
There we were at the finish line of the Hunt 1000 
on the lawns of the Edinburgh Gardens in Mel-
bourne, sipping on a cold beer. 

Memories of gruelling hiker-bike, throwing up 
sometimes even blood, saddle sores and sunburn 
had left our minds. Our Melbourne summit fever 
was cured, with a pure sense happiness, we had 
made it!

This is the tale of how two complete strangers 
became friends riding 1008 kms from Canberra 
to Melbourne with 32000 metres of ups and down 
along the way.

Whether it was death mud, 
thoughts of getting stuck in 
white out conditions with minor 
frost bite, or the dangerous river 
crossings there were numerous 
concerns which created my ap-
prehension.

“I was awfully 
nervous for this Grand 
depart.”
It was an emotional departure saying goodbye to 
my partner Rosie and my father who were there to 
see me off. After Dan Hunt’s briefing about 
riders needing rescuing the day before, nerves 
were high.

We had a group photo taken on the rainbow 
roundabout and then rode out towards Lake Bur-
ley Griffin.  As soon as I started to roll that’s when 
I could finally relax. Now its just a simple game 
of reflex action when the pedal reached the top, I 
pushed it down.
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“We neared Long Plain 
hut where we hoped we 
would learn the viabili-
ty of the river crossing in 
Jugungal”

“I nervously awaited the camera car’s return with 
some information about the depth of the rivers, 
and whether the Charlottes Pass snow was pass-
able. I was keen to push on as the thought of a 
Highway re-route with dangers out of my control, 
wasn’t appealing.”

“97 starters, only 30 would finish.”

Chatting the miles away with Phil, I 
couldn’t help thinking how exposed 
and brutal it would have been for the 
“ten dayers” who started earlier that 
week, riding through blizzard condi-
tions.



“The car opened 
its door and some-
thing came bouci-
ng down the road..”

We got the all clear and rode in a bunch lit 
up like Christmas trees, with a number of 
us with K-lites, which could potentially be 
confused with a light bar.

One car went past, the first in probably half 
an hour. 

Once I had accepted that it was going to be 
a slow day, things got better. Just pushing 
my expensive blue wheel barrow through 
the beautiful wilderness, carrying my bike 
through countless creeks, removal of foot-
wear became a lost cause and I  surrended to 
wet shoes.

Jagungal Wilderness

toward us, a loud smash, it was a glass beer 
bottle. It smashed, showering shards of glass 
in our path, perhaps attempting to give us 
puncture?

When the rest of the bunch caught back up 
they said they had a bottle thrown at them as-
well. In the moment I profusely apologised to 
our American guest and said that really made 
me ashamed to be Australian, to have people 
treat others with so little human decency.

We rolled into Selwyn and bevied under a 
salubrious veranda. A cold night up at 1600 
metres, but after 168 kms and  3760 metres of 
climbing, insomnia did not persist.



As I carried my bike over my head, waist deep water I slipped and 
the back wheel slapped the water, which made it jolt as it caught the 
water like a sail catches the wind and nearly threw me in the drink. 
Somehow I managed to find the inner strength to lift the 30 kg bike 
back over my head and take a few steps forward the bank and throw 
the bike to safety, I credit that to my brief stint as a piano mover.

At the next river I chose the more conservative method and decided 
to unload all my bags and throw them across the river, while

As I stood and stared at this white water, so strong that 
you couldn’t keep your legs together for long for fear 
of it toppling you in its relentless path.

I made it across safely and reloaded the bike and put on
all my rain gear and kept moving to stay warm. I dreamed 
of the beautiful red Valentines hut around the next corner. 
It seemed to take hours of hiker bike, before finally I saw 
it.

There was a man with a blue jacket there who I thought 
was my American friend, so I called out. Dropping into 
the river I finally made it to the Hut, it was not my friend, 
it was a couple who were hiking the Great Alpine trail.
I had a good chat, but decided to push on to the next hut 
out of respect for their love. 

saying out loud 
a couple of times 
“this is madness.”

Just 5 minutes after reluctantly leaving Valentines 
Hut, my front roll craddle snapped and went into 
my front wheel..



I had thoughts of quitting, because it was getting 
proper sketchy doing these river crossings alone, 
and if this was day two, what was ahead for me?

