
 
 
 
 
 

Happy New Year !!! 
 
Okay, so we’ re already three months into the New Year.   The years just seem to fly by nowadays.  Seems 
even more so when you’ re on the other side of 40, and with a couple of little rug rats to keep you busy. 
 

No doubt, it will be another great year for the FLT’s.   The club’s already had a couple of good rides, with 
another successful Pollieville.   Don’ t forget the track day coming up at Broadford and there’s also the 
next overnighter on the 30th/31st May. 
 

I keep apologising for the size of the magazines but, by the time they’ re due out, there is a heap to go in 
and I don’ t want to leave it out as it wont be current by the next one.   There’s some great stuff in this one.   
Some messages and reports from the committee and excellent ride reports.   Check out the contribution by 
Scotty; it must’ve taken him ages.   There’s also a special report on VB (thanks Shirl).   Most would know 
she had a mishap returning from Tathra.   We’re all thinking of you VB and hope you’ re back on your 
feet real soon. 
 

Also, we have some excerpts from the very first edition of Full Bore (thanks to Billsy)   It’ s amazing how 
the club has evolved. 
 

Anyway, thanks to all those who contributed and hope for more by the time the next edition if due out.    
Nothing in the Trading Post this edition but keep it in mind for the next one.   Safe riding. 
 

Adrian Dalzotto 
Member # 451 
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Paraskevidekatriaphobia 
 
 

Has anyone got any idea what 
the hell this word means?    

 
 

That is, if in fact it is a word and 
not some dribble someone 

thought up to get the maximum 
points during a scrabble game!!! 

 
 

Have a think about it, then read 
all about it later in the mag. 
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Front L ine Tourers M/C INC 

“ The Australian Emergency Services Motorcycle Tour ing Club”  

 
On behalf of the Frontline Tourers committee I am again pleased to present the March edition of Fullbore. 
 
So far I have enjoyed my time as president. It has been a learning curve to say the least. The workload hasn’ t 
been too bad. Changes and the redefining of roles of the various committee positions have ensured that the 
workload is spread more evenly amongst the committee members. I am fortunate to have the support of a very 
dedicated and hardworking committee. I’m sure that you will all appreciate that being on the committee, while 
mostly being rewarding, can also be at times a thankless task. 
 
I have said in previous messages that I believed that in order to keep the club current we should try some new 
things. The up and coming track day is one example of this. Vice President Steve Bills has outlined the details in 
his report, so I won’ t go over the same ground, but I would like to thank Steve for all of the effort and work in 
getting this day up and running. It was not an easy task, especially for someone with as many other 
commitments as Steve. 
 
Another new initative that the committee feels might be worthwhile is to hold a regular social drink. This will be 
held every month or two at a location reasonably central to most of the members. At this stage we will trial it 
over the course of the year to see if it is popular. It is up to you, the members, to come along and support this 
event if you think it is worthwhile. Stay tuned for more details. 
 
Another change that you may notice is an increase in the annual subscription fees. They will increase on renewal 
by the enormous amount of $5-00. As a trade off, Starting from the next financial year the current practice of 
collecting $2-00 per ride will cease. Non members will still have to pay $5-00 per ride. There will also be a 
surcharge on “event”  rides such as overnighters etc for non- members. This means that the more rides you attend 
the better value you will get from your membership. This move is cost neutral to the club and will hopefully 
encourage more people to join.  
 
I hope you all enjoy this edition of  Fullbore, thanks once again must go to Zotts for his work in putting this 
together. Remember if anyone has any ideas or comments for the committee or Fullbore please don’ t hesitate to 
make contact.  
 
After all it is your club; we need to hear what you all want. 
 
Cheers 
 

� �� � � �� � �� � 
President 
  



 
 

Ride repor t: Ride 144 - December, 2005.   
Er ic Belot’s ‘Three valleys backwards’  r ide. 

 

(To be read in a Pam Ayres accent….) 

The clouds were enormous and dark, 
Their colour could only but mark, 

That rain was arrivin’  
In sheets that were blindin’  

The weather gods set for a lark. 
 

Then it hit with a vengeance for sure, 
With the rain and some wind and much 

more. 
The wets were holding 
For long we’ re hoping 

But the rain did continue to pour. 
 

It didn’ t so much rain as to teem, 
There wasn’ t much road to be seen, 

To say it was wet 
Is to say, better yet 

We parted the bloody Red Sea! 
 

If Moses was a rider he’d know, 
How to handle this flooded wet road, 

He’d part it for sure, 
That’s divine law 

And the dry line for sure he would show. 
 

But Eric is merely a man, 
With no divine powers or plans, 

So he did what he could 
And rode as he should 

And took us all safely in hand. 
 

He guided us through that great country 
Which if dry would have been lovely 

But wet as it was 
It was a bit of a loss 

As the rain just kept on dumping. 
 

There were many a sad rider found out, 
That their wets had just given it out, 

Rather let it all in, 
To make puddles it seemed 

In the spots where you most wanted naught. 
 

At Yea was the time to regroup, 
Having done the first half of the loop, 

There was more yet to come 
But that thought for some 

Was too much and they decided to scoot. 
 
