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Day 1: Kangaroo Point to 
Maroochydore (355 km)–
so far so good

It was a beautiful morning as 
everyone gathered at the start in 
Kangaroo Point. After the obligatory 
photos and briefing, we pedalled off 
into the pre-dawn light, led by Stuart 
Dowell who helped us “out of towners” 
navigate the more complicated earlier 
part of the course.

I was able to hang onto the group for 
most of the journey to the first check-
point at Scarborough, helped mainly by 
the flat terrain and speed-limiting bike 
paths. One of my “long distance mates” 
Pat Lehane was at Scarborough, but 
this time as an official rather than a rider. 
Sandy Vigar had a wonderful array of 
edible goodies laid out as usual. I had 
a quick turnaround, filling a bottle with 
Perpetuem and stuffing down a banana 
and some iced bun before heading off 
by myself.

The rest of the pack caught me fairly 
quickly, I slid to the back and then 
the elastic kept stretching as we hit 
traffic light after traffic light. Finally 
it snapped and I was left alone once 
again. Dave Minter, Martin Pearson 
and Wayne Hickman came past me at 

different times and all had a brief chat 
before continuing on at a faster pace 
than I could manage. Wayne was only 
behind me at that stage because he’d 
taken a more scenic route to the first 
checkpoint.

By the time I was grinding my way up 
Mt Mee, I had taken my rightful place at 
the back of the 1000 km field. Katherine 
and Ian back in Sydney requested an 
update at that point. When I told them 

I’d done 124 km and was at the back 
by myself as usual, they replied “only 
another 870 km of singing to yourself to 
go then!” Oh what a cheery thought for 
a sunny Saturday morning. However, I 
passed a very hot looking Dave Minter 
resting in the shade near the top of the 
climb, so I thought I may have some 
company along the way. Obviously the 
transition from a brisk UK spring to a 
mild Brisbane autumn was affecting 
Dave a little.

I enjoyed the glimpses of the 
Glasshouse Mountains as I rolled my 
way along the ridge and was very 
appreciative of the jaw-dropping view 
at the Mt Mee checkpoint. “Wow, that 
view is almost good enough to make 
you forget the climb”, I said. “Almost” 
said Sandy with a smile.

The pasta salad on offer here really 
hit the spot and I consumed two plate-
fuls before throwing my leg over the 
bike for the downhill run. Dave Minter 
caught me quickly and paced me along 
the rolling countryside until we caught 
up to Judith, who was not feeling like 
her usual strong self. I left Dave and 
Judith as they headed off for an ice 
cream and I continued on my merry 
way alone once more.

Martin cruised up to me and we 
worked out that I’d missed the oppor-
tunity to top up my water bottles, so he 
graciously filled me up from his. It didn’t 
take long for him to disappear ahead 
once more.

I passed Martin again while he was 
stopped at Peachester store, but he 
soon caught and overtook me as we 
made our way up Bald Knob Rd. I was 
given a boost by a couple of Audax 
ladies who had parked near the top of 
the climb and who cheered as I went 
past. After a bit more climbing I arrived 
at Mary Cairncross Park just after 5 pm 
and was handed a plate of rice and 
casserole. Mmmm, the food on this 
ride is great! I demolished that without 
too many problems and put on some 
warm gear as the temperature had 
dropped quickly with the departure of 
the sun.

