SYDNEY TO MELBOURNE RIDE REPORT

Christian Anderson is 33 and from the UK, currently working as a freelance
graphic designer, illustrator, writer and anything else that keeps him behind
a desk with a mug of tea. He spends far too much of his time trying to get
the book about his 44,347km expedition around Australia, ‘Arse About Face’
published. He also has some convoluted and lofty ideas about what constitutes
an ‘adventure’.

We join him as he arrives in Sydney to ride what appears to be a very expensive looking BMW
R1200GS, over to Melbourne in Victoria. Accompanied, or possibly escorted by two blokes from
‘Bike Round OZ’, probably just to make sure he doesn’t disappear off into the outback with their
motorbike.

At liberty on the roads of Sydney, through the Great Dividing Range, up into
the peaks of the Snowy Mountains, down the other side and along the famous Great
Ocean Road to Melbourne. A weeks worth of riding through some of the finest
scenery New South Wales and Victoria has to offer, that’s assuming he doesn’t bin it into
a kangaroo along the way somewhere of course...
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I don’t think anyone noticed, or at
least they were kind enough not to
mention it.

D AY O N E
Arrived on the east coast of
Australia to a murky evening in
Sydney, greeted enthusiastically at
the airport by decidedly inclement
weather. That’s ‘a bit rubbish’ just
betwixt you and I, it’s not all sun,
sand and surf 24/7 over on the east
coast it seems. It was windy, overcast
and the sky kept leaking, but that
couldn’t dampen my enthusiasm for
the trip ahead. Besides, it’s not as
if the British are ones to complain
about the weather anyway. After
stowing the elaborate, teetering
tower of equipment and bags I’d
elected to bring with me for this
week long trip from Sydney to
Melbourne in the hotel, I met up
with Mark and Dries from Bike
Round OZ at, somewhat predictably
this being Australia and all, Sydney’s
oldest pub. Or at least it might have
been Sydney’s oldest pub; the one
just
round the corner had a
similar claim
to

WHAT I WAS BEING ENTRUSTED WITH - SHINY BITS EVERYWHERE
fame and there was clearly an
ongoing debate as to which should
rightly claim the title.
What wasn’t up for debate was
the food, which was plentiful and
tasty. Nothing like a good plateful of
pie and mash to sate airline induced
hunger pangs. It wasn’t a late night,
our schedule for the following day
made sure of that. We were off at
the crack of dawn in the morning to
collect our Germanic steeds for the
week ahead from the bike depot.
Gosling One,

the motorcycle from my previous
expedition around Australia is a
Yamaha XT600, more than a little
travel worn and, ‘well loved’ as we
say. A fantastic piece of engineering
to be sure, but not something I’d
ever had to worry about scratching,
denting, dropping, getting dirty
or otherwise interacting with the
scenery at high speed on. Which
was a good thing really, considering
how much ‘creative’ yes, we’ll call
it creative, riding I seemed to end
up doing. So with that in mind,
what was I being entrusted
with for the duration
of the trip to

WHAT I WAS USED TO RIDING: ‘GOSLING ONE’
Melbourne? Why a big, heavy and
worryingly expensive looking BMW
R1200GS.
It was a technological world apart
from the comforting simplicity of
the Yamaha, it even had unmarked
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A good few minutes of
compressing stuff into panniers
and bags clearly designed with
someone having a better grasp of

Of course Monday morning
traffic can’t last forever, people must
get to their destinations at some
point; and so it was that we popped
free of the suburban chaos of Sydney,
slipping almost unnoticed into the
national parks to the south west.
I RECOGNISE THIS...HOLD ON, DON’T TELL ME...
paint and shiny bits on it. I wasn’t
sure I could handle shiny bits on a
motorbike, it’s not something I’d had
to deal with before. Still, the controls
looked familiar enough, the wheels
too, Gosling One had wheels, so
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I felt I was experienced enough to
handle her Bavarian bulk.

We threaded our way through
the happily thronging traffic, as we
made best possible speed towards
our goal of not being in Sydney. It’s a
wonderful place Sydney and I’m not
just saying that really I’m not, but it’s
a city whichever way you look at it
and cities have traffic, lots of traffic.
Especially if you choose to travel at
peak morning hour on a Monday.
Which is why we found ourselves
slowly oozing our way through the
stagnant masses of cars, rather than
speeding along in a blur of scenery.
Still, said scenery was certainly
worth looking at, so it was lucky we
were being afforded all that time
to soak it up. The Harbour Bridge
certainly cuts and impressive pose
from a distance that’s for sure.