 
 

 
 
 

For home they left us all there, 
To the comfort of dry underwear, 

For the rain was too much 
So too a soaking wet crutch 

As for our derision they just didn’ t care. 
 

Those that were left we stayed on, 
For morning tea – coffee and scone, 

We ate with wet fingers 
To dally and linger 

Though not staying dry very long. 
 

The rain just kept raining on hard, 
With no sign of relief on the cards, 

With no choice but to get 
We went searching yet 

For dry weather or just dry tar. 
 

So for the day you can see how it went, 
With no dry for the entire event, 

But the damns did good 
From what I understood 

So I guess I’ ll just have to relent. 
 

It was enjoyable don’ t get me wrong, 
Though the rain drove hard and drove 

long, 
But next time for those 

Leave your pillions at home 
For Murphy must have been riding 

along! 
With nary a glance out to the west, 

For if we’d have looked 
You’d have seen what had cooked 
And it was more chaos than mess. 

 
 

Scott McLean 

I looked forward to Eric’s excursion, 
Having missed the last one for workin’ , 

So I got the day free 
To go ride FLT 

And it’ s off at a trot we went lurkin. 
 

From Baysy we went to the north, 
Where the leader had mapped out his 

course, 
For the roads are not straight 

When Eric’s route takes 
Us through country he’s ridden before. 

 
For Eric’s rides are rides of renown, 

Where there’s rarely cause for a frown, 
‘Cept the size of your tank 
Or the seat’s just a plank 

Or the performance is letting you down. 
 

You need your bike to respond, 
To throttle and brakes and so on, 

‘Cause when Eric’s the lead 
And he’s feeling the need 

Of him you can bet you’ ll see none. 
 

To find roads that are straight you’ ll be 
pressed, 

With the ups and the downs and the 
crests, 

This ride was renowned 
The other way round 

So I’m prepared to be very impressed. 
 

The weather looked a bit tricky but, 
With clouds and nasty other whatnot, 

The forecast was dim 
But an optimist wi’ in 

Said ‘she’ ll be right, rain it’ ll not’ . 
 

It wasn’ t too long after start though, 
Before we all stopped in a short row, 

To put on our wets 
In what we expect 

At worst would be a little rain to follow. 
 

On we went north and wishing the best, 
With nary a glance out to the west, 

For if we’d have looked 
You’d have seen what had cooked 
And it was more chaos than mess. 
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Hello all.  Welcome to my quarterly spin on how the club rides are progressing from the 
perspective of the Ride Captain. 
 

Once again the rides have started off really well this year.  The first ride in January, actually 
making it to Buller after several failed attempts.  No incidents.   
 

This was followed up by the very successful trip to Tathra to meet with the NSW and ACT 
chapters of the club.  Unfortunately the ride is a little boring for part of the way, but the road 
across for Bombala was in fantastic condition and lots of sides of tyres were scrubbed in on the 
way to Tathra.  Of course those late in the ride had to contend with the odd Gearsac lying on the 
roadway, but you get that…. 
 

Quite a few didn’ t come back with the group, which from my perspective is disappointing.  
However those that came back got a great ride across the Imlay Road, even sharing it with two 
log trucks it was great fun.  The ride down to the Princess Highway was great and we ended the 
ride at Bairnsdale.  A really windy ride home from Bairnsdale to Sale, but apart from that it was 
a boring ride, but the quickest way home.  The ride went really well with no incidents. 
 

Yes, it is true, I rode a chook chaser during the Tathra ride.  Not as limiting as I thought it would 
be and for such a high bike it gets around corners pretty quickly too.   A fraction more power 
would have been good to stop sports bikes getting in the way on straights rather than having to 
outbrake them to pass.   Maybe one day?   BUT DON’T HOLD YOUR BREATH. 
 

The last ride went out west, and turned out not too bad given the limited choices of good riding 
roads.  Our next ride is a bit novel, Carolyn Corrigan is organising it.  Doesn’ t sound different, 
except that Carolyn is the pillion.  Yep, the ride leader can turn around and watch what you’ re 
doing, so be careful. 
 

Some of you may already know but Veronica Bryant (VB) had a get off in Kilsyth on her way 
home from Omeo.  She almost made it home.  As a result of hitting the side of a car, she had to 
spend some time in Maroondah Hospital for treatment and surgery to both ankles.  She has been 
discharged now, but wont be throwing her leg over a bike for some time.  So hopefully the 
recovery goes well and she can come back to ride with all the other broken bone gimps. 
 

From an administration point, we have chosen the start locations in advance for the rides.  
Although it didn’ t actually make it onto the Ride Calendar (mainly due to my lack of computer 
skills).  So if you have any thoughts about that let us know. 
 

Finally, of course, I cant go without saying that in the last four weeks the old Blackbird has been 
to Tamworth and Tathra, once again giving me no grief.  Yep another 5000, no time to dump the 
oil again… 
 
See you on a ride soon 
 
	 
 � �� 
 � � �
Ride Captain



Ride # 145 Repor t - Fr iday, 13th January 2006 
 

The ride flyer said it all – as usual; Day ride #145 – Friday 13th January, 2006  - Friday the 13th!!, let’s hope nothing 
goes terribly wrong! 
 
