
Slippery when fresh:
it’s not just the live ’roos 
you need to worry about

That night I rode 
with the wind. In fact I 
was so much part of it 
by now, the wind and
I felt like old friends

“
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Every truck driver has a story of a biker 
who has succumbed to a ‘roo. In time I 
stopped talking to truckers because you 
could see they were feeding off the drama. 
They searched for fear in your eyes and 
tried to wind their horror stories deeper 
and deeper into your psyche.

However, locals reassured me that the 
recent rains meant the animals would be 
unlikely to stray from the interior to find 
moisture. Where the water runs from road 
surfaces, fresh green roots grow and at 
times of drought animals go there to feed.

Outback legend has it that kangaroos 
commit hara-kiri in front of motorcycles 
for two reasons: one, the sound of an 
approaching engine comes in a smooth 

logarithmic curve, allowing the animal to 
know precisely where you are, even from 
miles away. The moment the rider sees it, 
he brakes, the sound disperses differently 
and the ‘roo can no longer track the signal. 
Secondly, the animal is nocturnal, its 
vision adjusted for very low levels of light. 
So it is completely blinded by oncoming 
headlamps. Already in panic, it jumps any 
which way – and given that there are four 
ways to jump, your mortality is reduced to 
a survival factor of 25%.

Riding at 80kph, I saw two small sets of 
ears, nothing more, peek out of a perfectly 
camouflaged landscape, and it was certain 
there would be another hundred nearby, 
and it reminded me to slow down further.

Such intensity is exhausting. It’s not like 
a normal night ride, where keeping awake 
is your main consideration. Keeping alive 
is a major issue too.

But I was getting back on track. I reached 
Hall’s Creek on time, gassed up and pressed 
on for four further hours to Kunnunarra. 
There, a 24-hour station would allow me to 
take on fuel until Katherine, another four 
hours further on. As day prised open the 
night sky, all the gas stations would then 
be open for business. At Timber Creek,
the plains turned to rolling hills and
small-sided canyons. Vast bush was 
reduced to small, dirt-brown valleys. In
a small settlement I saw a table under a tree 
and lay down and slept. For two hours I 
dreamt of nothing: flirted with a few images 
but remained resolutely asleep without
a flicker of anything I could remember. 
When I woke it was still dark, and the warm 
wind was willing me back on the bike.

That night I rode with the wind. In fact
I was so much part of it by now, the wind 
and I were old friends. So well was I riding 
and so fast did I fly, it was easy to conclude 
that after three days of being in the saddle 
with just blinks of normal sleep, half of me 
was dreaming and half of me was awake; 
the secret was knowing the difference.

Edited extract from Journey Beyond Reason 
by Nick Sanders; £7.99. For more details, 
visit www.motochallenge.com ■
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