It was an absolute god send, to stay at Schlink’s Hut 
and be able to dry some gear and warm up my frozen 
wet, wrinkly feet. 
I stayed the night there with Kieth, Matt and Rob. 
This was a huge morale boost as earlier that day at 
one of the last river crossings,

Mt Kosciuszko

Day 3: Schlinks Hut - Pilot Wilderness

The next morning was like a new begining with 
welcoming, warm coloured skies. 
I knew I needed to take a positive vantage point, 
recognizing my ability to finish this ride. I’ve 
seen it time and time again with the anomity 
of these bike packing events, as soon as people 
become negative and doubt themselves, they are 
done!

  I like to call it a broken motivator. This is more 
detrimental than a bent hanger or seized hub, a 
mechanical failure inside your mind. 

I steamed my head that night using Kieth’s cooker which helped a lot, clearing 
the crap from my lungs. I was beginning to cough up hunks of blood.



I rolled into Thredbo and went straight to the pub to order a burger, 
parmy and coke. I spoke to a friend on the phone and he said I should ride 
to the furthest hut tonight, which was Murphy’s 116 kms away. I headed to 
the supermarket to re-supply and got out of town before the rain came. 

I was in and out of Thredbo within an hour and a half, and pushed on up 
the tar road towards the Cascades trail and the Pilot wilderness.

The impending rain was on my mind, but still the ambition was there to 
break up tomorrow’s day so that I could reach Omeo.

Cascades Trail Then the rain started, I chose to get all my wet 
weather gear on early, rain pants, Gortex 
jacket, shoe covers, water proof socks, beanie 
and dishwashing gloves. I’m glad I did because 
the heavens opened up, constantly sheeting 
down, these connditions are what I would call 
home for the next 20 hours or so, just constant 
pitter-patter on top of my head. 

I rode into the night, trying to ignore the rain 
listening to the Foo Fighters; I think one side 
of me was worried that the trail would become 
death sticky mud like broken cart road, so I 
ploughed on. 

I think I rode untill 11 pm, then it became un-
bearable and I was cold and unable to get warm. 
I remembered Kerry from K-lite saying to me 
when I met him in Banff that if you get cold, get 
into your sleeping bag and fast. These words of 
advice have saved me twice so far. 

I stopped and attempted to set up my tarp, my 
brain must have been frozen as I decided to tarp 
off a branch and not my bars, which of course 
snapped upon getting into my bevy all stripped 
off and naked. I had this wet piece of material 
drapped on my face, I was wet and  miserable. 
Fortunately, my sleeping bag is slightly water 
resistant, but I was getting damp.

I woke just before my alarm at 3:50 am. I woke 
up cold because my down was beginning to lose 
its efficiency being so drenched.

I made the decision to get moving, putting on 
my saturated clothes, packing up quickly as I 
knew the longer I stayed still the likelihood of 
hyperthemia increases. 

I pushed on and got riding. It was cold and-
freezing. I had some upbeat music to push me 
through. My feed bags, full of lollies and nuts 
had turned to colourfull sludge. It was tough for 
a bit there, but I survived.

“I had this wet tarp drapped on my 
face, I was wet, cold and miserable.”



The sun came up. A miracle trail angel was await-
ing me, I saw a bike next to a tree over the crest 
of a hill, someone was bevied under a log shelter 
from the rain, it looked like utter dry heaven. I 
whispered “Hey mate, hey mate. Are you doing 
the hunt?” A chirpy voice awoke, “Yes I am.”

We got chatting and he invited me to share his 
log shelter and he asked if I would like a coffee. 
I didn’t have a cooker, so that was probably the 
best coffee I have ever had after being so cold. I’m 
by no means a religious man, but the planet was 
definitely watching over me that morning. 

I didn’t know it then, but the guy lying under the 
tree, Gretchy would then become my riding part-
ner for the rest of the trip, through thick and 
thin.

This tree covered soggy hiking track went up for 2 kms, 
stopping to carry your bike over trees was a tough work 
out. In this photo on the top right I had just dropped 
my bike in exhaustion. The only thing you could do was 
laugh at the situation.

We rode toward Omeo, through tree covered trails and 
endless drenched hills in hope of making it to Murphys 
hut, looking at every sign with great hope that one of 
the road signs would direct me to there. However, it 
was hidden off trail and only showed up on the Gps 
which I completely missed, while it kept on raining.

It was like the cast from Texas Chainsaw Massacre 
had learnt their craft on this fire road, because it 
was a mess.



“It had been raining for so long, 
I was cold and wet, and wear-
ing every piece of clothing I had.”