‘travelling light’ than I, and chatting
about bike related things with false
bravado, we set off from the depot
into the streams of early morning
Sydney traffic. Well, I set off after
the required initial stall of course.

After the intermittent stop-start
traffic and somewhat hair raising
navigation and vehicle avoidance
skills required in any big city, it felt
like we were now literally thundering
along the narrow, tree fringed two
lane black top towards the coast
south of Sydney. Well, I was still
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getting used to the big BMW
so I was more murmuring along
than thundering. Contrary to my
impressions in Sydney, it turned out
that the BMW actually had six gears
rather than the two I’d been using in
the ‘burbs.
There were plenty of small,
coastal towns and settlements along
the way and we selected Thirroul for
an officially sanctioned coffee and
cake break. Hanging on to the bike
as she twisted her way through the
national park, was more depleting
on the cake reserves than you might
first think.
Pausing in town gave mother
nature, who’d been brooding away

ever since we’d left the confines
of Sydney, an opportunity to
muster her forces, leap over the tree
blanketed mountains that border
the inland side of Thirroul and
assault us as we ventured back to
the bikes. Luckily for us she didn’t
throw down much rain, just sent
in an expeditionary force of wind
gusts of every strength and from
every direction. The solid mass of
German R1200GS now came into
its own, not being bothered at all
in the slightest about any of this
pathetic weather, so I did my best to
shelter behind her touring screen as
we threaded our way south on the
Princes Highway.
We sped along on the Princes

Highway making pretty good
progress despite the best efforts of
the wind to hamper our forward
motion. We we’re on a schedule and

THE TRIO OF BMW R1200 GS BIKES

there with the ‘world’s greatest roads’,
but it certainly wasn’t as devoid of
interest as I’d been led to believe.
A few quaint towns clustered in
and around sheltered bays, plenty
of twists, a few turns, some slight
hills to give improved views over
the ocean and extremely little traffic
that I could see; although to be
honest, it might have all been stuck
behind my dawdling motorbike.
The ‘Sea Cliff Bridge’, apparently
one of only seven off-shore parallel

already lagging behind, we had to
make up a bit of lost time if we were
to make our night stop in Bateman’s
Bay before the evening set in.

WHEN YOUR TENT IS SMALLER THAN YOUR BIKE, IT’S TIME TO ASSESS YOUR
PRIORITIES

To be honest, it might not be up

GRRR... ANGRY SEAS, AT BATEMAN’S
BAY
to the coast bridges in the world,
served as a suitably aesthetically
pleasing distraction along the way
and a good opportunity to get off
the bike and stretch the legs. Even
with the weather firmly lodged on
the ‘slightly ropey’ side of the scale,
I was enjoying the ride along the
coastal highway and looking forward
to hauling out the tent and making
camp when we reached our night
stop.

THE PICTURESQUE ‘SEA CLIFF BRIDGE’
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On our arrival in the town
of Bateman’s Bay, bordered on

one side by very mellow looking
hills and on the other by a very
annoyed looking ocean, I selected
our accommodation for the night
by means of riding into the first
caravan and camping site I passed as
I was running out of fuel. Nothing
like necessity for keeping the
decision making
process nice and
simple. Tents
were rapidly
erected, and I
discovered my old
hiking tent was actually
slightly smaller than the
BMW I’d been riding all day.
When where you sleep is smaller
than your motorcycle, it’s probably
time to readdress your priorities.