Check the departure time – 0930, Ride captain – Commandant Bills – Good, maybe some dirt but under “ road 
conditions”  he clearly states sealed bitumen, Oh well. Now where are we leaving from?  Check the Flyer again, right 
McD’s Canterbury Road Bayswater, 64 G1, no problem. 
 
I arrive 15 minutes before the 0930 start time, others are filling their petrol tanks, it’s a little overcast but looks like it 
will turn into a good day.  We trundle over to Maccas and order coffee.   As usual the friendly chatter before the ride is 
all good, with some friendly banter between the enlightened ones (GS riders) and the rest.  Smurf rocks up on his mini 
fire engine production racer, At 0930, the Pres is there but where’s the Ride Captain?    
 
The Pres, Steve Mole is on the phone then comes over to the rest of us chuckling like a naughty schoolboy – He has 
just heard from Billsy, he’s at HIS start location down at Narre Warren 
and he sounds pissed off.  He had planned the ride and had it in his head 
where we were starting from, problem is that’s not what everyone else 
was told – How were the rest of us supposed to know – read Billsy’s 
mind!!!!  The commandant had given strict instructions, everyone is to be 
ready on their bikes when he gets to us – Yeah right. 
 
I could just see him inside that red helmet, all puffed up and red with rage 
– going like a cut cat to meet up with the rest of us.   Never mind, another 
cup of coffee.   Here he comes!   Ringing the neck of the all suffering GS 
and into the car park to howls of laughter – I had to take a photo of 
everyone raring to go! 
 
Finally, 15 bikes head out into the hills for a nice jaunt through the Dandenongs, albeit about 15 minutes late.   Coming 
out the back of the ‘Nongs we roll into Gembrook and turn left onto a road that I know used to turn into a great dirt 
road.  I smile to myself – great, now a bit of fun.   I remember coming through here with Phil Marshall and a couple of 
mates and one of us (no names Phil), got a little bit exuberant and ended up ploughing up someone’s driveway, locked 
up, sideways and in a cloud of dust – didn’ t fall off though –good one Phil).  I digress. 
 
This time I find the road is all fresh bitumen – bugger, another little piece of paradise lost to the Tar Trackers.  Still, a 
nice piece of twisty road through to Hoddles Creek, then onto Launching Place and Healesville.   We re-group and 
trickle through Healesville on the well worn route known as the Black Spur.   Great road conditions and very little 
traffic all add up to a fantastic run up the Spur and onto that old favourite, the Marysville Bakery for a late morning tea.    
 
I get ribbed for buying a salad roll but as always – tell someone who cares.   The weather has broken up, it’ s a beautiful 
blue sky and I’m out riding with mates.  Life does not get better.  Everyone is having a good time doing their own 
thing. 
 
We saddle up and head out to Buxton then cruise up Maroondah highway in formation to the Acheron turn off.  Bugger 
Billsy, he’s showing all these Tar trackers some great ‘quiet’  little secondary roads – You never know they might see 
the light and want to join the GS clan to get a bike more suited to these conditions. 
 
Coming into Alexandra, it’ s again back into formation for the continuation of the Maroondah Highway and on into 
Mansfield.   As we cross Lake Eildon at Bonnie Doon, I see the water is returning slowly and there are even water 
skiers to be seen in the distance. 
 

Everyone re-fuels at Mansfield and time is marching on, it’ s nearing 1230 and lunch goes off at 1300 at the Alberg on 
top of Mount Buller – “ let’s get going”  yells the Commandant.   Everyone has a great ride up the mountain, finding 
their own pace and sticking largely in groups. Smurf and the throttle jocks try their best to imitate their hill climb 
heroes, with some trying to test the limits. Maybe their bikes will end up imitating hang gliders. 
 



Redwing Honda started business in 1999 and has quickly evolved into one of the leading Honda Motorcycle 
dealers in Australia. We are the only HRC dealer in Australia and are a one stop shop for motorcycling. 

78 Bell Street, Heidelberg Heights, 3081 
Tel: (03) 9459 5553    Fax: (03) 94571142 

Up to 10%  
discount on all accessor ies, 

spares, services, tyres 
for 

Front Line Tourers 

Billsy, Neale Robbo, Scott McLean and I (all GS mounted) have a ball and meet up with Smurf and other throttle jocks 
at the top.   As we head towards the Alberg, we find a road gang cutting up the road and there is a compulsory detour 
into the scrub – YEE HAA, some dirt and scrambling to be done.  I can hear Smurf abusing Billsy over my music as he 

bounces the little red fire engine “000”  Honda over some rocks.   The abuse 
continues in the car park and into the Alberg!   I didn’ t witness it, but I believe 
there was a Kawasaki GTR dropped in a low speed spill in the gravel – no real 
damage done. 
 

I have to get back and Jeff 
KHAN is on MFB night shift, 
so he and I say goodbye to our 
brothers and head off down the 
mountain. 
 

The road gang are still there 
and Jeff is rightly a bit worried 
about his new Blackbird 
picking up some ‘character’  

tatts if dropped in the dirt.   The guys are very friendly, and put a hay 
bale in the trench they have dug and then fill in the gaps with some 
timber.   They help Jeff man-handle the ‘bird over the hole and off we 
go. 
 

