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                                         Tasmanian Travels 

 

One of the delights of motorcycle travel is the variety of interesting people you meet, and the fact that 
bikers who travel have so many common interests irrespective of their backgrounds and nationalities. 

I met Kurt and Andrew on an Adriatic Moto Tours “Beautiful Balkans” tour last year, and it didn’t take 
long for us to strike up a friendship, and for them to convince me to help achieve their ambition to tour 
Tasmania. Kurt was from Florida, USA and Andrew from Toronto, Canada, and they had travelled 
together on several tours to various European countries. Not unexpectedly, there was no shortage of 
other Aussies on the Balkans tour to encourage and contribute to the planning. 

The original Tasmania concept inevitably blew out to include NSW Snowy Mountains, Victorian Alps, 
Grampians and Great Ocean Road as well as the usual Tasmanian highlights. Planning continued by 
email after the Balkans tour, and after convincing them we would need more than 2 weeks to fit it all in, 
the final itinerary was set, the accommodation and ferry tickets booked, and rental bikes for Kurt and 
Andrew were arranged Sydney to Sydney. Kurt chose a BMW R1200RT similar to one of his bikes back 
home, while Andrew chose a Harley Ultra Classic Something, again similar to his home bike.  

                        

Geoff, Andrew and Kurt at Garner’s Sydney agents, SMW Hornsby 

Both flew into Sydney early Saturday 22 March 2017 (ignore the year date on the photos), and we did 
the obligatory Big Bus tour and Harbour Bridge Pylon climb before catching up with Sydney couple and 
fellow Balkans tourists Archer and Philippa for a Manly Ferry trip and Sunday night dinner.   
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Bikes were collected Monday morning and we were off, led out through the traffic by Archer. A Sydney 
tour wouldn’t be complete without riding over the Harbour Bridge, then through the Royal National Park 
to Stanwell Tops for the view, over Sea Cliff Bridge for the exhilaration, and up Macquarie Pass to 
generate an appetite for their first Aussie meat pie lunch at Robbo Pie Shop.  

I’d taken the lead at the National park, and used the back roads past Fitzroy Falls and Bundanoon, 
emerging at the Hume Highway near Marulan before stopping at Goulburn for an afternoon coffee. 
Archer left us to return to Sydney, while we continued in the opposite direction down the Hume. The 
good weather didn’t quite last all day, with showers appearing as we made our way into Canberra for 
the first night. Next morning was overcast, but the rain didn’t arrive until a lunch stop at Thredbo. 
Showers came and went for the rest of the day, and unfortunately the fog, mist and wet roads didn’t do 
justice to the scenery and the pleasure of riding The Alpine Way. 

The showers finally cleared before reaching our overnight stop at Corryong.  This town is a favourite 
stop for bikers, and claims the “Man from Snowy River” as one of their own. Kurt and Andrew had both 
seen the movie, but didn’t realise it was loosely based on a real person (Jack Riley, not Kirk Douglas). 

It was still overcast when we set off next morning for the Victorian Alps. The ride was enjoyable until we 
stopped at Tallangatta and heavy rain started, so we again donned rain suits before continuing. Mist was 
more the norm for the ride over Falls Creek, although visibility was sufficient to see the road signs 
warning of kangaroos, wombats, and 60km of winding road. That’s a warning? 

 

                       

taking shelter at Tallangatta 
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an ominous sign at Falls Creek 

 

Omeo was the stop that night, and Andrew again demonstrated his movie knowledge after noticing 
posters for the movie “Red Hill” in a cafe. Turns out the movie was made in the town, and the cafe 
proprietor regaled us with an in-depth description of how the town was transformed into a movie set, 
prompting Andrew to visit the Police Station where a bloody shoot-out had been staged. 

A slight drizzle meant we set off next morning with rain suits on, meandering along the winding roads 
through farmland then climbing to Mount Hotham and more bends, more drizzle and lots of fog hiding 
the scenery. The weather started to clear as we lost altitude, but rain started again as we took a coffee 
break at Bright. This was the third time in three days that rain had started during a rest break. At least 
we had shelter each time, much better than crawling into suits on a wet and muddy roadside. 

