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    SYDNEY TO THE GONG BIKE RIDE NOV ’13

The 90km Gong Bike Ride saw some high spirited NODIS cyclists take to the road, 
participating with 10,000 other riders and supporting MS!
This is an Insider’s story....

The Insider...
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The Gong Ride by Chris Cooper

On Sunday 3rd November, Kevin and Julie Clark, Sarah James, Geoff and myself completed the Sydney to 
Gong ride for the MS Charity.  The ride starts at St Peters and finishes 90kms later at North Wollongong.  
Sarah, Geoff and myself did the ride last year, but it was the Clark’s first time.  

We received our starting time about a month before the ride - 6:15am.  Geoff and I groaned at the 
thought of that early start, but the Clarks - always on time and raring to go, embraced that early time 
slot.  It also must be noted that Kevin’s days often start at 4:30am, so he wasn’t too phased (although I 
understand Julie whinged the whole car trip into the city).  They had a late night on Saturday - but who 
would go and see South Pacific the night before I big ride anyway!!!!  Sarah started a bit later than the 
Clarks but managed to go past them when they were having a break to check out the view and Sarah ended 
up catching the train back quick smart.

We woke at 5am, being the slackers that Geoff and I are, and I cooked a big breakfast of porridge, eggs 
and of course a nice cup of tea.  We arrived at St Peters at 6:10am, it only took 35 mins from Bayview but 
we enjoyed watching the sun come up over Sydney.  The Clarks were well and truly on their way with Sarah 
not far behind, so no way we were ever going to catch them - Kev’s motto is go FAST and go HARD.  We 
are a tad older than them so our motto is “Puffing too hard limits chat time”!!!!

10,000 people do this ride, and the organisers stagger group starting at 6am through to 9.  We arrived at 
the starting line at 6:45, took the photo to prove to our Instagram friends that we were actually doing it 
and then was told that the back up was about 3kms so we would have to wait 20 minutes.  It was a glorious 
day, so we didn’t mind too much.  We started with about 2,000 (seemed like 20,000) other people but it’s 
all very civilised and not too much shoving trying to get out through the 6 foot wide starting gate.  

So off we go, just the two of us - very romantic.  All sorts of people, all sorts of bikes and all sorts of ages 
do this ride.  It certainly is not a race and you really have to keep your wits about you as you are 
surrounded for the first 40kms and it’s really hard to overtake and move through.  One of the things I 
love about the ride is going through suburbs I’ve never heard of and riding through places I wouldn’t dream 
of like Brighton-Le-Sands.  Also did you know there was a market garden in a suburb called Kyeemagh just 
by the airport - yeah I didn’t think so.  It was also fun crossing over a number of rivers as we headed 
south.

I’m always the slowest rider of my gang, so never really have 
the opportunity to overtake riders - but yippee let me tell 
you NOT ONCE did I get overtaken by a lady on this ride.  
I have never used the expression “on your right” so many times 
in my life.  Although last year I did pass a chap going up 
McCarrs Creek Road, I was so proud of myself until as I glanced 
in his direction as I did note that he was in his eighties..... groan.  

At Heathcote you are joined by the 50km riders, so pink tutus 
appear on men, and you pass all kinds of outfits.  
We stopped for the necessary break just before heading into 
the Royal National Park, more queuing of course.  
I’m pleased to say we didn’t eat the offered muffin, given that we 
had a gourmet breakfast and actually hadn’t worked up a sweat yet.
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As you begin the descent into the National Park they stop you and riders are escorted down in intervals.  
This is a wise choice but again because we are used to hooning down the hills of Akuna it was a little slow 
and frustrating, but totally understandable with so many different riders with different standards.  The 
coolness of the air was lovely and it really is a beautiful part of the world. 
We didn’t stop at the lunch place but continued up the hill.  Oh my goodness, I’m not the fastest rider 
around but obviously most of the people on this ride must never ride hills, but only ride around flat areas 
because I was BRILLIANT!!!! Just call me “on your right” Cooper, if you please.  Now I know why I love this 
ride - my confidence soars.

When you get to Stanwell Tops the view down the coast is breathtaking.  The ride from now on is just 
rolling hills as you glide past our beautiful Pacific Ocean.  Riding on the Seacliff bridge is such fun and the 
smell of the ocean refreshing.  By now we really just paced ourselves into Wollongong, enjoying the sights 
whilst still being vigilant and aware of the riders around you.

I must be a little competitive because as Geoff and I were chatting a lady did slip past us (only 1 
though)....... not on my watch I heard myself saying and I took off and innocently overtook her.  Geoff just 
relaxes and shakes his head; he is such a strong rider but is happy to coast along with me (he is coasting, 
I’m flat out).  We arrived at Wollongong 4 hours later, not a great time I know, but it isn’t a race they kept 
telling us.  There is a carnival atmosphere with greasy takeaway food/beverages on offer so of course we 
grabbed something to eat, had a bit of a rest and rode the short distance to the train station. The queue 
for the train seemed enormous but 30 minutes later we loaded ourselves and our bikes onto the train for 
the 1 hour 30 minute trip back to St Peters.  Even the train trip is fun, the view over some of the northern 
suburbs and coastal towns north of Wollongong is terrific and it was great chatting to all the guys around 
us.  

We were home by 3pm, collapsed on the lounge and slept for an hour.

Warm regards
Chris (On Your Right) Cooper