The next stretch contained plenty of 
rolling hills, but I had to stop again to 
put on the rest of my warm clothes. I 
was cursing that my jacket and knee 
warmers seemed to be in my drop bag 
and not my rack bag. Martin, who had 
taken a longer break at Mary Cairncross, 
caught me about two kilometres out 
of Kenilworth and we rode in together 
at about 8.15 pm. Sandy served us up 
some nice warm pasta and then went 
to dig out a spare thermal of Martin’s 
for me. Dave Minter rolled in by himself 
about ten minutes after us and told us 
that Judith had abandoned at Mary 
Cairncross as she was not well. I left 
Martin and Dave in Sandy’s care, turned 
on the iPod and set of for the final 
section of the day.
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I was feeling more comfortable now 
that I had Martin’s thermal to keep 
me warm. The iPod was pumping 
out boppy tunes to keep me awake 
and my legs turning over at a reason-
able cadence. I passed through some 
patches of dense fog, but the terrain 
was gently rolling and then flat and the 
traffic was very light all the way through 
to Coolum, so overall it was a nice 
journey. It was at Coolum that I came 
across the eerie scene of a horrible road 
accident. There were lots of flashing 
lights from police cars, fire engines 
and ambulances. As I approached the 
roundabout all was quiet, but it looked 
like a bomb had gone off earlier. A 
policeman directed me through the 
roundabout and advised which route I 
should take to Maroochydore.

Soon after I came across Tony who 
was doing the 600 km ride and he was 
trying to work out the written directions. 
I told him to follow me as I had the route 
mapped on the Garmin and we headed 
off to Maroochydore together. The final 
stretch to the caravan park seemed to 
go on forever, as those stretches always 
seem to do in the wee hours of the 
morning, but eventually we arrived a 
little before 1 am and found the check-
point cabin. We woke Phil, who dished 
out a generous portion of Moroccan 
lamb with cous cous (did I mention 
how good the food was on this ride?) 
and directed us to our beds. After a 
shower and preparing everything for 
the morning I flopped into bed at about 
1.40 am. I woke briefly when a freezing 
cold Howard climbed in next to me, 
having completed the 75 km loop which 
I was to tackle in the morning.

Day 2: Maroochydore Return ×2 
(75 km & 330 km)– too long, too hilly

As planned I headed out on the first 
loop at about 5 am. I passed three of the 

“Four Musketeers”—Roger Hawley, Tina 
Gilbert and Stuart Dowell—who were 
waiting by the side of the road while 
Dave King tracked down a dropped 
legwarmer. However, once they’d re-
grouped, they soon caught and passed 
me and disappeared rapidly into the 
dark. The sun rose and the day warmed 
up relatively quickly. The first part of 
the loop was lumpy and I had to stop to 
peel off some layers. The lumps culmi-
nated in a 17% ramp which I just resign-
edly ground my way up in granny gear. 
Once that was done, the rest of the loop 
was quite enjoyable, apart from another 
short steep climb up Golf Links Rd. I 

knew that Martin and Dave were still 
behind me and I expected to see them 
appear in my mirror at any time, but 
strangely they didn’t.

I arrived back at the Maroochydore 
checkpoint a little after 9 am and set 
about preparing for the next 330 km leg. 
This took a little longer than I hoped, 
but I managed to get myself back on 
the road at 9.45 am, just 15 minutes 
ahead of the checkpoint closing time. It 
wasn’t til later that I realised I’d forgot-
ten to pick up my trusty iPod which 
I’d left charging in the cabin. The next 
section through to Noosa was the 
least enjoyable on the entire journey. I 
had to fight for space on the shoulder 
with hundreds of cyclists doing a mass 
participation ride. Some didn’t seem 
to mind how close they came as they 
filed past in packs and I had to concen-

trate to avoid a touch of wheels as they 
flicked back in front of me. The increas-
ing amount of traffic was also decidedly 
unpleasant. I was immensely relieved to 
clear this stretch and hit relatively quiet 
roads once more.

As I was making my way along 
McKinnon Drive I saw a large dog 
trying to run away from a 4 WD on the 
road. Its front legs must have been 
badly damaged as it kept falling on 
its face, rolling and trying to scramble 
away again, which was most distress-
ing. I wasn’t sure if it had jumped out 
of the car or had been hit by it. The 
4 WD pulled over and had come back to 
where the dog was now laying a good 
way off the road, so I didn’t stop as they 
were clearly going to take care of it.