Jeff and I have a great run down the Mount, re-fuel at Mansfield and roll down the Maroondah to Yea, skipping 
through the tin tops with ease.   Then it’s Break O’Day, Flowerdale and we part company at King Lake West.  Jeff to 
work, me to home via Kinglake, St Andrews to nurse a bad dose of the ‘ flu I seem to have picked up. 
 

Thanks Billsy for another great ride – we finally made it to Buller and back with no real problems.   If you haven’ t 
been on a Friday ride for a while, remember nothing beats a good ride – particularly when everyone else is working – 
it’ s the best stress reliever going around. 
 
Rixy 
 

Ed. Note: Who, on this ride, got a ‘chill’  when they realised it was Friday the 13th!!!    
Did any of you, reading this, cringe as you read the opening line of Rixy’s story.   
It obviously crossed Rixy’s mind, as he saw the need to make a point of the date. 

 
It may be that you all suffer from Paraskevidekatriaphobia  

“ a morbid, irrational fear of Friday the 13th”  
 
 



Vice President’s Ramblings… 
 
 Welcome to the first edition of Full Bore for the new year.  This year we decided to try to 
publish Full Bore at three agreed dates during the year.   This way everyone will know when 
items are required to be in by and when it will come out.  Zotts is going to produce Full Bore on 
the 31st March, 31st July, and 30th November with articles required at least a fortnight before the 
due date.   So if you have anything you would like to put in Full Bore, whatever it may be, don’ t 
hesitate to get in touch with Zotts (macy@bigpond.net.au)  
 
 You will also start to see some other changes this year.  The most noticeable one being 
that we have decided to only have three start locations for all the rides;  KFC at Narre Warren, 
Bayswater Maccas and the Mobil Servo on the Western Ring Road. The committee felt that this 
way there will be no confusion for members and all the start locations have the required 
attributes of fuel and food!  We also intend on the second half of the calendar to include which of 
the start locations will be used so that even if you don’ t for some reason get the flyer, you will 
always know the start location.   
 
 It’s been a great start to the year with the rides including the sensational trip to Tathra to 
meet up with the NSW and ACT chapters.  What a great weekend and I was lucky enough to 
spend another night out on the way home finding some new roads through the Alpine National 
park (see the article in this edition).  It was a great time and for those of you that missed it, one 
that you should try to get to next year. 
 
 In April, we will have our first Track day for over ten years when we head up to 
Broadford for the day.  Full details will be coming out soon, but at $70 per member including 
lunch it should be a sensational day.  The track has been recently re surfaced and is apparently in 
sensational condition.  There will be no racing so everyone should feel confident in taking their 
bikes on the track no matter what they ride.  Race tracks are great places to learn more about 
your bike and how it handles without having to worry about traffic coming at you, pot holes or 
dirt etc on the road.  I hope it will be an enjoyable day for everyone and look forward to see you 
there. 
 
Until the next ride, 
 
 

 ���� � �� 
 � � ��
Vice President 
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You didn’ t have to be crazy but it helped…it was one of those blisteringly 
hot summer days yet about 400 riders took to the highways and byways in 
support of the Blue Ribbon Foundation for this year’s Ride to Remember. 
 
Among them were a hardy group of Frontline Tourers keen to show their 
support of police who have been killed on duty.  
 
The ride was led by Colleen Sheridan whose partner Senior Constable 
Rennie Page was killed on the Hume Highway last year. Rennie was a 
member of the Frontline Tourers and Colleen shares his passion for 
motorcycles. 
  
Like all big rides the going was slow, despite the brilliant co-ordination of the 
TMU. We left the Monash University car park and made our way through the 
Yarra Valley to the Upper Yarra Dam just beyond Warburton.   
 
It was 36 degrees before we began the ride and the temperature soared. Locals braved the heat and came out to watch 
the bike caravan pass through their small communities. And there was plenty to see with everything from scooters to 
high powered sports bikes and vintage sidecars to the latest models.  
 
“Despite the oppressive conditions this year’s Ride was bigger than the first even last year,”  said the Blue Ribbon 
Foundation’s Neil Soullier. “That so many people took to the road was a tremendous display of support and caring on 
behalf of the motorcycle community.”  

 
The Upper Yarra Reservoir Park provided a cool haven after 
the long hot ride. The Reefton CFA volunteers were kept 
busy dispensing icy cold drinks. The money they raised will 
be used to purchase equipment for their local fire fighting 
services.  
 
Those who waited in the heat said the lunch that was 
provided as part of your $15.00 entry fee was delicious 
lunch. 
 
But for many it was just too hot so it was back to Rixy and 
Shirl’s for a swim and lunch. After a good ride it was very 
refreshing to spend the afternoon floating in the pool and 
catching up with good friends.   

 
 
The Ride to Remember will be on again next year. Let’s make it an even bigger event for the Frontline Tourers.  
 

Shirley Hardy-Rix 

This is gonna be a hot one, Dave. 

