Hollow Tree with
the 4 bikes sticking together.

Cool ale and another warm welcome at
The Bush Inn. Texts sent to inform
those at home we weren't far away (it
was 5pm), back to riding in traffic and
home.
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The BM recorded 403 enjoyable kims
today. Temperatures ranged from 18C
at Miena to 32 C at new Norfolk.

Lovely Lois. #42848

Twilight Ride
Saturday 19 Nov

There were 15 riders for the first of our
twilight rides for the year — the weather
was most compliant with warm and
calm conditions. This was all just
perfect for the ride. Riders were
Shirley & Mouse, Terina, Alan
Verkruissen, Paul Skuse, Paul Banks,
Rod, Ric & Leeanne, Glenn Noble,
Pommy Ken, Tracey and friends (more
Metro riders) Sharie & Steve on ‘L’
plates (they did a great job heading up
the mountain with confidence.

All headed out from the Willows at
4.45pm headed for the Pinnacle of Mt.
Wellington, surprisingly the weather
was reasonably good on top.

We had a bit of a wander around
before the tentative turn on the ignition
switches — nobody was caught out with
the electronic interference from the
towers.

Hoover (Tracey) was keen to settle for
a tea stop so we rode back down to
Ferntree, down the Huon Highway to
Leslie Vale Road and headed down to
Kingston Beach for some grub.
Everyone had a great ride and headed
for home before dusk.

Sunday ‘Huon Ride’ Nov 2@

20 riders gathered for the Huon ride.
We had the pleasure of welcoming
new members, Alison & Paul Geeves
and Josh Nunn.
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Pete F. set an interesting course,
heading through the rain over Fern
Tree and down the Huon to the ‘Red
Velvet Lounge’ at Cygnet for morning
tea. Once we got around the back of
the mountain, the weather was warm
and dry.

The ride continued down around the
Lower Channel via Gordon,
Woodbridge and Snug, before stopping
at ‘Brookfield’ in Margate for lunch.

Everyone enjoyed this more unusual
ride plan and bade farewell to our
friends before the helter-skelter for
home to dodge the squally rain.

Shannons Calendar of
Motoring Events.
21/1/12 St Helens Car & Bike
Show
4/3/12 Shannons Car & Bike
Expo(featuring Tas
Rockercover Racing
Championship)
Tasmania’s largest car, bike &
trade stand show.
Charles Hand Memorial Park,

Rosny
25/3/12  Octagon Longford
revival Festival — including

Shannons Car & Bike Show

You are encouraged to write reports
on Branch rides, as well as sharing
interesting articles.

Reports + photos can be forwarded
to Betty or Glenn by email or snail
mail.

Please ensure photos sent
electronically or included in reports
are in a jpeg format.

****Remember we do have a
perpetual trophy that is awarded

annually to the top ‘reporter’ dhe
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year — this would look great in your
showcase for a year. *****

ELECTRONIC MAIL
MESSAGES

Do you have email facilities but
have not notified the committee?
Regular updates are sent to
members — if yours has changed d
never been recorded please sendja
message to Betty
bettyparssey7@bigpond.com

=

Newsletter Articles Thanks to those
who provide articles for the newsletter,
these are very much appreciated by
Betty and no doubt by our readers.
Contributions this issue from: Lois
Frearson, Wal van Schie, Dave
Barker, Max Melton, Pam Parks,
Michael Tong-Lee, Bob Nichols, Peter
Newman, Shaun Lennard.

Notes from the National Office

Have you renewed your membership?
— check your membership card for the
Expiry date.

You should have received a personal
reminder, if you've overlooked the
matter contact Betty Parssey for a
renewal form.

UCARF Raffle — Natcom are running
a raffle to raise funds for their
preferred charity, the Ulysses Club
Arthritis Research Foundation.

Prizes include a Honda VT750S+0ORC,
a Trip for two to the Phillip Island
Superbike Championship Nov 2012
and other great prizes.

Tickets can be purchased from the
Secretary (Betty Parssey) or you can
request a book (20 tickets @ $2 ea) to
sell.

All tickets/sales must be returned to
Betty NO LATER than Feb®12012.
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Fraser Coast (Maryborough) AGM
2013

If you don’t already have the dates and
wish to do some forward planning they
are: 18" April — 22° April

GENERAL INFORMATION

*** Make sure you have recorded
Betty’s mobile number in your
mobilephone contact list — this could
be useful, particularly on a rid&*.

Betty Parssey: 0407 501 620

*** 1f you have a serious medical it is
in your interest to inform Betty
(strictly confidential) if you haven't
already done so.