I was still a bit distressed when I 
pulled into the secret checkpoint at 
Boreen Point. Phil was there to feed 
and water me and to fill me in on the 
progress of the other riders. As most 
riders had formed into two groups 
fairly early on, the supporters had 
given them code names to make 
communication about their progress 
through checkpoints easier. The 

“Three Amigos”—Howard, Warren and 
Wayne—were still ahead, being the 
only ones who had done the 75 km 
loop the night before. The “Four 
Musketeers”—Roger, Tina, Stuart and 
Dave King—were still going strong. At 
that stage Martin and Dave Minter were 
still behind me, but I was expecting to 
see them at any time.

Leaving Boreen Point saw us wave 
goodbye to the flat coastal terrain. My 

Bec at the first checkpoint
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already tired legs were not thanking the 
organisers Stuart and Phil as I struggled 
up some of the steeper climbs. By mid-
afternoon the lack of sleep the night 
before was beginning to tell on me 
and I was very tired when I rolled into 
Kin Kin just after 3 pm to be greeted by 
Alison. I considered having a 15-minute 
power nap here, but Martin and Dave 
arrived just five minutes after me and, 
as we were not very far ahead of the cut 
off, we agreed to continue on together 
after a short break.

More short steep climbs took their 
toll as I struggled to keep Dave and 
Martin in sight. “This ride is just too 
hard for me,” I said to Martin at one 
point. The terrain also proved to be 
too much for Martin, who decided to 
turn left to Gympie, rather than right 
to Tin Can Bay when we reached that 
T-intersection. After making sure Martin 
was OK and happy with his decision, 
Dave and I pedalled off to the next 
checkpoint at Tin Can Bay. Thankfully 
this stretch undulated downhill and 
gave our legs some much needed 
respite from the relentless steep climbs. 
We passed the Three Amigos and later 
the Four Musketeers on their way back 
out as we headed down to the coast.

Tin Can Bay marked the much desired 
600 km point, after which the required 
average speed drops from 15 km/h to 
about 11.4 km/h. Dave and I chatted 
to Brian and Sue as we tucked into 
some pasta bolognaise, sleeping bags 
wrapped around our tired bodies to 
prevent them from cooling down too 
much in the early evening chill. I cer-
tainly wasn’t looking forward to the 
journey back up the hill, but it wasn’t as 
bad as I thought it would be. Dave kept 

me entertained by encouraging me 
to sing (I’m sure the local rabbits were 
impressed by our Lola duet) and dis-
cussing a wide range of Audax topics. In 
fact I was so distracted that I was quite 
surprised when we reached the point 
where we’d entered Tin Can Bay Rd 
earlier in the day. And not too long after 
that, we hit the outskirts of Gympie.

Sandy and Martin were waiting in the 
park at Gympie and we were looked 
after with Sandy’s usual efficiency. I was 
warm enough while we’d been riding, 
but it didn’t take long for the chill to 
set in once I’d stopped, even with the 
hot food and a warm blanket wrapped 
around me. I wanted a bit of a sleep 
before we went on, and Dave agreed to 
my suggestion of an hour. I was shiver-
ing as I lay bundled up on the back seat 
of the car, but it still didn’t take me long 
to drop off. All too soon Sandy woke us 
and we headed off at about 12.30 am in 
the direction of Moy Pocket.

My Garmin finally ran out of charge 
not too far beyond Gympie, meaning 
it was back to the trusty cue sheet. 
Thankfully there were not too many 
turns and half were T-intersections 
which require less diligence. There 
was less singing and chatting on this 
stretch. Dave kept pulling ahead as 
the late hour, tired legs and lumpy 
terrain slowed me down. On one 
descent I heard Dave yelling loudly 
near the bottom so I slowed consider-
ably expecting to see some rubble or 
large pothole. I was very grateful for 
the warning as recent flooding had 
removed the entire bitumen surface 
and left a stretch of very rough and 
potholed gravel road, which I still hit a 
bit faster than I wanted to. Whew, that 
woke me up!