Some of the FLT’ers who braved the heat 
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 (Feb, 06) 
by: Phil Gr iffith 

About 30 bikes (the oldest being a 750 Norton Commando) met at 
Pakenham  for the trip to Tahtra  to meet with the Canberra and 
N.S.W. chapters at the 10th Pollieville annual meeting. The Flyer 
had said fishing, swimming, canoeing and near the beach.  It 
sounded very impressive and I  even took my sons telescopic 
fishing rod (more about that later, read on).  The trip, as most 
know, starts of along the highway and it was not until Bruthen 
that we headed of into some more pleasing views. Lunch was had 
at Orbost, although there was some confusion with corner 
marking apparently.   After we left Cann River the roads 
improved somewhat, although up the front they had an altercation 
of the brown kind with a logging truck who had forgotten where 
the indicators were. 

We headed for Bombala and then to Wyndham. It was around 
this area that the road surfaces varied somewhat. I remember 
coming round a corner after trying to catch another bike only to 
find an unpleasant combination of bridge, sudden change of road 
surface (gravel), almost no warning, and a sliding back wheel 
(thank god it wasn’ t the front). Fortunately however we all stayed 
upright. So far so good. The next leg took us to the nice little 
town of Candelo where we took a minute to regroup. It was at 
this town that I noticed something distinctly different about the 
Honda. Something was missing. The back sack and frame 
complete with Fishing Rod.  BUGGER. I parted company with 
the rest of the group and travelled the road from Candelo back to 
Wyndham with one eye on the road and the other on the side of 
the road. Fortunately some of the group had stopped where a 

rather shocked couple had begun to look for the rest of the motorcycle and rider among the debris.  Fortunately I had 
left my diamond studded Karaoke Jacket at home. Alas, with a rapid combined speed and only one eye I missed  the 
intent of the group to warn me they had retrieved my battered fishing rod and other belongings. Much gratitude and 
respect to the Porters. 

We finally arrived at the Kianinny resort and settled down.  Some 
with a little more mileage on the clock than others. It was good to 
catch up with some faces that I hadn©t seen for a while, and to 
meet new ones. Among the newer faces was a firie who displayed 
some interesting body art to the joy of most, although a couple 
may have shied away at the display. Also on the artistic front was 
Saturday nights Karaoke lead by the entertainment committee 
from Canberra.  10 years now, a mile stone for the Canberra 
chapter. After collecting my belongings from the generous 
members of the retrieval party. I was cautious of the local 
possums although when others were bitten while feeding them. I 
believe this was justified.  Apparently a couple of those animals 
were starting there own group A. A.. 

 

 



Sunday’s activities existed of rides for those sufficiently rested and 
walks for those that wanted to relax. I found there is a $16 charge for 
the National Park at Thredbo. A combination group apparently decided 
to tackle the Imlay road in Star Trek Style at warp speed and presented 
the film on Sunday night. Andy Bills ended up in the pool some how 
(with his clothes on) I believed he made a silly statement. Although the 
threat was there, we quite didn’ t get around to fishing or canoeing (the 
rod was U.S.). It was however a pleasant place with good surroundings 
and the food wasn’ t bad either. Rixy did his ankle, a reoccurrence 
apparently but I didn’ t find out if it was chasing Shirl or not.  

Monday and we 
split into different 
groups. Some had 
to work Tuesday 
while others more 
fortunate had still 

more leisure time. Poor Rod not only had to ride behind me for 
part of the trip but had to depart on Sunday.  Thanks To Kirsten for 
helping me with my starting problems and I always mad her in the 
mirror. I hope all got home O.K. That wind was like a typhoon 
near Sale and the bike was at 45 Degrees to the wind. I had a hard 
time explaining that T shirt to the missus. Honestly love, I did 
nickname my back sack Bitch! 
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Roads less traveled (par ticular ly by motorcycles!!!) 

 
“ An alternative way back from Tathra “  

 
 Once again the annual get to together with the Canberra and NSW chapters was a sensational 
weekend held at Tathra on the southern NSW coast.  Whilst the weekend was fantastic, myself, Brian and 
Shirley RIX and Neale ROBINSON (Robbo) decided to try a different way home. Yes, it did involve a bit of 
dirt (about 150km of it) 
 
 Whilst the main group headed down the coast to Eden and up the Imlay road we went to Pambula and 
travelled the Cathcart rd to Bombala.  As when we did it on the way to Tathra, it was a fantastic trip.  Not so 
god for the 4WD who had obviously gone a little quick around a corner and rolled!  Fortunately, no apparent 
injuries other than pride. 
 
 At Bombala we re fueled and had a hearty morning tea as there would be no facilities until we 
reached Benambra, about 230km of mostly dirt track away.  From Bombala we headed west past the Monaro 
turn off where we had come up from on the Saturday and out to Delegate where the dirt started just after the 
town.  Mind you you would be hard pressed top realise you were traveling on a dirt road as it was like being 
on a highway and certainly didn’ t require us o slow down.  Crossing the border at Delegate river and we were 
back on the bitumen.  And what a fantastic bit of road – beautiful little curves very similar to the Cathcart 
road that leads from Bombala to the coast.  The locals indicated that this road is now sealed the whole way to 
Orbost which may give us another option next time we come up to meet Canberra? 
 