D AY T W O
Day two began quite a bit earlier
than I normally like daytimes to
begin, but then that’s the nature
of camping I suppose. It’d been a
restful night in Bateman’s Bay, even
if sleeping in my particular
tent was something
akin to being
cocooned in a
bright yellow
plastic bag.
The ‘plan’ outlined to
me over a hearty breakfast consisting mainly of the ‘pie’
food group, was to head inland in
what I understood to be a ‘wiggly’ fashion, towards the town of
Jindabyne in the ‘Bloodysoddingfreezing Mountains’, more normally
referred to as the Snowy Mountains
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or ‘Snowies’. Reports for the day
were that temperatures could well
drop to somewhere around the -2
degrees centigrade mark up in the
mountains, which meant I might be
investigating whether the button for
the heated grips on the bike actually
did anything or was just there for
show. The clue was probably in the
name of the place, but as it turned
out, reports of yeti friendly conditions in the Snowies were greatly
exaggerated.
As we began our day’s ride, mother
nature let us have it with whatever
wind she hadn’t let us have the day
before, which was quite a lot it
seemed. A bit of insipid drizzle serve
to keep us all awake as we rolled
south, with an occasional blush of
sunshine reminding us all that the
weather in Australia really was normally quite spectacular; just not that
particular morning. Despite the less
than enthusiastic weather, the ride
was providing plenty of things to
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keep us interested. Some great views
graced the scene when we swung
inland towards the Great Dividing
Range, the third longest mountain
range in the world in fact [3,500km
long], which went some way to
justifying the ‘Great’ in its name I
suppose.

As we probed up into the Great
Dividing Range, sweeping along
the narrow, curving roads and
climbing higher every minute, the
temperatures did the exact opposite and plummeted straight
down. Ok so plummeted might be
a little extreme, it’s not as if it was

freezing cold by any stretch of the
imagination, but after the quite
balmy temperatures around the coast
earlier, the reduction in ‘cosiness’ was
immediately apparent. A quick stop
in the heavily forested mountains
to don an extra layer of clothing
or seven, made me realise just how
heavily wooded it was in these parts.
Thanks to the rain which had been
on the scene earlier, the mass of chlorophyll we were speeding through
was abundantly green and lush,
almost obscenely so. This wasn’t just
standard green, this was green with a
grudge and a point to prove.

Insulated and toasty once more we
pushed on. The route twisted its
way upwards through the forests,
spiralling around in tight twirls of
asphalt, over rises and into dips,
through quick hairpin turns and
along sweeping curves. Any number
of the greatest motorcycling clichés
were encountered along the way, and
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the only other traffic on the road was
a single truck filled with very aloof
looking horses, which I managed to
get stuck behind of course. Still, the
horses looked to be enjoying the views
as well. The mountains of the Great
Dividing Range are motorcyclist and
horse approved.
Fifteen minutes or so of examining
the relative merits of the equine bottom, we crested the mountains and
emerged from the forests onto some
LUSH GREEN FORESTS ABOUND IN THE GREAT DIVIDING RANGE
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vast, rolling grassland. It was as if
someone had simply lifted an entire
section of the prairie lands of North
America and deposited it in New
South Wales, I was half expecting to
have to slam on the brakes to avoid a
herd of buffalo, ‘injuns’, cowboys or a
wagon train across the road. A road
which stretched ahead as far as the
eye could see, and probably further,
gently curving to accommodate the
hills on either side through a landscape skinned with swaying golden
grass. Even the sun came out to shine
on our little three motorcycle parade, good times we most definitely
being had.
The last quarter of the days ride to
the mountain town of Jindabyne,
was essentially perfect motorcycling

D AY T H R E E
Despite all rumours about the
weather being freezing that night,
the reality was that our beautiful
lake front camp site remained firmly
nestled only in the ‘slightly chilly’
range, which meant we all survived
our night under canvas without
freezing solid or having to resort to
congregating in the same tent. A
resident flock of Galahs were awake
good and early and insisted on
announcing that fact to the entire
camp site. If they were awake, then
so should everyone else be. It wasn’t
all that bad though, the view over
Lake Jindabyne in the early morning
light as I scrabbled free from the
confines of my tiny yellow tent, were
certainly worth the early morning
wake up call.
The morning briefing for the ride
ahead, or rather the brief discussion
had over breakfast and coffee, ended
with the route inland being planned
as going towards the alpine town of
Thredbo along the ‘Alpine Way’, our

eventual target for the next night
spot at the town of Bright in the
Alpine Shire.
Mother nature, ours and every other
motorcyclists constant companion,
part time nemesis and occasional
ally had her metaphorical tail
between her legs for the day and
was obviously trying to make up
for the less than perfect weather
we’d been served up so far. Blazing
sunshine heralded our departure
from Jindabyne, staying with us for
the entire days riding. I’m afraid if
you thought I was done with the
motorcycling clichés, then prepare
to be disappointed.