Our means of communication are
by:-
Quarterly Ride Calendar
Meetings held at the Willows
Tavern
Dinner/Meetings held on last
Friday of each month at the
Willows Tavern; this is your
opportunity for a ‘forum
discussion’ on any Branch
issues.
Information briefs given on
Sunday Rides
Newsletters
Viewing on the Web Site and
personal E-mails
Snail mail (Australia Post)
Land lines (telephone) &
Mobile phones

Contact Glenn Pearce or Betty Parssey
if you wish to discuss issues and make
suggestions on any topic.
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To receive your copy of the Newsletter,
you can either view it on our Website

OR TO ALL AGM TRAVELLERS
Forward $5 to Betty for one year's We wish you all a wonderful
subscription if you wish to receive your journey — the many first timers angl
copy by post the ‘old hands’.

Our newsletter readers are looking
forward to an account of your
travels and experiences.

Our Hobart Branch Website
address is:

www.hobartulysses.com

‘Ride to see and be seen’

If you have NOT been receiving your
Emails or we haven't received yours
yet, please drop a note to Betty or
Glenn to enable us to add you to our
mailing list correctly. The privacy of
your email address is maintained. ‘Motor Mouse

Members are entitled to free
advertising of bikes and apparel on
our website, however, please
remember to inform Glenn or Betty
once the item is either sold or

withdrawn

TO ALL MEMBERS,
FAMILY AND FRIENDS —

WE WISH YOU Acknowledgements:
HAPPINESS AT
CHRISTMAS and the NEW Glenn Pearce- Website Manager
YEAR David Macrow— Honorary Auditor

4
=

BE AWARE AND STAY
SAFE ON OUR ROADS

1F IN DOUBT — DON'T
DO IT’

39
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DISCOUNTS‘SHOW YOUR ULYSSES MEMBERSHIP CARD AND SAVE’

BMW Autohaus

15% Discount on Parts and Accessories

Hobart BMW: 23 Barrack Street Hobart 7000 (03) 623®09

Fax:03 62369377 Email: tonyb@hobartautohaus.com.au
Launceston BMW: 85 Bathurst Street Launceston 7283) 63320444
Fax 03 623312952 Email: chrisg@launcestonbmw.com.au

Horizon Motorcycles

Farrel White —Manager

233-235 Main Road DERWENT PARK TAS 7009 Ph (03) 80144
5% Discount for Ulysses members (show your card)

Motorworks Motorcycles

Larry Eaton —Associate Principal, Corner Tasma/Argyle Sts. PI8)0
62343888 FAX03) 62344622www.motorworks.com.au
Discounts on parts and accessories (unless alreadyspecial)
Special packages on all new bikes for all Ulyssesnnivers.

Bikeworks Motorcycles

Baden Fielding 2 Florence Street, Moonah, Tas 7009
03 62286626 FAX: 03 62283669

Email: parts@bikeworks.com.au

10% Discount on parts and accessories (excludingaals)
5% on Tyres

Totally Workwear —28 Warwick Street HOBART (Danny Swan)
10% discount
62311804/ 0418 349 836 Fax: 0362341417 Enmsdles@tww.com.au

Country Leather —108 Elizabeth Street, Hobart

62315082 Emaillloyd@countryleathertas.com.au
10% on all shop items (excluding sale items) andhgeal repairs (except
shoes/boots)

East Coast Fuel & Tyres6 Franklin St, SWANSEA (4c It on fuel,
cash only)

The Horny Cray CaféFranklin Street Swansea 10% discount

EXPRESS Shoe Repairs — Eastlands Shopping Centre [no distoon
key cutting or engraving]
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Shannons Limited is an authorised representativdustralian Alliance Insurance Company, Limited thsuer
of this product. Refer to the Product Disclosutat&ment by calling 13 46 46.

Shannons Insurance is now insurfi ERY DAY RIDE” MOTOR CYCLES FOR THE
MOTORING ENTHUSIAST.
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Great discounts when you insure more than one,like or your home & contents

233-235 Main Road DERWENT PARK TAS. 7009
Telephone 03-62720144 Fax 03-62739155
email: horizonmotorcycles@bigpond.com
www.horizonmotorcycles.com.au
(Opposite The Carlyle Hotel)

HONDA YAMAHA

FOR ALL YOUR NEW & USED BIKE NEEDS
SERVICING OF MOST MAKES
GENUINE & NON GENUINE SPARE PARTS
AND A HUGE RANGE OF ACCESSORIES

Horizon Motorcycles are the only motorcycle dealer
who have a dedicated business manager.
Finance, leasing, salary sacrificing, insurancelpcts
What ever your need Adrian can help.
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