
 
 
 

The seed was planted when some friends from work 
were busily planning a motor bike ride from Eskdale, 
over the Eskdale spur to Mt Beauty, up Tawonga 
Gap, along the range, down into the Kankoonan 
Valley, over Mt Jack and on to Mudgegonga. I 
looked at it on the map and thought at a rough guess 
about 100km. I had ridden that distance a few times 
before and without thinking too much about it piped 
up and said I would MTB it. After a few dumb looks 
and some unrepeatable descriptions of what they 
thought of my projected efforts, my mind was made 
up and the planning begun. I roped in a young gun 
Geoff Schilg and the scene was set for an epic 
adventure. 
 
We left Abury a bit after 6am and hit the road for 

Eskdale. There was a light mist hovering around the hills, it felt like I was on the set 
of Lord of the Rings and I was about to set off on a real adventure. I had not been to 
Eskdale before but my workmate Rob had told me about what it was like. The valley 
really is a magic place, especially first thing of a morn.  It is very green and lush, with 
mountains everywhere that were screaming to be explored, and we could not wait to 
get amongst it. Geoff, a young, fit and eager lad, with a fearless attitude for adventure 
was raring to go. On arrival to Rob’s place, we quickly pieced together our bikes, 
rugged up in all our warmest gear, then waved goodbye to friends and family to make 
our way up the valley. The Eskdale valley represented the gateway to the mountains, 
gently luring us into a false sense of security as we approached the steep grades of the 
Eskdale Spur.  
 
The easy flowing trails of the valley slowly started to narrow and the top of the 
mountains could no longer be seen. We crossed Little Snowy Creek for the last time 
and we knew what was ahead…… a 5-6km climb onto the Eskdale Spur gaining 
about 600 metres in elevation. 
 
Rob had warned us about the rocky terrain the regions trails consisted of. I was 
expecting boulders the size of my head strewn all over the trail making everything 
near impossible to ride on the climbs. Obviously Rob’s and my interpretation of what 
a rocky trail is is different as the trail was very good with only minor rocks. The trail 
became progressively steeper but for this part, was not ridiculous and comfortably 
rideable. The climb lasted for about an hour up this trail named Bowmans No.2. The 
views opened up as we neared the Eskdale Spur and charm of the high country had a 
firm grip on us both.  



 
Eventually we reached the Spur named 
Eskdale. This marked the end of the longest 
climb of the day and the start of the sharp 
undulations of the spur. The spur consisted of 
gnarly steep descents and short but extremely 
steep climbs. This was my first experience 
with Geoff’s fearless approach to descending. 
Fair enough Geoff was on a dually and me on 
a hard tail but Geoff was simply fearless. 
Within seconds of starting a decent, Evil 
Knievel was out of site, barrelling down the 

hill. I suggested a few times that maybe slowing down would be a pretty good idea as 
it would take a fair while for the Westpac Helicopter to get here. A couple of times he 
slowed down a bit only to barrel past me and off he went again. At one point I came 
around a corner and Geoff was stationary on the side of the trail. “Whats going on 
Geoff?” “Oh just composing myself, came belting round the corner and did a big 2 
wheel slide and nearly went over the edge….” , “Need to slow down Geoffros!!!” I 
replied 
 
Next incident, Geoff gets badly crossed up on a water bar landing near parallel with 
the water bar, only just holding it together. Geoff casually says in a “Gee, did not 
even see that one….” as if it did not matter…. “ Need to slow down Geoff!!!!” 
 
I continued to lecture Geoff like an old man and finished the lectures with “If you fall 
off I will kick the *&^% out of you and leave you there!!”  …. All to no avail, in fact 
I think it just encouraged him to ride faster. 
 
Anyways I had to swallow my pride a couple of times along the spur and don the 
walking approach for the first time. There were a couple of fantastic flowing slightly 
undulating sections, very fun. The final decent before the )*(&)(*& track turn was 
very gnarly. Extremely steep, huge rocks very dicy. Well I thought that anyways, 
Shilgy was long gone and did not seem to share my sketchiness. 
 
From this junction the plan was to head up to Mt Emu but due to time restrictions (It 
was nearly 11 and we were a bit behind schedule) we decided to give it a miss and 
headed off down the first long descent of the day. And what a descent it was. 20 
minutes of smooth, steep, water bars everywhere, constant air and giggles the whole 
way. Well worth the climb. 
 
