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AS FAR as 600s go, the 
SK6001 has to be one of the 
easier ones. Sure, there’s 

a bit of a climb up the back of 
Sarina but the scenery is quite 
impressive and it’s probably the 
least steep road over the Connors 
Range. Over the summit lies the 
main part of the Marlborough-
Sarina Rd which is about as lightly 
tra"cked as a suburban bike path 
and in better condition than most 
roads you’ll come across.

Originally we expected a group 
of eight but Jenny had to pull 
out a the last moment. That left 
Peter Robertson, Troy Forbes, 
Brian Hornby, Andrew Bragg, 
Errol Ross, David Adams and 
me. We left Mackay just after 
5 am on Saturday morning with 
a bon voyage from Jacki. It was 
pretty easy riding through to 

1.  That’s the Serial Killer 600 in case you 
were wondering what the SK stands for. 
And if you aren’t sure why it’s called the 
Serial Killer 600, have a read of North 
on the Troubled Road at eprints.jcu.edu.
au/19935/2/Rivers_Run_catalogue.pdf

Sarina where we paid homage 
to the Big Cane Toad before 
heading down the Range Rd 
towards Marlborough.

Sarina Range is a pleasant climb, 
enough to get a sweat up without 
destroying you. Most cyclists 
from Mackay turn around at the 
top of the hill and don’t know 
what lies beyond the top of the 
range.2 There’s a lovely road down 
that way. The #rst 40 km or so has 
a higher volume of tra"c with 
mine workers driving out towards 
Nebo but after that it’s a clear 
180 km stretch where you will see 
maybe one car every 40 minutes 
or so. Marlborough–Sarina Rd 
is in top condition, probably 
due to its lack of use. It crosses 
numerous creeks, including 
wide deep waterholes lined with 
melaleucas, sandy bottomed and 
clear %owing streams, rainforest 
brooks and dry gullies. Wildlife 
abounds. We spotted a pair of 
brolgas in the paddock next to 

2.  Maybe just read the article mentioned in 
the previous footnote.

our water stop, then noticed that 
they had been pecking at the 
bottles and had made a huge 
hole in the box they were stored 
in. We must have just arrived in 
time. There were also dingoes, 
wedge tailed eagles (scienti#c 
name Aquila audax), kites and 
kangaroos. Unfortunately the 
only koala we saw had been 
killed by a car.

After pedalling around 120 km 
from Sarina in the July heat, we 
arrived at Sandy Petrie’s Lotus 
Creek roadhouse, the only shop 
on the road that’s still in business. 
He does a fantastic ham, cheese 
and tomato toastie and has a 
pleasant place for us to rest, re#ll 
our bottles from his rainwater 
tanks and prepare for the 
next section.

We were well ahead of our 
planned on-road average of 
25 km/h and enjoyed the break 
before crossing Lotus Creek itself 
which is a magni#cent wide creek 
that looks very inviting. Not far 

The SK 600

Beyond 
Sarina Range

!e story behind a brevet can be fascinating: how it came to be, how  
the route was designed and checkpoints chosen, how it was named.  
But sometimes you might be better o" not knowing all the details.  

For instance, take what Peter McCallum says you might #nd
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down the road is the next big 
thing. Yes, a Big Olympic Torch.

For the rest of the afternoon I 
had to keep telling the fellas to 
slow down because our support 
crew was not going to arrive at 
Marlborough until 7.30 pm at 
the earliest and at the pace they 
were going we would arrive an 
hour early. Brian suggested we 
just go to the pub until they 
turned up which was generally 
proclaimed to be a good idea. 
However on second thoughts I 
think a bunch of MAMILs would 
have less chance of surviving 
an hour in the front bar of the 
Marlborough Hotel than a koala 
has of surviving a crossing of the 
Bruce Highway.

The 120 km from Lotus Creek to 
Marlborough has a water tank 
and not much else. There was one 
big climb. Apparently nobody 
had ridden 250 km down from 
Mackay to put it on the obsessive-
compulsive cyclist’s website, 
Strava. So there’s a new challenge 
for the KOM hunters out there. By 
8 pm we started rolling in to the 
motel, tucking in to a marvellous 
dinner, sucking on cold beer 
and turning in to bed for a well 
earned five-hour sleep.

2.30 am: BZZZZZ!!!! BZZZZZ!!!! 
BZZZZZ!!!! BZZZZZ!!!! BZZZZZ!!!!

How sound you sleep when you 
ride 300 km in a day. Take note 
medicos, Audax is both a cause 
and a cure for insomnia. Sco! 
down breakfast, apply generous 
quantity of creme randonneur, 
check bike, “It’s 3 am! Let’s go!”

We really ripped in to the 65 km 
to Waverly Creek water stop, 
where—surprise, surprise—the 
J’s had set up a secret control 
and were cooking bacon and 
egg burgers and slicing up cool 
refreshing watermelon. They are 
angels. We bid them farewell and 
hit the road, literally in one case.

For some reason Errol decided 
to turn right about 500 m 
short of Clareview. I was in the 
paceline, two people behind 
him. He peeled o! the bunch 
suddenly in an uncontrollable 
turn. In an instant things had 
gone from busy to hectic. Errol 
was conscious and breathing 
but lying on the centreline of 
the Bruce Highway just past a 
hill and a bend. We immediately 
sent people in both directions to 
warn tra"c. It was an hour after 
sunrise but still quite foggy so the 
danger was real. Others called 
an ambulance which arrived in 
quick time. The others comforted 

Errol and attempted to assess 
his condition:
Brian:  Do you recognise me Errol?
Errol: Yes, you’re Brian.
B: Do you know where you are?
E: No, where?
B: You’re near Clareview.
E:  What am I doing in Clareview?
B:  You’re doing a 600 km bike ride.
E:  Why would I want to do a 

600 km bike ride?

Good question.

The ambos looked after Errol 
really well, as did Mackay Base 
Hospital Emergency Department. 
He was assessed and sustained 
a broken collar bone. A sad 
outcome. A kind passer-by 
transported Errol’s bike and 
equipment back to my place 
in Mackay.

The next 110 km wasn’t a lot of 
fun. The Bruce Highway was 
carrying a lot of tra"c with 
thousands of troops moving 
south for a training exercise 
at Shoalwater Bay. We had to 

keep very organised to safely 
negotiate the many obstacles 
placed in our path such as road 
kill, plastic marker domes in 
the middle of the shoulder, pot 
holes, rough surfaces, etc. It 
was a welcome relief to arrive 
in Sarina and get back onto the 
backroads where it’s no problem 
to ride two abreast and see some 
beautiful scenery.

The last hundred kilometres was 
generally easy. We skirted along 
the base of the Clarke Range to 
Mirani, ate whatever the shop 
had left in its hot box, #lled the 
water bottles and %ew back to 

Mackay on the smooth %at roads. 
At around 8 pm we #nished, still 
inside the cut o! time having 
averaged around 25 km/h on the 
road for the entire journey. It was 
a brilliant ride made extremely 
pleasant by wonderful company 
and fantastic support from Jenny 
and Jacki. Jacki had to catch a 
plane to Brisbane and wasn’t 
there to smell us arrive home, but 
Jenny braved the sweaty bodies 
and turned up bearing a stack of 
pizzas. Good on you Jenny.

Thank you to everyone who 
contributed to making this ride 
the pleasure that it was. We had 
three riders who #nished their 
#rst 600: David Adams, Peter 
Robertson, and Troy Forbes. 
Jenny Townley can’t wait for the 
next one so she can join the 600 
club. Bravo to you all. !

“Why would I want to do a 600 km bike ride?” 
Good question.