We weren’t really sure where the 
Moy Pocket checkpoint was going to 
be, as Moy Pocket isn’t actually a town. 
However, we spied a car parked near a 
shelter off to the left hand side of the 
road when we’d done about the right 
number of kilometres and figured that 
might be it. Eddie clambered out of the 
car and greeted us warmly, despite the 
fact that is was just after 3.30 am. He 
even had a small fire for us to sit by as 
we slurped down hot chicken noodle 
soup. Once all the necessary tasks were 
completed Dave and I flopped into the 
car for another sleep, asking Eddie to 
wake us in an hour. All too soon I was 
awakened by a knock on the window, 
but it took a few minutes and some 
words of encouragement from Dave 
for me to haul my tired body out of the 
car into the freezing night air. Eddie 
checked we had everything we needed, 
advised us it was a brisk 7°C and waved 
us off.

The next leg took us back to 
Maroochydore via the mighty Obi Obi 
climb. I knew this monster was ahead 
and was fully prepared to walk some 
or all of it, even though I have gearing 
which would usually allow me to crawl 
my way up anything. Anyway, I’d made 
sure my cleat covers were in my rack 
bag for this very purpose. Dawn came, 
promising another beautiful day in 
paradise and a little while later Dave 
and I hit the start of the climb. It began 
quite gently and I started to think that 
all talk of this climb had been exagger-
ated. However, it wasn’t long before the 
road reared up in front of me and I was 
forced by my weary legs to dismount 
and continue on foot. I took the oppor-
tunity to send the following text to 

Howard on a typical gradient Cootharaba Rd: we’re halfway!

Waiting for the roadworks
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Howard and a couple of other people 
who had requested an update on my 
progress: “Walking up Obi Obi. Great 
view of mist in valley below. This is one 
tough ride. 270 km to go.” Dave was 
waiting for me as I clumped my way 
to the top in my cleats. The run back 
to Maroochydore from that point was 
pretty easy and quite enjoyable. On 
the way Dave stopped to communicate 
with Judith, so I rolled into the caravan 
park by myself a little before 8.30 am.

The ever-efficient Alison greeted me 
and asked if I was going to sleep. When 
I told her I was going to eat, shower and 
ride on, she accompanied me back to 
our cabin to commence the clean-up. 
By the time I’d showered, changed and 
packed up everything Alison had just 
about finished the entire cabin—talk 
about a whirl wind of energy! I wished I 
could borrow some to get me through 
the rest of this ride. Dave appeared as 
I was chowing down on a double egg 
roll with barbeque sauce in the “control 
centre” cabin with lots of very tired-
looking support volunteers around me. 
At that point Dave decided to abandon 
the ride and head off to meet up with 
Judith, who was feeling better and was 
out riding part of the route back to 
Brisbane. I was disappointed as I knew I 
would be riding well into another night, 
this time all alone, but sometimes that’s 
what randonneuring is all about.

Day 3: Back to Brissie (247 km)–
oh my aching legs

With no time to charge the Garmin I 
decided to continue on using the cue 
sheet. I sent Howard a quick text and 
set off from Maroochydore at about 
9.30 am. With 247 km to cover and 
23 hours in which to do it I was feeling 

pretty confident, despite my lack of 
sleep and tired legs.

I knew the first leg to Peachester 
contained a climb, but because Stuart 
had said “no other part of the ride is 
any harder then what the NSW Turismo 
offered last year”, I thought it would 
just be a nice steady gradient. The 
climb started after passing through 
Landsborough and at first it didn’t 
seem to be too bad, apart from the 
heavy traffic and frequently disappear-
ing shoulder. However, once I’d started 
to get into a rhythm a sign loomed 

ahead warning of a steep gradient for 
the next kilometre. I cursed Stuart, but 
coaxed my body on, telling myself that 
it was only one measly kilometre. I’d 
only just finished congratulating my 
aching legs on their achievement when 
a second sign appeared, informing me 
that the next two kilometres were also 
steep gradient. Lucky Stuart wasn’t 
there to feel my wrath! My poor legs 
groaned and popped as I wobbled my 
way up the broken shoulder with cars 
zooming past just centimetres to my 
right. I willed the Bald Knob Rd turnoff 
to appear and finally it did. I grate-
fully steered my bike away from the 
zooming cars and onto the peaceful 
and scenic narrow country road.

