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Doing the Great Southern Randonee (GSR) was always on my agenda and Peter Donnan 

suggested during the FNQ GT series that the 1000 km version was the better ride. Bonus, I 

could also complete my Woodrup 5000 award with the 1000 km ride. 

My partner and I were going to make it a driving holiday as neither of us had been along the 

Great Ocean Road before. As the time got closer, it became clear my partner couldn’t afford 

the time. I was committed to driving down: but realised it wasn’t wise to drive from 

Queensland and return as a solo driver, especially a fatigued one driving back. The solution: 

A Road Trip. 

Three weeks out, I had no trouble finding three takers (Andrew Bragg, Roger Hawley and 

Tony Douglas). Roger even said that it was the event that attracted him to Audax after 

hearing about the last edition in 2008. My enticer to Audax was similar being the Sydney 

Melbourne in 2009, so where do I register for 2013? 

I borrowed a three bike rack from a friend, but as there were four bikes on the trip, I 

delegated that Andrew pack his bike and put it on the roof rack. I am sure he wasn’t happy, 

why me? But fate would have it that he enjoyed the safer option for his bike transportation.  

The trip started Saturday morning; Pick up Andrew from around the corner, Roger and Tony 

on the western side of Brisbane and we were off. The trip went very well as we had lots of 

stories to share, some male bonding, then we started listening to music on my IPhone and 

Tony’s IPhone. We found Tony and I had similar tastes in music. At Least Tony and I were 

assured of good listening as we controlled the music. 

All was well until just north of Dubbo, when out of nowhere a kangaroo appeared hitting the 

side of the car taking out the wheels of the bikes on the bike rack. I am sure that this is when 

Andrew started smiling given his bike was secure in its box on the roof. A quick assessment 

was that only one front wheel was affected. A quick email to Stephen Rowlands secured a 

replacement wheel when we arrived in Anglesea. We decided it wasn’t safe to be out after 

dark so we stopped in Forbes for the night. 

An early start saw us in Jerilderie for breakfast. Whilst waiting for our order, I spotted Pat 

Lehane and his partner walking towards our breakfast stop. Guess where they were 

heading? GSR.  When relaying the kangaroo story to them, I noticed all three bikes had 

damaged wheels. Andrew was still smiling. 

The rest of the trip was uneventful arriving in Anglesea on Sunday afternoon.  Without a 

booking we managed to get a cabin in the Big4 Anglesea Holiday Park where most of the 

other riders were staying. We were in time for the pre ride dinner at the Anglesea Golf Club. 

The interstate rides are always more social.  

Due to the damaged wheels, we had to make a trip to Geelong on Monday morning to get 

wheels repaired before the start of the rides. Only one of the three wheels could be repaired. 

Fortunately for us, the bike shop had a clearance sale allowing us some bargains and Roger 

to buy a new set of wheels. I was grateful for Stephen’s loan front wheel. 



The start of the 1200 km ride went well for Roger and Andrew. Tony and I were there with 

glasses of red wine to ensure they had a good send off. Dinner for the remaining riders was 

at the local hotel. At 1:45 am Tony and I were awoken by Roger and Andrew arriving for a 

sleep after the Geelong 200 km loop. There I lay wide awake wondering why I hadn’t started 

with the 1200 km group. I never did get back to sleep. They were gone and Tony and I 

packed the car awaiting our turn to start. 

My original plan:  Dunkeld (400 km) day one, Port Fairy day two (700 km) and finish day 

three (1000 km). 

Cool morning with no hint of what was to come. The 1000 km riders started as a group and 

very soon I was leading the group out with a few in tow. After a while the group dropped 

down to Tony and Martin Pearson. At the Apollo Bay control we stopped for a well-earned 

coffee and rolls. Russ Hamilton and Chris Walsh slipped past. Martin disappeared from the 

control, not to be spotted by me until Port Campbell. 

The late start on Tuesday for the 1000 km riders meant we were climbing up to Lavers Hill in 

the heat (reports of 40 degrees) of the day. Tony was struggling due to aggravating a 

previous injury. This allowed me the luxury of waiting for someone on a hill. Doesn’t happen 

often but allowed me to rest in the shade.  The climb in the heat proved to be testing for the 

1000 km riders as many dropped out then, at Port Campbell or soon after. The 1200 km 

riders had passed this point earlier that morning avoiding the heat. I left Tony at the top of 

Lavers Hill, he later withdrew at Port Campbell. 

After Port Campbell, I caught Bec Morton and Sarah Chaplin on the Timboon hills. I could 

sense they had a plan and were under control. Others I caught looked broken and were 

offered words of encouragement as I continued on my way. 

The evening was very balmy and perfect for the termites to swarm. I was glad I was wearing 

my buff and able to cover my mouth. Hopkins Falls was very picturesque and worth the 

winding route to get there. I continued on to Port Fairy arriving at about 11 pm, behind 

anticipated schedule. I decided to continue onto Dunkeld and then noticed that Roger and 

Andrew were registered for a wakeup call at 12:40 am. Changing my plan, I tried to sleep for 

an hour, so I could ride out with them but didn’t succeed in sleeping. I felt really strong until 

after the Macarthur check point then struggled on my own to Dunkeld (400 km) were I 

showered and slept for 2 hours.  

I left the control at closing time requiring an average of 16 km/h to Halls Gap. The next 5 km 

were up hill and I was averaging 11 km/h and had severe doubts about making the control 

on time as I was unsure of the terrain. At this point I decided the best defence was attack. 

Despite road works which held a group of us up for 45 minutes I was 25 minutes ahead of 

closing at Halls Gap when I left for Moyston. When I returned to Halls Gap I was now 2 

hours ahead of the closing time. I continued attacking until Macarthur when I backed off and 

rode with Andrew and the Americans. When I got to Port Fairy (700 km) I was 5 hours ahead 

of closing and could afford another 2 hours sleep.  

I left Port Fairy at 8:30 am with Andrew, Chris Walsh and David Wilkinson. A change in 

weather conditions had come in whilst I was asleep, the winds were now southerly, 

extremely cold and wet. We battled to Hopkins Falls where we sheltered in the caravan 

annexe listening to the noise outside. 



We continued on our way to Port Campbell battling the conditions. I got dropped on the hills 

around Timboon and made my way into Port Campbell alone. After a short stop we 

regrouped and headed off towards Lavers Hill knowing full well I would be soon dropped 

again.  

I rode up and over Levers Hill without seeing another rider until the control at Hordern Vale. 

Andrew, Chris and David were leaving as I arrived. A group arrived after me looking for 

beds. I decided to push on and complete the ride. The control was 1 km up a hill so the 

decent back to the route was very cold. I soon warmed up on the relentless climb over to 

Apollo Bay. 

The Ocean Road was very dark and boring in the rain. At this point I started to get very 

sleepy stopping frequently to revive and when back in civilisation relying on bus shelters for 

short sleeps ensuring I got back to Anglesea safely. I finished at 1:47 am Friday morning 9 

hours before closing. My plan was a good strategy for me. 

I have already accepted the Face Book event for the next edition in 2016. 

Brian has ridden 3 seasons with Audax, including completions of Perth Albany Perth, Paris Brest 
Paris, Far North Queensland Grand Tourismo and Great Southern Randonee 

 

 

 