and most inaccessible spots on the
mountains, and of course quite a lot
of sunshine. All the small towns and
ski complexes that flashed past as we
revelled in the road conditions were
eerily deserted, their sad looking
chair lifts glinting forlornly in the
sun as if simply being shiny would be
enough to attract the long departed
skiers back.
The roads, and I know I’ve
mentioned this before but there
are a lot of roads akin to it in this
particular region of Australia, were

made for motorcycling and we had
them all to ourselves. Nobody would
string together that many hairpins,
sweeping curves, tight bends, crests
and troughs unless they had a
penchant for all things two wheeled.
Either that or the road planners got
really drunk one afternoon down
at the local highways agency. It all
worked out beautifully for anyone
lucky enough to be riding that route
on a motorcycle, however it had
come to pass.
The Bavarian BMW, who I had

now decided to christen the
suitably Germanic ‘Brumhilda’,
seemed to have gone on a crash
diet. She somehow weighed half
the amount of the previous day, and
was infinitely more manoeuvrable
and nimble through the bends.
Perhaps energised by being let loose
on a road made for riding, the big
BMW flicked through the bends
and curves, stitching together the
alternating left and right varieties
of turns with ease and apparent
relish; despite what the less than
talented rider in the saddle thought

We climbed through the Snowy
Mountains along twisting roads
which kinked up and down almost
as often as they jinked left and right,
no traffic hindered our progress as it
was the ‘off ’ season in the normally
bustling ski region of Australia.
There wasn’t much skiing to be had
thanks to there being almost no
snow at all, save for in the highest

LAKESIDE CAMPING AT JINDABYNE
even when rated on my somewhat
dubious scale of standards whereby
‘perfect’ usually meant just not falling off. Good weather, even better
roads and some pretty superlative
scenery to ride through; plus not
falling off of course. We couldn’t
have hoped for a better closing chapter to the days biking.
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he was trying to make her do. It was
surprisingly ‘me’ friendly that BMW,
it’s entirely possible it had an ‘idiot
autopilot’ function that I’d managed
to turn on by accident.
As we descended from the
psychological and physical high
point of the ride, the scent of
Eucalyptus which had been
pervading the air as we rode through

cliché.
We sped along through velvet
textured grassland, liberally
interspersed with vegetation covered
hills and mountains which, from
a distance, gave the impression
that someone had draped a huge
felt blanket of trees over the naked
bumps on the earth. The first
portion of the day had been spent

clearly visible for an age before we
encountered them and everything
about the place simply said ‘relax’.
Instead of the rapid fire succession of
tight corners, the bends had decided
to chill out a bit and take it easy.
They had a lot of ground to cover,

to rest at the end of the day. A bed
of needles was a welcome base on
which to pitch the tents for the
night, and after the action packed
day of riding it wasn’t long before
the camp was silent but for the
sound of snoring.

Somewhere along the way that
afternoon a pie leapt out from
nowhere and landed in my

one horse, no horse and ‘someone
stole the horse and ate it’ towns,
each one just as inexplicably friendly
and welcoming as the next, before
we finally turned west at the town
of Mount Beauty. From there we
were treated to a repeat performance
of the sort of roads encountered in
the first part of the day only these
were probably better, if such a thing
was possible. I just sat back and let

mouth, then I think it must have
died. Either that or it was dying
beforehand, the less said about it
really the better. Sometimes, eating
on a budget at roadhouses simply
doesn’t cut it.

Brumhilda get on with enjoying
herself, I was only along for the ride
after all. For a big girl with a lot of
plastic bits and pieces on board, she
could be quite graceful when the
occasion called for it.

Tiny communities, isolated in
every way imaginable dotted the
landscape. We sped through a few

The town of Bright, marvellously
fragrant with the scent of pine
needles, is where we finally came

Kookaburra Dawn Chorus, who’s
album is probably available to buy
in all good shops and on iTunes,
heralded the arrival of a new day. As
far as I could tell it was some sort
of ungodly hour in the morning,
but it was a good job the birds had
chosen to start warbling when they
did. We had a long way to travel, so
the sooner we were packed up and

so why bother bunching up? Might
as well spread out and meander all
over the landscape. It was time to
just sit back, enjoy the smooth ride
and appreciate the easy cruising
provided by the big 1200cc engine
that Brumhilda was packing.