 About 30 km further on we saw the sign post to Mackillops 
Bridge which is the only crossing over the mighty Snowy River other 
than at the Dam wall in Jindabyne and the Princes Hwy at Orbost.  
Immediately we were on a dirt road but weren’ t too worried as the 
first sign we saw was “Caution – school bus route” .  If the school bus 
can get down it then it can’ t be too bad!  Sure enough the track was in 
pretty good condition through to the little township of Tubutt which 
consisted of a school and a petrol station!  From there the track 
became a bit tighter, thinner and a little rougher but some spectacular 
views 

 
We finally met the grader that was pushing a nice little ridge of dirt and rocks into the middle of the road 
about 10 km further.  Once past him it was that bit easier to decide 
where to travel on the track! 
 
The track continued to follow the valley of the Deddick River with 
some great views down to the river.  Finally we reach our goal which 
was the Mackillops Bridge over the Snowy River. 
 
This bridge is quite awesome for its size. It is about 30 – 40 metres 
above the river and the yet in 1974 was almost washed away by 
flooding!  It was fascinating to read about it being built in the 1930’s 
and to imagine the difficulties there must have been to construct it.   
 
Despite its size, the decking is very similar to other wooden bridges which was a little disconcerting being so 
high up! 



After some sightseeing we crossed over and set to work on the track 
that climbs out of the valley on the other side.  This became one of the 
steepest bits of road I think I have traveled on and in parts is very 
rough.  It has been carved out of the side of the mountain and climbs 
very steeply out of the valley w2hich made it interesting when we met 
a couple of cars coming down! None the less we made it up and wer4e 
rewarded with spectacular views across the Snowy valley. 
 
Once at the top we turned right onto 
Barrys Way and after passing 
through Wulgermerang we turned 

left onto the Benambra Rd.  There had obviously been some heavy rain in 
this area since November, when I had last traveled this track as the wash 
outs, particularly on the first bit of the track, were quite severe.  However 
with a bit of careful riding we didn’ t have any problems and continued on 
our way.  A quick break at Native Dog Flat and a chat to some campers 
and we continued onto Benambra where we had “ lunch”  at about 3pm.  
From there we quickly covered the 25 odd km into Omeo where we booked into the Hilltop hotel for the 
night.  This is great pub to stay at if you want old fashioned pub accommodation.  $30 for the night which 
included a huge cooked breakfast and clean, comfortable accommodation.  We met VB and Richard at the 
pub as they had come up from Orbost on the sealed sections. 
 
 The following day it was over Mt.Hotham and through to Mansfield for lunch before heading home 
down the highway. 
 
 We had a fantastic trip through some of Victoria’s most beautiful and remote country which topped 
off what had already been a sensational weekend. 
 
 
Billsy(B1) 
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Veronica Bryant or VB as she’s known to her friends is putting her feet up after a low 
speed smash on the way home from Tathra in February. VB is confined to a wheel chair 
for a few more weeks after being ‘T-boned’ on Canterbury Road at Kilsyth. The accident 
resulted in a fractured left ankle and a badly dislocated right ankle, which was described 
by the medicos as ‘stuffed’.  
 
Despite her injuries, VB had the presence of mind to use her mobile to ring her partner, 
Richard, and let him know she was lying on the roadway and not following him down the 
roadway. She also rang Brian Rix to see if he would mind bringing the bike trailer to pick 
up the bike!  
 
After more than two weeks in hospital and two visits to 
surgery VB is now at home with a badly scared and 
pinned left ankle and a very fetching mechano set 
protruding from her right ankle to hold it in place. It’s 
not the prettiest thing you’ve ever seen and she 
wouldn’t allow Full Bore to photograph the new look 
VB. Instead she supplied this ‘self-portrait’ taken on 
her mobile phone while she was still in hospital. 
 
We can’t wait to see VB back on her feet again. And, 
yes, she is keen to get back on two-wheels. She and Richard hope to tour the land of 
the long white cloud next year.  
 
If you want to pass on your best wishes to VB or make very bad taste jokes about 
‘kicking goals’, ‘standing on your own two feet’ or ‘putting your foot down’ you can email 
her on vb.1969@yahoo.com  
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That sinking feeling! 
 
Do you ever get that?   You know, when something doesn’ t exactly go the way you wanted it to, or you get somewhere 
and you don’ t find what you’ re looking for or what you find is not quite what you expected.  The body slumps, your 
shoulders drop, the head tilts under the weight of the helmet.  Where is he going with this you may ask?  Let me share 
such an experience with you. 
 

I live in Doncaster and work in Fawkner, at the new Fawkner Police Complex.   Even though it adds a few k’s on to 
my trip, I now go to work through Greensborough and via the Western Ring Road.   About 29 k’s each way.   The new 
police station is very flash.   I have a nice little spot to park my bike under cover, right next to the back door of the 
station. 
 

It’ s a warm Friday and I’m just finishing work.   We had a nice snappy lunch, entertaining a copper who is over from 
the US.   Took him to one of our finest establishments, a local captain, for a feed and a couple of pots then back to the 
office.   Now, I’m one who is extremely careful when I’ ve got the bike.   I had 3 pots of heavy with lunch and that was 
it. 
 

Anyway, the end of the day is here and I wander down to the bike.   I put a couple of things in one of my panniers and 
just then realize I have left my house keys on my desk.   I race back and grab them, then on the bike and home through 
the peak hour traffic.   Zipping through the traffic on the ring road and then through Greensborough.   I know all the 
spots I can make headway on the traffic and sneak through in spots.   You can make Para Road fun with the small 
sweeping bends and then there’s a couple of big roundabouts that take the boredom out of a ride home in the traffic. 
 