I stopped a little way along Bald Knob 
Rd to stretch and take in the lovely view. 
When I dismounted I discovered that 
my rack bag was not clipped to my rack 
and was hanging halfway off the back 
of it. Doh! I remembered that I’d not 
fastened it properly while packing the 
bag at Maroochydore. Luckily the cable 
running from my Dinotte light to the 
battery in the rack bag had prevented 
the bag from falling off altogether. 
With the bag secured I set off towards 
Peachester, the first checkpoint of the 
day. I tried for, but didn’t quite achieve 
a quick turnaround here, despite Alison 
catering to my every need. I’d reached 
the point where I knew I needed to eat, 
but it seemed to take forever to chew 
and swallow that chicken roll. Also, as 
I’d been stopped for more that a couple 
of minutes, my body was telling me it 
was ready to go to sleep.

I switched on the iPod as I left, 
hoping the music would motivate me 
to keep pumping along at a steady 
pace. However, I hadn’t gone that far 
when the twinges I’d been experienc-
ing in my left calf turned to sharp pain, 
stabbing me just behind the knee with 
every pedal stroke. The usual stretches 
didn’t help, in fact, they seemed to 
make it worse. What to do? Not sure if 
it was cramp or an injury I swallowed a 
couple of Nurofen and four electrolyte 
capsules. After about ten minutes’ rest 
and some massage the pain started 
to subside and I continued on, being 
careful not to put too much pressure 
on the left leg. The rest of the journey 
to Kilcoy was quite uneventful, apart 
from having to dodge a snake, which 
pumped some adrenaline into my 
veins and put paid to my drowsiness 
for some time.

Three Amigos at Somerset Dam

Support like this on a long, 
tough ride is invaluable 
and I’m very grateful to 

all those volunteers who 
gave up their time to help 

me achieve my goal.
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On arrival at Kilcoy, Brian pushed a 
plate of warm food into my hand before 
I’d barely had time to park the bike. I 
flopped into a chair and started eating. 
I was feeling quite low and a little teary 
as Brian chatted away to me, letting me 
know what to expect on the next leg. 
Still 150 km to go and it would be dark 
again soon.

The food restored my spirits 
somewhat and it seems I was late 
enough to have missed most of the 
traffic, so my journey to Somerset 
Dam was quite enjoyable. It was fully 
dark and the evening chill had once 
again settled in, so I stopped briefly 
at Somerset Dam to put on my night 
time layers. As I was coming along the 
Wivenhoe–Somerset Rd a hare ran out 
in front of me, then he swerved and 
continued to run along the right hand 
side of the road just ahead of me. I 
tried turning my light away from him 
so he’d stop while I went past, but no 
luck. Then I tried shining my light on 
him, hoping he’d freeze, but still no luck. 
I tried outrunning him, but the faster I 
went the faster he went…and well, he’s 
a hare and I was on the tortoise bike. I 
was just thinking about stopping and 
shooing him off the road when car 
lights appeared over the crest ahead 
of me, he froze and in the next instant 
thunk…no more hare—a sad end to our 
brief journey together.

As the evening progressed I started 
to feel very sleepy once more. After the 
iPod warned me “battery low” I tried 
practicing my (very limited) French out 
loud and singing, but it didn’t seem as 
effective as the chatting and duets I’d 
shared with Dave the previous evening. 
Then the dreaded microsleeps started. 
Should I stop for a nap? Where though? 
The shoulder was rough and rocky and 
I couldn’t find anywhere suitable to lie 
down. I downed a gel and chomped 
my way through half a bag of lollies 
which gave me enough of a sugar and 
caffeine hit to get me to the Brisbane 
Valley Highway. From there it wasn’t 
far to Fernvale, but it seemed to take 
an eternity to get to the penultimate 
checkpoint as the microsleeps started 
to hit me once again.