We still had rain suits on as the weather cleared and the roads straightened out through pleasant 
farmland. I noticed a sign indicating a monument to firefighters 300m down the road, and knowing 
Andrew was a fireman back in Toronto, I put my indicator on and started to slow down. Kurt was behind 
me and did likewise, but Andrew had seen neither the sign for the monument nor Kurt slowing down, 
and couldn’t stop his Harley Ultra B-Double in time, clipping Kurt’s right pannier and bringing both 
down. Result was Kurt in Wangaratta Hospital with a broken collarbone and cracked ribs, Andrew with 
bruises to shoulder, hip and ego, and 2 bikes on tow trucks headed for a Wangaratta wrecking yard. 
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Discussing the colour co-ordination? 

 

 

not the sort of roadside assistance we wanted 

Kurt’s travel insurance rewarded him with an earlier than anticipated return home to US of A, while 
Andrew spent the afternoon in hospital hiding from the X-Ray machine while arranging for another bike 
to be picked up in Melbourne so he could battle on regardless.  
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Accomodation in Castlemaine that night was cancelled to stay in Wangaratta. We picked up a rental car 
for Andrew next morning, visited Kurt in hospital to apologize again and say farewell, and set off for 
Peterborough to get back on schedule. I had planned the trip to avoid major highways where practical, 
but abandoned the Grampians ride and embraced the Hume again to minimize riding in the dark, finally 
arriving at Peterborough around 7:30pm after easing past hordes of man-eating animal shadows.  

Next day was a Saturday so we set off in early light to arrive in Melbourne before Garner’s Hire Bikes 
closed at 1:00pm. This meant seeing only the shadows of Apostles as well as those of man-eating 
animals along that section of the Great Ocean Road, but we did make it to Garner’s with a few minutes 
to spare. Andrew got his replacement Harley Ultra Behemoth, then dropped off the rental car, and we 
found our way to the night’s accommodation in St Kilda. 

 

 

a quick photo stop along the Great Ocean Road 

 

Sunday was Formula 1 Grand Prix day in Melbourne. I didn’t realise this when planning the tour, but it 
explained the exorbitant room rates at the hotel. That and a large Greek festival also explained the 
crowded trams, but we found it was relatively quiet in the city while having a couple of beers at Young & 
Jackson Hotel and checking out the city from Eureka Skydeck. We planned to get to the ferry around 
5:00pm, so returned to St Kilda and spent the afternoon in several cafes being entertained by street 
buskers, and by fighter jets and the bulk of Australia’s Air Force in the skies overhead. 
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Chloe pouring beers in Young & Jackson Hotel 

 

The ferry crossing was uneventful, and we found an early opening café in Sheffield for breakfast while 
waiting for daylight to come out so we could take photos of the town’s famous murals. 

                        

a small selection of Sheffield murals each side of the café 
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We did the loop past Paradise and King Solomon’s Cave, intending to ride to Nowhere Else and the 
heavenly ride to Promised Land, but more heavy rain curtailed those plans so we continued on to Cradle 
Mountain, where fortunately we were able to get early access to our accommodation and dry out. 
Naturally the rain eased a little after we arrived there. This was the third time I’d been to Cradle 
Mountain, and I still haven’t seen it due to rain clouds. 

 

                       

                                                                      on the way to Paradise 

Normal routine had us ready to ride at 8:00am each morning, but this day we found the only café within 
100km (possibly an exaggeration) didn’t open until 9:00am. We watched the drizzle with another group 
of bikers, had the later than usual breakfast, and enjoyed a few minutes of warm dry gloves on the way 
to Stanley. The plan was to ride out to the Edge of the World before returning to Stanley for the night, 
but Andrew’s bumps and bruises weren’t healing as quickly as expected, and the constant drizzle wasn’t 
helping our progress. Again we were able to get an early check-in, and later the drizzle stopped 
sufficient to walk around this delightful town and take the cable car ride up “The Nut”.  