We eventually reached the valley and from here it was about 15km of asphalt flat 
stuff where I just hid behind the Schilg machine and gritted my teeth in an attempt not 
to get dropped. In no time we reached Towanga and had a scrumptious homemade 
bread roll from the store to refuel the body. MMMmmmm…. It was great. We then 
waited for our motor biking buddies, yes that’s right, we beat them to the lunch stop 
by about ½ an hour!!! The lads eventually rocked up, all looking big and tough on 
there bikes but really they knew they were taking the soft option. We had a quick chat 
and then went on our way.  
 



Towanga gap was attained via the 
main road, we set a steady pace 
and it was not too bad, although it 
was hard to get the legs going after 
sitting around for over an hour. 
From the Towonga gap lookout we 
hit the dirt again and the trail got 
very serious. From a few quick 

glances at the map I did not expect this section to be all that tough. Just a few gradual 
ups and downs and then we would drop down to the Kalkoon valley �  . The reality 
was that I would spend more time pushing my bike up the gnarly climbs than riding. 
The legs were hammered and the gradient was ridiculous. The descents were still 
awesome though. Geoff was still riding these incredible grades but he had to work 
extremely hard which I was hoping would catch up to him soon…..  
 
The Views from this range were still magnificent. Panoramic mountain views in every 
direction, making all the hard work worth while.  
 

We arrived at the Running Creek Track junction with much 
relief. Phew…… It had been a hard slog for me over the 
Tawonga range and this junction signalled the end of the big 
climbs for the day so I was very relieved. The descent that 
followed has to go down as one of the best ever!! A mix of 
steep rough 4wd track and super smooth trail littered with 
water bars perfect for air time. This lasted around 30 minutes 
and was only rivalled by the decent off the Eskdale Spur, and 
the Stirling Valley stage of Wildside as the best downhill 
ever!! Wildly wicked. 
Now down the mountain and belting our way along the 

Kalhoon Valley, along smooth gravel roads on our way to the finish line. It was not 
long before the gravel gave way to asphalt road, much to our surprise and pleasure. 
Within the space of an hour we had gone from slugging up ridiculously steep pinches 
to belting along an asphalt road with a sniff of victory. Life was good. Along this road 
we passed a magnificent castle. This was much to our surprise that such a brilliant 
piece of architecture should be in the middle of the sticks. We stopped for a couple of 
happy snaps and then were on our way. We also stopped by one of the local houses to 
replenish our water supplies. They were very friendly with good advice on where 
exactly we were and the quickest way home. Country folk are so friendly, we could 
have talked for hours but by now it was getting near 4.30 and light was not on our 
side. 

 
We trudged through the valley, passed 
some crazy dirt bike riders (The crew 
from work) and one of them gave Geoff 
a bit of a tow for a bit. None were keen 
to give me a tow unfortunately. This of 
course does mean that I rode further 
than Geoff….. Something to hang my 
hat on if nothing else. 
 



At the  end of the valley we hooked left, 
rode over the last real climb of the day, 
kahloon gap, then belted down the 
other side to near Rosewhite where we 
hit the dirt again and took a short cut to 
Scotty’s place. By now the day had 
near turned to night and without either 
of us having lights we pushed on 
hurriedly in an attempt to make the end 
of our trip before dark. Knowing the 
end was nigh my legs all of a sudden 
felt great, Geoff and I were going at 
what felt like race pace up the short 

climbs and down the other side through the bush, past the Gravity 12 hour event 
centre and onward into the darkness. Night time had beaten us to the finish and it was 
now a cautious ride to Scotty’s place trying not to hit any rocks with limited vision. A 
couple of descents on gravel and later on ashphalt we could not see a thing. We could 
make out a line of tree’s to one side and figured the road must be beside that and just 
hoped there was no obstacles.  
 
We of course eventually reached our destination, a hour or 2 behind schedule but we 
made it all the same, wrapped with our efforts and memories of a classic adventure. 
We climbed monster hills, descended brilliant trails, took in views that defy 
description and reached the finish so that we could tell our tale. Long live adventure 
Rides!!! �  
 
 
 
 
 
Ride Distance – Approx 100km (Neither of us had a Speedo) 
Duration – We left Eskdale at around 7:45 am, had a bit over an hour stop for lunch 
and arrived at Scotty’s at 6:30pm. 
 
 
  


