
Rather be riding than ringing 
round for bike insurance?  

www.devittinsurance.com
0800 0152949 
Calls may be recorded. Conditions apply.
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the paperwork has seriously increased. The 
kangaroos, though, never change – and 
they make the Aussie leg one of the 
trickiest of all.

This time it is my fourth stage, and I’m 
approaching it with trepidation. I’ve been 
here many times before, but the ’roos and 
emus are impossible to predict. Some night 
riding will be needed but hopefully not 
too much. I am going for the fastest safe 
time I am capable of; I’ll call the office
a couple of times a day and try to do some 
filming, but it will be a squeeze. My head is 
good though, and I’m looking forward to 
completing the task uneventfully…. 

So much for that. I soon fell behind 
schedule, and there was no choice but to 

grit my teeth and ride right through the 
night. The riding hurt me a great deal. 
During the good moments I felt I was 
flying, clipping corners en route in such an 
easy way that little effort was required.
I rode still and steady and took a long time 
to tire, but when I did, it was hard. I’d 
never intended to ride so much in the 
dark, and the concentration needed to 
avoid animals at night exhausted me;
I drew from reserves I never knew I had. 

Wildlife on the road is a consideration 
for everybody driving at night here. Big 
trucks have been forced into the gutter by 
hitting large kangaroos. For motorcyclists, 
the risk of serious injury is very high. 
Truck drivers warned me that the chance 

of a collision could be as high as 80%.
In exceptional times of drought or when a 
herd is in the area, they said a motorcyclist 
might not get through.

A small ‘roo would bend the forks, 
smash a fairing or throw you off the bike;
a large one would write it off. A small one 
would perhaps break your legs, a big 
mother would kill you. Wombats tense 
instantly prior to impact and people who 
have hit them and survived say it’s like 
hitting a boulder. Fresh roadkill can be a 
hazard too: something on which to slip.
I have lost count of the times I’ve missed
a swollen carcass by inches and a fraction 
of a second. >
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