D AY F O U R
The lyrical stylings of the

PINE SCENTED BEDS IN THE MOUNTAIN TOWN
OF BRIGHT

the forests, was replaced by the
altogether less pleasant aroma
of hot asphalt and melting tar.
Temperatures were rapidly rising
as we descended down towards the
plains, on what it must be admitted,
was another great road. Sun high
in the sky, tank full of fuel and
sunglasses on. It was all in terrible
danger of becoming yet another
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in frantic pursuit of the best line
through the plethora of tight bends,
transferring from one to the other
with little time between; but now, it
was as if someone had turned up the
wavelength on the bends and dialled
in the frequency for calm.
The road stretched far ahead towards
the horizon, languorous bends
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most of the day, sending
balmy temperatures in the
mid thirties and golden sunshine
our way for the entire ride. Even the
briefest squall of rain which decided
to try and dampen our parade was
luckily avoided, our three bikes
slipping easily between two grey and
foreboding walls of water as they
glided across the rolling plains. A
brilliant flash of lightning in the rear
view mirrors marked the end of the
unsettled weather, and it was plain
riding from there all the way to the
sea, the big BMW GS easily chewing
up the kilometres as we effortlessly
sped along. Perhaps there was
something to be said for these larger

on the road, the sooner
we could stop for a cake
break.
Target for the day was
560km. I was suitably
informed by Mark and
Dries, the Bike Round
OZ chaps, that this
was quite a departure
from the normal
route suggested to
people taking this
particular tour. We
were unfortunately
on a very limited time
scale, which doesn’t gel

PICTURED: NOISY BUGGER

all that well with a country the size
of Australia. In order to meet our
deadline of being in Melbourne in
three days time, we needed to head
for Port Campbell at the western
end of the Great Ocean Road with
all possible speed. This meant we
were going to be putting some
serious kilometres behind us, mostly
on fast and somewhat monotonous
roads and highways. The normal
route for those with more time on
their hands, was predictably prettier,
more interesting and a lot wigglier.
The notes taken for the day were as
short as the ride was long, with not a
great deal to report from such a large
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the odd kilometres, I could vouch
for having felt the even ones too!

D AY F I V E
The next day dawned bright and
clear, with me having evacuated
my little yellow tent quite early on
thanks to having failed to remember
to zip it up over night. Turns out the
term ‘fly sheet’ becomes even more
apt in such circumstances. After
clearing out as many of the flying
buggers as I could, and murdering
all those that didn’t vacate my
bedroom within the allotted time
with extreme prejudice, it was back
on the beemer with promises of
motorbiking delights filling the day
ahead.
The Great Ocean Road awaited.
A relatively short 280km

of asphalt ribbon, clinging tenuously
at best to the Victorian coast.
We were heading for the town of
Anglesea at the eastern end of the
road, just south of Melbourne city.
The planned ride was short in terms
of distance, but would probably
take up most of the day thanks to
the ludicrous number of natural
attractions to stop and gawk at along
the way. The list of things to see and
do could have filled a book, in fact
quite a few have been penned about
riding and driving the Great Ocean
Road, such is the pull it exerts
on people that like an interesting
coastal ride.
Loch Ard Gorge, the Twelve
Apostles [or what’s left of them],
the Grotto, London Bridge
[now known as

12 [ish] APOSTLES ON THE G.O.R
London Arch thanks to the efforts
of the waters of the Bass Strait],
Thunder Cave, the list goes on and
on. I’d actually ridden the route once
before, in the opposite direction, at
the start of my Australia spanning
expedition. It was day two of the trip
though, and I was still getting used
to

engines after all.

amount of time in the saddle. The
weather thankfully smiled on us for

We breached the outskirts of the
coastal town of Port Campbell early
that evening, our kilometre killing
mission over and done with. I won
the toss to decided the quality of our
accommodations for the evening,
so with some consternation from
the other riders, I elected to subject
us all to yet another night under
canvas. After 500 odd kilometres in
the saddle that day though, even the
sparsely vegetated sand of the Port
Campbell camp site looked inviting.
I could certainly feel the effects of
riding all that way. Never mind just
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the foibles
of my
motorcycle Gosling
One, so was ill prepared
to enjoy the motorcycling
delights offered up by the
Great Ocean Road.