 I rolled down this hill which must of descended a 1000 metres, it went on forever and when you cold and wet it is the 
last thing you want to do. Then, to my right a Golf course appeared. I never thought I would be so happy to see a Golf 
course. I pulled up at a bus stop and had lunch and pushed on up the tar climb towards Omeo. I found the supermarket 
with ambition of pushing on. I restocked and a voice yelled down the Aisle, “Adrian, you made it. You missed the hut!”.  
It was Gretchy.

The supermarket lady said so are you riding out of town tonight, Gretchy replied “God no. I’m staying here.”
I decided to re-think my plan as I did have a near useless sleeping bag, which wasn’t going to dry out in the top of Mt 
Hotham. 

It was with great relief we began decending, 
there was luckily a stream at the bottom, an 
oasis of beautiful fern shaded flowing water.

The Cobbler Lake Track hiker bike began. 
I settled into a nice 3 hour podcast and began 
the first hiker bike plodding forwards, this 
hiker bike just kept going up and up and up and 
then up a little further, we must have gained a 
huge amount of elevation as I was still walking 
when that podcast ended. The sun set, we were 
still pushing. I saw a red light ahead, it was my 
friend Gretch. I caught up to him, he had his 
XTR pedal fall off it’s spindle. We had a good 
laugh about how up shit creek he was and kept 
riding down these vertical passes.

The next morning we woke at 4 am and pedalled 
the 40 km climb up to Dinner Plains  and Mt 
Hotham, which seemed like the easiest part of 
the route, though we gained over a thousand 
metres. 

I recieved a text from my partner saying I was at 
the halfway mark, this was a huge mental thing 
for me as 499 kms seemed a lot more manage-
able to unpack in my mind.

I dropped my tyre pressure as I hit the dirt 
roads. It was beautiful riding though the jeep 
trails then the hiker bike began, and then it 
eased off before beginning again, that was the 
story of day four. 

We were up so high there was no water and I 
was low and thirsty. I became so desperate I 
filled up in a puddle and doubled tabbed it to 
treat the water. 

Omeo - Cobbler Lake 



Mt Buller
To add to the technicality of the proper steep 
terrain, Gretch had to hold his pedal on with a 
constant inward push from his legs whilst de-
cending. We pushed on until we came to a X on 
the trail, despite the gps directing us down there. 
We decide we’d leave the decision until morning.
We started a fire really quickly and put dinner on. 
We ate like kings on top of the mountain, rice, 
wraps, cheese and salami tasted so, so good.
We slept well, except Gretch had popped his matt 
the rainy night and I still had a wet bag
which woke me up at 3:30 leading me to have to 
restart the fire.

We got going before sunrise and push on down 
the road the GPS was pointing us towards a trail 
that had an ‘X’ on it made of logs. Surprise, sur- 
prise it was the wrong way, its funny how poor 
your decision making is when your cold, tired 
and hungry.

It was as if he had in for us.
I heard one person say that they heard Dan 
nonchalantly say “I’m going to keep making the 
Hunt course more challlenging every year until 
no one completes it.” We all understood now, 
he was not joking. Call it sadistic, or just a good 
challenge.

Arriving in Buller was a huge relief, to eat 
and drink and catch up with the other riders. 
Gretchy had stimulated the local ecconomy with 
his expenditure at the bike shop, new pedals, 
shoes etc.

We pushed on out of Buller, hoping to simple 
roll down a nice 30 km hill but that wasn’t the 
case it was rough and rocky, very difficult
to get a rhythm on. I was feeling the fatigue from 
the rough trail. I perked up my hope to stay at 
Howqua Gap Hut after our 3 am start.
It was great to dry gear in the hut, my pesky 
damp down could  finally be sorted.  The  fire 
must have had a dirty chimney as more smoke 
went into the Hut, than went up the chimney 
but it was nice to be warm.
  

We  finally made it to Lake Cobbler, the hut 
which we were aiming for originally.
We  filled our bottles and came across an-
other rider, who could be confused with a 
B-double by how much he was carrying. We 
traded stories, his being gnarlier than ours 
with his snow blizzard introduction to bike 
packing. A very tough gentleman who was 
struggling to make the decision to go the 
road  route to get home in time for work.
Cobbler Lake was such an unlikely sight to 
see at the end of a 4.5 hour hiker
bike, but it was beautiful to see it  flowing 
out of the mountain off a cliff .
Gretch and I pushed on, limping our way 
into Buller

I made it to the first smooth  flat road in 24 
over hours, it didn’t last, it became increas-
ingly apparent that if Dan Hunt could take 
us the long hard way he would.

 
  



“handing us ice cold beers in 
stubbie holders. It was sweet nectar.”