There didn’t appear to be a lot of tourists in town, with only a few at the Nut, so I was able to take a 
photo of the bikes parked alone in front of the classic Stanley Hotel. When we later went to the dining 
room for dinner we were asked whether we had a reservation! I thought they were joking, but sure 
enough we ended up with the last available table. Dinner was great, washed down with a couple of the 
local “7 Sheds” boutique beers, so they deserved the good patronage. 
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The view from “the Nut” 

 

                       

                                                                             Stanley Hotel 
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The drizzle continued and the wind had picked up for next day’s ride to Strahan. Despite some short 
sunny patches, it rained persistently for the last 30km. I was starting to get used to an early check-in, a 
hot shower and arranging the rain suit, gloves, helmet, boots, etc around the heater to dry out. We 
hitched a lift into town with an obliging gentleman in an adjacent cabin, had an expensive dinner while 
watching the rain tumble down, remembered the motel manager’s warning there was no taxi in town, 
and rode our luck to walk back without being drenched. I didn’t hear the heavy storm during the night. 

Rain suits were in order again the next morning, but this time the rain actually stopped during a coffee 
break in the West Coast Wilderness Railway station in Queenstown, reversing the pattern earlier on this 
trip when rest breaks seemed to bring on the rain. Another pleasant surprise was the arrival of the 
heritage train into the station while we were having our coffee and scones.  

                          

the road out of Queenstown 

The roads were still wet so the rain suits stayed on, but there was only an occasional light drizzle during 
the ride to Strathgordon. It wasn’t until after mid-day that some sections of road dried out, the mist off 
the road barely visible as the sun tried valiantly to have an impact between the trees and shadows.  We 
stayed in Pedder Wilderness Lodge, converted from the management quarters of the Gordon River 
Scheme, and somehow survived a teenager’s nightmare of a night with no mobile phone reception, no 
wi-fi and no TV. Fortunately there was a very competent restaurant and a well stocked bar. 

The Australian Motorcycle Atlas rates the 120km Gordon River Road as the best motorcycling road in 
Tasmania, and who am I to argue otherwise. Fortunately the next morning dawned clear, and we spent 
a few hours at the impressive Gordon Dam before the return run. From a distance we could see 
surveyors on the dam wall checking for movement, and although we couldn’t tell whether they were 
smiling or looking worried, they weren’t running away so we decided to join them for a close-up look. 
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Gordon Dam being inspected by surveyors 

We also called in at the much smaller Serpentine Dam, and to the Lake Pedder Lookout. Beauty may be 
in the eye of the beholder, but I found the dams had a certain elegance and presence in the rugged 
surroundings, the lakes made a pleasant contrast to the mountainous terrain, and there was still no 
shortage of trees to be hugged for those so inclined.  

 

Lake Pedder 
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It was late morning when we finally got underway, and we were able to enjoy a reasonably dry road for 
the first time in what seemed an eternity.  Andrew’s bumps and bruises still hindered his progress on 
the Harley Ultra MOAB, so I rode ahead at a comfortable pace, thoroughly enjoying the ride for the first 
time in several days. It was just good to feel a rhythm developing through the corners without being 
overly concerned where the next pool of water was going to materialize, and to feel a bit of warmth 
from the sun instead of the stifling warmth generated when cocooned in a rain suit. My heated grips 
had failed the previous day, but I didn’t miss them. 

I usually checked the next day’s route on my phone each evening. With no wi-fi in Strathgordon, I made 
the mistake of assuming Hobart wasn’t a particularly big city, and subsequently got lost while passing 
through on the way to Port Arthur. I did catch sight of our hotel for the following night, so it wasn’t a 
total waste of an hour. We arrived in Port Arthur after 4:00pm but had sufficient time to have a walk 
around the site and to make a booking at the Visitor’s Centre for a Ghost Tour that night.  