I get home and, getting off the bike in the garage, all I can think about is that cold beer I rang and asked the missus to 
put in the freezer for me.   It should be chilled just enough by now.   My 3 year old, Kaidin, races down the driveway to 
greet me.   I step off the bike and turn around to unlock the pannier and get my things out…… Oh 
noooooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 
 
 
 
Now, I’m sure there was a pannier there when I left work!   My left pannier is not where it should be.   In fact, it’s 
gone.   I mustn’ t have locked it on properly back at the office when I raced back upstairs to get my keys.  Now, the big 
question:  Where the hell did it fall off? 
 

I’m getting some horrible images in my head of the pannier sitting nicely on the front passenger seat of a $100,000 
Merc, getting there via the windscreen.   I down that chilled beer (why not, things cant get any worse!) throw Kaidin in 
the car, and start to back track.   How the hell am I going to find this thing.   I figure if I see a car on the side of the 
road with a bid dent in the bonnet and some black case next to it, I’ ll just keep driving.   Hell, what can a new pannier 
cost compared to repair bills on that Merc!   Just remembered, I’ ve got stuff in there that will identify me.   (That 
sinking feeling again.) 
 
I try to explain to Kaidin where we are going and why, when the smart little bugger says, “Daddy, maybe you were 
going too fast and it fell off.”  
 

I’ ve only just left home and get about 1 k from home, on King Street, and I see a black box up ahead in the gravel on 
the side of the road.   It couldn’ t be could it???   It was.   I nearly made it all the way home before the bloody thing fell 
off.   Luckily, there was no traffic around me when it did come off.   There it lay, still in one piece, looking all sad and 
sorry.   A few scratches and a bit of bark off but otherwise okay.   They make this Beemer stuff tough! 
 
Now, I could’ve bragged that I got the scratches on the pannier tipping it in a bit far on the Black Spur.   Okay, it’ s me 
talking, you can all stop laughing.   Thought you might get a chuckle from the truth though. 
 
� � ��� �
Member #451 
(Editor – Full Bore) 



�
Way Out West? 

 
With the new decision in place for predetermined ride start locations in full swing, it was a bit unfortunate 
that I inherited the one leaving from the Western Ring Road.  But hey, why not make the most of it? 
 
So with a Melways directory opened on severely used pages (yes that’s right – we use our Melways to find 
our way to all the crooks houses), I carefully planned a route commencing in the Western Suburbs. 
 
A warm clear day with a bit of wind saw seven daring riders turn up at the start, including Dave Calkin and 
Wild Bill.  Some riders wearing Kevlar gear, others oblivious to the dangers of the west… 
 
Yes, you may ask how did Dave and Bill go.  Well 
there were moments of apprehension, so careful 
planing of the stops needed to be taken in to 
account.  I am pleased to report that both made it 
safely through the day with no low speed gets offs.  
We even got a rare photo opportunity of both Dave 
and Bill vertical!! 
 
We headed off the normal 20 minutes late, directly 
west to the closest range we could see, and after 20 
odd k’s we found a bend.  Fortunately the next 140 
km were up hill, down dale and round lots of 
bends.  Some of the roads a bit narrow and the 
occasional bump, but all sealed.  Hardly any traffic 
either, which was a real bonus. 
 
We rode the area near Anakie and Bacchus Marsh and our first stop was fuel after 170 km at Ballan with a 
quick bakery snack.  From there we headed up into the Blackwood Forest to Trentham and with a few small 
back roads dropped in just south of Kyneton, then over to the Macedon Ranges coming in from the north to 
the Mountain Hotel for lunch, or so we thought. Yes the reason the pub didn’ t answer there phone all wekk 
was they’ve shgut up shop.  Oh well a quick run into Macedon for a pretty good bar meal saw us all nice and 
full. 
 
After lunch we headed off east, contented knowing we were heading back to civilisation (once we got 
through Kinglake).  We got to Whittlesea about 4 pm and broke the ride up there.  I had a great run out of 
Whittlesea up the big sweepers until a rogue VTR-SP1 needed two lanes to get around the corners.  
Fortunately the left lane was there, so a quick lane change and all was clear in front again. 
 
I arrived home with a nice 380 km done for the day, so I suppose that means I’m up for an oil change 
again… 
 
Hopefully I’ ll see a few of you out on the Sunday ride on March 26th. 
 
Ian Marr 
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Sunday the 26th of March.  The Games are nearly over and we have our first Club Ride with a pillion as the leader.  
Unfortunately the pillion is also a mother and a sick child takes precedence over the retrobate motorcycle riders.  Well I 
never! 

Oh well.  Luckily Richard Corrigan can navigate himself, and we were confident, as he had pre ridden the route for the 
day.  Steve, Shona and Cloe Mole were going to meet us at the end with all the food and drinks for the BBQ.  So with a 
fine 30 degree day forecast, about 30 fine weather riders turned up for a 200 k ride on sealed roads ending up in the 
eastern suburbs.   Only true motorcycle enthusiasts? 