The insta perfect waterhole was so tempting, but 
we had to make it to Jamieson.

We had a slow start on the 
bike at 7 am, a beautiful 
descent down circuit road 
with minimal climbing . 
We found a camp ground 
for Lunch.

There was a couple of four 
wheel drive families camp-
ing their, Gretch could talk 
to a brick wall so he got 
chatting with them,  soon 
enough they were handing 
us ice cold beers in stub-
bie holders. It was sweet 
nectar.

Buller -Jamieson

It would have been faster shipping our bike ahead 
from Hotham to Jamieson and jogging with a 
small backpack. 

The Briddle trail took a hard left off the 
smooth fire road, and headed for the hills, 
zig zagging along the river, This would be 
okay but there were logs, branches and 
entire trees covering the trail. Another 
Dan Hunt test for the day.  When the trail 
headed for a fire road, it was a brief affair, it 
seemed to always head back to a goat track, 
despite there being a much easier alterna-
tive thirty metres away, it was taughting. 

The trail finally opened up and I was five 
Kilometres from Jamison, my phone was 
flat, I was out of music and felt naked, I 
had to self motivate. I started singing out 
of tune and at the top of my lungs. “Don’t 
worry, about a thing, because every little 
thing, going to be alright.” I must have 
looked completely ridiculous to the on-
looker.



It was pretty special evening riding into the pristine Yarra Ranges, with cool rain forest and a starry night 
ahead we rolled up this climb 150 kms in and heading for 6500 metres of climbing for the day. I wanted 
to bevi a lot earlier than we did, but Gretch had traces of the coca-cola in his system so he was climbing 
like a man possessed. I started appreciating what I realised would be the final night of the Hunt. Its a fun-
ny thing, for so long you want it to be over, but soon it embroils you and becomes a safe place; an escape. 
The trail began to flatten out, 
there were lights in the distance, 
a lot of lights, sky scrapers, 
we could see Melbourne. 

A very kind soul in Healesville fired up his pizza oven 
at 11:40 Pm for us, amazed that we had ridden from 
Canberra. The owner suggested the park as an ample 
campsite, so we set up, awoken by the morning joggers. 

We stayed at the Pub in Jamiseson, grateful to have 
a roof over our heads whilst we listened to the 
sound of rain outside. The thought of another wet 
day made my heart sink. 

It was one special moment for me, finally see-
ing the lights of Melbourne I was overwhelmed 
with relief. 

  Jamieson, Marysville, Healesville

Day 8: Gretch was always there waiting up for me at the top of climbs, 
cheering from behind a bush. Even though I was entrenched in my own 
mind, it helped a lot. 



Riding the final eighty kilometres, we caught up with Pete, a 
rider I had met all the way back in Brindabella Valley. Pete 
had done a lot of riding alone and was very excited to see us, 
a strong character to make it through with friend scratching 
beneath him.

Around Sugar Loath reservoir I felt completely ill, no power left 
in the legs lagging behind. I judiciously chose to have a an out 
of stomach experience. I felt marvellous again.

We rode into the finish accompanied by Gretch’s father who 
had driven through the night from Sydney to join us for the 
final miles. We also had my Uncle, Lee Norman ride in with us, 
which was quite special as he pointed out my late grandfather’s 
house as we rode towards the city. Down by the Yarra river.
 where I rode single track for the first time 12 years ealier on 
an old Riley, so for me this ride became even more meaningful 
as the reminder of my beginings on the bike. We rode into the  
park and it all began to sink in,

We had made it, travelled great distance both physically in our minds. We had overcome something so difficult, 
it was a very special moment, from sharing a coffee under a log in the freezing rain to a beer in a sunny Mel-
bourne park. 

This route isn’t to be taken lightly, with stories of riders getting frost bite, broken ribs,
tendonitis and swollen knees and coughing up blood. This is not a route to begin 
as your foray into 
bike packing, it is brutal. I spoke to another 
friend who had completed the Tour 
Divide a 4418 km mountain biking route 
from Canada to Mexico. We both agreed 
that the Hunt 1000 was much harder with 
its 32000 metres of climbing over such a 
short  distance. 
Gretch and I were 2 of under 30 riders 
who completed the entire route from 
Canberra to Melbourne out of the 100 
starters, an attrition rate which I had 
disregarded, but now I understand, 
this route as I said a few times, 
is bullshit hard.

“being a shared experience made it all the 
more special.”

Photography: Phil Fitzgerald, Pepper Cook, David Grtetch, Daniel Licastro, Adrian Davis.