Having survived the previous night cut off from the outside world, a ghost or two wasn’t going to be a 
scary prospect. We also participated in a walking tour and harbour cruise the next morning, and after 
experiencing a Ghost Tour, a walking tour and a harbor cruise which all ran 10 to 15 minutes shorter 
than the advertised time, I came to the conclusion that the ghosts might have long gone but the convict 
influence is well and truly alive. 

 

                        

Port Arthur Penitentiary 
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It was after mid-day when we finally set off for Hobart. The weather had cooled and wind had picked up, 
all good preparation for the conditions on Mount Wellington. I have the impression Andrew is happiest 
in the cold of a Canadian winter, but even he didn’t take his gloves off at the summit. We also observed 
with bemusement the changes in expression as tourists, especially those in t-shirts, shorts and skirts, 
emerged from their cars into the chilling wind. I did take my gloves off to take some photos, and 
couldn’t get any feeling back into my fingers until half way down the mountain. I admit I did miss the 
heated grips. 

This was a Saturday and Salamanca Markets were the attraction, but by the time we checked in to the 
hotel then walked into town the markets were closing down. Fortunately the Salamanca restaurants 
were open and again we sampled several rather expensive boutique beers while chatting to some locals, 
followed by a tasty and very reasonable dinner of mini hamburgers. Naturally the money saved on 
dinner went towards additional expensive boutique beers. The convict influence had obviously interbred 
with good business sense and spread to Hobart. 

 

                          

Andrew and his gloves 

Richmond was on the route next day, with the obligatory stop to see the oldest bridge in Australia, 
dating back to 1825. Next stop was Bicheno for lunch and a chat with two other bikers, before checking 
out the local blowhole. The sea swell was fairly tame that day, but I don’t think Kiama has anything to 
worry about. After that we headed to St Marys to see another classic Aussie pub. Of course the need to 
deviate up Elephant Pass then down St Marys Pass had some influence on the decision to visit the pub. 
Our stop that night was St Helens.  
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the classic St Marys pub 

First photo stop next day was the iconic “Pub in the Paddock” at Pyengana, followed by a “cow pattie” 
for breakfast at the nearby Holy Cow Café. It was too early for the pub to open, so I didn’t get to shout a 
beer to their resident pig. Back on the road, and the Northern Tasman Highway from St Helens to 
Launceston is rated second to the Gordon River Road in the Motorcycle Atlas. Weldborough Pass 
reminded me of Macquarie Pass with a bumpier surface, while the section before Derby was similar to 
the tree lined sections of Royal National Park without the traffic. A very pleasant ride, with a few waits 
along the way to make sure Andrew and the Harley Ultra Cruise Liner hadn’t taken out a forest or two. 

                                 

Pub in the Paddock at Pyengana 
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a simple road plan 

There were so many road signs warning of winding roads, one could be forgiven for thinking the 
roadbuilders had ordered too many, and rather than waste them they built the roads to suit. 

We passed through Launceston but didn’t stop, instead continuing to Exeter for a late lunch on the way 
to Beaconsfield, site of the 2006 mining disaster. Although the mine is now closed, the town has an 
interesting museum detailing the region’s mining, forestry and agricultural history, and we spent some 
time there, conscious the ferry would be waiting for us in Devonport.  

                                 

Beaconsfield Mine & Heritage Centre 



15 
 

 

We also called past the iconic Batman Bridge, and still made it to Devonport in plenty of time. As it 
turned out, the ferry did leave earlier than advertised, the barman explaining to me that if all cargo and 
all passengers were aboard, the Captain would leave early to conserve fuel. Can’t remember why I was 
talking to the barman, but it possibly explains why the ship’s restaurant had closed by the time we went 
looking for something to eat. Fortunately the souvenir shop had cold snacks. 

Disembarking at Melbourne was straightforward. I followed Port Phillip Bay shoreline for a while 
expecting to find a café for breakfast, without success. I thought this part of Melbourne was affluent and 
would be full of Mercedes, Audis and cafes, but at this time of morning the roads appeared dominated 
by numerous large groups of people riding pushbikes while dressed in matching tight fitting pyjamas. 
Fortunately we were generally heading in the opposite direction and didn’t have too much exposure to 
these pitiful displays of contempt for the internal combustion engine. Andrew on the Harley Ultra 
Ostentatious must have been absolutely disgusted. 