THE GREATstretch
OCEAN ROAD

This time though I’d had plenty of
time to get used to Brumhilda the
big BMW, so was at leisure to soak
up the experience of riding along
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one of the greatest coastal roads in
the world. It certainly beat worrying
about riding into the ocean and
getting eaten by a shark that’s for
sure.
Our route threaded its way along
the majestic, convoluted, intricate
and often beautiful Victorian
coastline. Sometimes running so
close to the ocean we could almost
feel the sea spray on our faces as we
passed, other times darting inland
into the hills, through koala filled
forests and up to panoramic vistas
which offered tantalising glimpses
of the route ahead. As had become
routine by now, we paused for coffee
in a tiny settlement surrounded by
trees, somewhere just off the ocean
road. We didn’t linger long. When
you walk into a place and you’re
outnumbered by ‘mullet’ style hair
cuts ten to three, you take your
coffee, make your excuses and get
the hell out of there. I’ll say this for
the place though, they make a damn
good cup of coffee. Generations
of experience handed down from
cousin to cousin perhaps...

THE GREAT OCEAN ROAD
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The remainder of the day was spent
revelling in the quality of the Great
Ocean Road, marvelling at the
procession of natural wonders along
the way and attempting to banish
all the motorbike riding clichés that
kept popping into my head. It’s the
sort of road that clichés were made
for though, certainly justifying the
‘Great’ in its title. If you’re in the
state of Victoria on a motorcycle,
you’ll probably end up on the Great
Ocean Road. Just give in to the fact
and get on with it.

the rain flashed in their headlights,
highlighted as yellow streaks
from the heavens and the droplets
pattered through my chlorophyll
umbrella, I might have felt a small
pang of guilt at being warm and dry.
Not a big one though, and I got over
it pretty quickly too.
Photo shoot over, the weather
cleared and the sun, rather
predictably, came out from behind
the clouds and smiled on us once
more as we rode into the seaside
town of Anglesea for the night.

Whilst the weather wasn’t exactly
picture postcard quality, this
being reality rather than a travel
programme, it wasn’t dreary enough
to spoil the fun we were having on
the bikes. Until at least, we stopped
to get a few photos as we neared the
eastern end of the road. I elected
myself as photographer, taking
shelter under a few trees as the Bike
Round OZ chaps rode back along
the highway so I could snap away. As
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SECLUDED COVES ON THE OCEAN RD.

RELAXED AND FRIENDLY NATIVES

THE COASTLINE AROUND THE G.O.R OFFERS UP SOME IMPRESSIVE SCENERY
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CLOSING TIME
The final morning on our Sydney to Melbourne ride
was spent, initially at least, scrubbing dead flies from the
Brumhilda’s expansive frame. There’s a lot of places that
dirt and insect corpses can hide on a bike that big. We
road into the cosmopolitan hub of Melbourne to our
final destination, through the thronging morning traffic, thanks to a lot of guesswork and a little help from a
sat-nav, expertly duct-taped to the cockpit of one of the
BMW’s. It was officially sanctioned BMW tape though.

BRUMHILDA TAKING ADVANTAGE OF THE RETAIL OFFERS IN MELBOURNE

Brumhilda was left to enjoy the shopping on offer in
the state capital, whilst I was left to ponder whether I
could somehow persuade the Bike Round OZ guys to
let me ride her back to Sydney again. I’d quite happily
have done the whole route again in reverse, then perhaps again back the other way. Blessed to spend eternity
shuttling between Sydney and Melbourne, I can think of
worse ways to spend that amount of time.

Feeling inspired? Good for you! For this any
many other self guided tours like it, Bike
Round OZ are the people to talk to,
and you won’t have to put up with the
motorway bits on the actual tour either!
More information is available at
www.bikeroundoz.com
‘OFFICIAL’ BMW STICKY TAPE - PROPER MOUNTS ALSO
AVAILABLE

You can check out the previous
adventures of Christian and ‘Gosling
One’ over at www.arseaboutface.com
RAIN DOES HAPPEN SOMETIMES...

BEWARE THE PIES!

BIKE ROUND OZ - PROFESSIONALS

THE GREAT OCEAN ROAD IN ALL ITS SERPENT LIKE GLORY

17

WWW.BIKEROUNDOZ.COM - SYDNEY TO MELBOURNE RIDE REPORT

WWW.BIKEROUNDOZ.COM - SYDNEY TO MELBOURNE RIDE REPORT

18