It was good to see Greg and Rita Gorski along after a few years not making a ride.  Of course we have to mention that 
Greg now has himself the BMW Blackbird which seems to be quite a nice machine.  Rita however has seen the light.  
No she didn’t buy a Honda, she just got off the back of Greg©s Bike and got her licence.  Far safer idea.  Who wants to 
ride with a parachute anyway…. 

We left, as usual "tastefully late", at 10.15.  We headed straight up into the Dandenongs from Olinda down to Monbulk, 
then through to Yelingbo and on to meet the Warburton Highway at Woori Yallock.  From there a nice easy ride into 
Yarra Junction for a bite to eat and fuel for those sports bikes. 

After morning tea we headed out on the road to Powelltown.  About a kilometre after the break, Andrew Tanner’s 
Fireblade decided to spit it; literally.  A lot of spluttering and coughing and the decision was made to put it on the bench 
and send it home on a trailer.  So Eric Belot ran Andrew home to get his trailer while Ian and Rhiannon Marr waited 
with Kerry and the sick Blade. 

About 40 minutes later we said goodbye to Andrew and his broken down machine.  Luckily it was a spark plug working 
loose and the bike is now ready for action for the relatively low cost of $65. 

As the ride continued without Ian and Eric they were left to their own devices (and vices).  They finished the ride on 
their own arriving a little after the rest at the end location.  Just before Noojee, the ride headed up to Neerim South and 
then across through Jindivick.  It did about 20 k©s down the highway to Pakenham then into the hills winding around to 
end up in Wantirna at Nortons Park.  Unfortunately Steve took the arrival time a bit more seriously then he should have 
and had the meat ready to go a bit before the arrival.  However it was warm when the group got there and the drinks 
were cold.   

The BBQ lasted about and hour and lots of catching up and gassbagging was done.  We finally packed up at about 
3.30 and headed home.  The ride had such a good rap that Ian Marr©s dog© Jake, who had arrived on a pushbike ride, 
decided that motorbikes were the way to go and left Norton Park at a (very) fast trot chasing the Blackbird along 
Nortons Road.  Only until he was spotted in the mirrors and returned to the pushbike group.  Obviously a dog with 
good taste. 

In keeping with tradition Ian Marr finished the ride with a nearly bald tyre and a puncture, but he did finish, and he did 
get home okay.  As expected. 

Once again the turnout for a Sunday ride was great and a very casual social day was had by all.  



  
 
 

 

FULL BORE 
OFFICIAL NEWSLETTER OF THE VICTORIAN EMERGENCY SERVICES MOTORCYCLE TOURING CLUB. 

Edition #1 - June, 1993 

WELCOME TO THE CLUB. 
 

Well what can I say, it appears that as many of you see the 
need for our own club as I did when I first looked into the matter. 

 

First thing I©d like to do is say a few thank you to some 
people, firstly to the other members of the Committee who have 
assisted me greatly in the formation of the Club, and secondly to 
the rest of the members that have given me much support, and 
nothing but great encouragement. Cheers to you all. 

 

Next I©d like to address the issue of membership, as 
discussed at our inaugural meeting membership fees are to be kept 
to a minimum, but without these fees we will not be able to 
continue to keep you all informed about up and coming club events. 
So please if you could bring your membership money to the next 
ride it would be greatly appreciated. 

 
What can I say about ©The Spurs© run, well for a start, to 

get 21 people to our first run was more than a bonus, but I couldn©t 
help but laugh looking in my rear view mirror along Ferntree Gully 
Road and seeing four lanes JIlled to capacity and not a hint of co-
ordination amongst the lot of us, it was quite a sight. 

 
Anyway all I wish to say is thank you to all concerned, 

and I hope the rest of the committee and myself will be able to keep 
the club running on the same level as the first run. 

 
And don©t forget, all members can attend committee 

meetings if they wish, we could do with the input. 
 

Regards.. 

WIlitey 
 

Next Ride Date Announced. 
 
 Hold onto your hats (Better make that helmets) 
folks.. 
 

The second ride of the V.E.S.M. T.C is to be held on the 2nd 
July, 1993, so get those requests for a day off in as soon as possible. 
At this stage we have both a dry and wet ride planned to cover 
ourselves. 

 
ROUTE #1- Dry - Yarra Glen, Yea, 
Seymore,Flowerdale,Kinglake, Toolangi ect  
ROUTE #2 - Wet - Phillip Island and back. 
 

Club Name Competition 
 

Suggestions of a Club Name that we can adopt will 
be taken until our August 14th Ride.  

After the ride we will decide on a Name to be 

adopted. 

The person who suggests the most popular and 

suitable name will win a ©Spud the Bull Terrier© 

statue. 

(Value approx $50.00) 
 

MEMBERSHIP FEE REOUEST... 
 
Could all members please get there $10 to 
us as soon as possible. This way we can 
get an accurate club listing and get the 
club off and running. 
 
All couple memberships of $15 need to 
paid at the same time. 
 

COMMITTEE 
Mick WHITE – President 

Peter WHITE - Vice President           
Ian Gray – Treasurer                                    
Shane ROBINSON 
Graham MUMMARY 

Steve BILLS 
Peter BAXTER 
Trevor STOW 