Heading east from the shoreline, I somehow got lost in a maze of light industrial estates. I thought I was 
back on track after finding the South Gippsland Hwy, but didn’t realise my old Sprint ST was sneakily 
heading towards Phillip Island. A short stop at San Remo and a check on Google set things right, with 
some good roads between Leongatha and Sale, followed by generally straight, dull and bumpy roads to 
Lakes Entrance. Dinner that night was washed down with Bull Ant boutique beers.  

 

                          

perhaps we should add Kurt to the endangered species list 
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After a good breakfast at the Funkey Monkey cafe, we set off towards Cann River. More bumpy roads 
mixed in with good sections through forests, opening up to livestock and farmland. At Cann River we 
had a chat with a biker from the UK, who worked in USA, was married to an Italian, was approaching 
retirement, and was in Australia for a school reunion because his old English classmates were spread far 
and wide and were geographically closest to Australia. And I only asked him how he was going!  

After lunch in Bombala, we rode down the fabulous Brown Mountain to Bemboka, and travelled through 
fertile cattle country and great roads to Merimbula for the night and more expensive boutique beers 
from Long Stocking Brewery. Breakfast in the local bakery next morning took longer than normal while 
talking to the biker baker, who insisted we stop at Braidwood Bakery for lunch. We followed the coastal 
road through Tathra to Bermagui, continued on to Batemans Bay, then turned left onto the Kings 
Highway towards Braidwood and the much-hyped meat pies for lunch. This is another great stretch of 
road, but has had a number of serious accidents and there is a lot of roadworks in progress. 

 

                               

getting inspiration for a Harley brake upgrade 

After a late lunch we took the sealed road to Tarago and a photo stop at the Loaded Dog Hotel, 
continued on to Nerriga (where we were admonished by the publican when we asked for a coffee, 
telling us it was a pub, not a café), and finally arrived in Nowra at 5:45pm after a long day. I’ve been on 
the Nerriga road several times but was disappointed that some resealing work made the surface worse 
than I remembered it, the uneven edge of the resealing work finished about 1 metre to the left of the 
centre line, and in the afternoon shadows I hit two potholes in quick succession despite not hitting any 
potholes previously on this trip.   
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Andrew found a new pet at Tarago 

                                   

a friendly welcome at Nerriga Pub 

The last day saw an early start, breakfast in Kangaroo Valley, and the enjoyable ride via Nowra Road and 
Sheepwash Road to Mittagong.  Inspired by the thought of a new anchor, Andrew was anxious to dock 
the USS Harley in Hornsby and get ready for his early flight home next morning, while I wanted to leave 
my bike at home in Kanahooka before staying in Sydney CBD overnight. Fortunately the Harley GPS had 
started to work a few days earlier, and Andrew was confident he could get to Hornsby unassisted.  



18 
 

That was good news to me, as I had no confidence I could find my way there again. We moved onto the 
Hume Highway for a short period, stopped for a coffee at Pheasants Nest, went over the GPS directions 
again, reminded Andrew that the left side of the road is the right side of the road, and parted company 
at the Wilton interchange. Total distance travelled when I arrived home was 5,504km.  

 

                        

faithfully waiting for their masters at the Friendly Inn, Kangaroo Valley 

We met again that night with Archer and Philippa (who had toured Tasmania several months earlier) for 
a farewell dinner, discussed potential future trips, and said our goodbyes. 

I’ve subsequently exchanged emails with Kurt and Andrew, checking on their respective recovery from 
injuries, sorting out who owes who for accommodation and other expenses, and planning further bike 
adventures, not the least being Kurt’s potential return next year to complete his Tasmania trip.  

I’ll probably suggest a few minor changes in the itinerary, but I am looking forward to doing it all again. 

 

 

 

 

Geoff Roberts 