Sandy and Martin welcomed me 
with smiles, a warm blanket and hot 
food. Martin had also brought his 
Garmin which was loaded with the 
route for the final stretch. Oh how bril-
liant! Just a slight technical problem: 
his Garmin 800 has a different mount 
to my 705. After removing some of the 

contents from my bento bag, we got 
the Garmin to sit nicely on the top and 
it was just visible through the mesh 
closure. Still, it was easy enough to flick 
the mesh back when I required better 
visibility. I was so tired that I started to 
doze off as Martin described the final 
76 km stretch to me. I was very disap-
pointed to learn that there were some 
short, but very steep climbs to tackle 
before I got back to Kangaroo Point, 
one of which Martin had recently had 

to walk up. I climbed into the back 
seat of their car for a 30-minute nap 
while Sandy and Martin packed up and 
prepared to leave. Support like this on 
a long, tough ride is invaluable and I’m 
very grateful to all those volunteers 
who gave up their time to help me 
achieve my goal.

I staggered out of the car just after 
10 pm and gave Sandy and Martin a 
big hug before I set off on the final leg. 
The short sleep had refreshed me and 
I felt good as I pedalled on into the 
night. The route was pleasant and not 
at all challenging until I neared the end 
of Kholo Rd where I tackled two short, 
steep climbs before bumping my way 
over the gravel on Lake Manchester Rd. 
After that the short, very steep climbs 
just seemed to keep coming. Was it just 
my tired legs? I don’t think so. It seemed 
to be some sort of cruel and unusual 
challenge thrown down by the ride 
organisers when the end was in sight. I 
started to feel some more twinges in 
my left calf and I hoped that it would 
hold up in the face of such relentless 
punishment. At last the steep climbs 
gave way to more roller-coaster type 
terrain and then to flatter, but more 
navigationally difficult on and off road 
bike paths. It was at this point that I 
was extremely happy to have Martin’s 
Garmin as I’m not sure how well my 
tired brain would have been able to 
interpret the cue sheet. At 2.28 am my 
phone beeped. A quick check revealed 
a message from Howard asking how I 
was going. I called him to let him know 
I had 999 km on the odo and should be 
at the finish in 20–30 minutes (the route 
was 1007 km).

Despite assistance from the Garmin, I 
still made a few wrong turns as I passed 
through the deserted city centre. As I 
slowly pedalled my way up the street 
towards the official finishing point, my 
light revealed three bodies standing 
on the road looking in my direction. 
Ah, that must be it! Howard, Warren 
and Phil were there to welcome me 
in. I stopped the clock at 3.07 am and 
gladly handed my brevet to Phil for the 
last time. He gave me a large chocolate 
Freddo and I laughed and asked him 
if that was all I got. However, Howard 
had been thinking ahead and cracked a 
bottle of bubbly as Phil threw a blanket 
around me. We chatted while we 
polished off the bottle, then all headed 
for our respective beds for some well 
earned sleep.

Bec drinking champagne in the gutter after 1007 km

Frank Papp’s  
Beaches and Beyond

Frank had ridden his bike in many 
different parts of Australia and just about 
every road in south-east Queensland.

Thinking that the roads at his back door 
in fact offered some of the best riding 
terrain in Australia, he wanted others to 
experience what he knew to be a fantastic 
area to ride, so the idea for this event was 
born. His plan was to create something 
that combined the harsh terrain with the 
picturesque countryside, an adventure.

But sadly in June last year Frank lost his 
life in a tragic accident with a kangaroo.

In keeping with Frank’s original concept, 
we completed his vision and offered this 
very challenging yet picturesque 1000 km 
ride with a 600 km option.

Phil Milham & Stuart Dowell


