Where there’re flowers, there’re bees

Forward

When I open my eyes on a weekday morning , I'm faced with a decision. I look out towards
the window and search for signs of sun light. If the morning sky is clear, then I close my eyes
for another ten minutes, If the sound of rain is heard, then I get up and shower. If the day is
bright and clear, then I'll prepare to cycle to work and have my shower there. The commute
takes about 20 minutes by car or 35 minutes by bike. Fifteen minutes separates the difference,
face the traffic and the race for a parking spot or endure the elements of the ride, such as road
traffic, pedestrians, hill climbs, pot holes, curbs and the endurance. For two days a week, I’ll
take the latter. Nine years ago, I took up the challenge of riding to work. I'd taken the
family to the US for a ten week holiday and when I returned to work, a colleague said to me.
"Gee, you have filled out." I'm kind of lucky in a way, where I never really had a problem
with weight loss, although with just turning 40, it looks like I need to be careful. I remember
my first commute, it was done in two stages, [ would ride the 13kms to work, come home on
the bus and the next morning be back on the bus then I would ride home again. I laugh at
myself now that I even thought of the idea. It doesn't feel that hard anymore. Cycling in
Canberra was starting to be popular and so I invested in a hybrid bike. The shop assistant had
sold me on the idea that I could use the bike to ride on the road as well as on dirt trails. Two
for one deal, I was up for that. As it turned out, [ went through a lot of kilometres on the
hybrid, so for the 300 dollars, it paid for itself. Today, I'm riding a proper road bike, carbon
fibre, curly bars, street tyres and a Gel seat. There was a noticeable difference between the
two bikes, the road bike was a lot lighter and faster. On the hybrid, it was heavier and a lot
more work. I was reminded every time when being passed by another road bike how slow I
was. Now, I'm only been passed by riders who have logos shirts, tight shorts and about ten
kilos lighter. My commute travels from Duffy in Weston Creek to Civic, the business
district of Canberra. Most of the trip is on a proper bike path and only a small section in
Duffy travels along the road. Its only recently that I have noticed how fortunate I've been by
having such a route. It's a route I would like to share and this is my commute.

Duffy

There are four season in Canberra, the summers are hot and dry and the snowless winters are
wet and cold, Spring and Autumn are moderately warm during the day and cold at night. This
allows you to cycle at any time of the year. Although on winter mornings, you need to rug up,
the most important bit of clothing you need is mittens. When experiencing my first winter
morning, I’d failed to wear gloves and four minutes into my ride, I went searching in my
backpack for a pair of socks. I needed something to put on my hands and they provide the
perfect protection. Now days, I wear mittens, not gloves because my fingers get cold. The
other digits that I find gets cold are my toes. So to alleviate that, [ bought shoe socks. Over
the years, I've bought a few bike things. There are things you could buy to make your ride
comfortable and you only know what that is until you experience the discomfort. It takes
experience to really know, so if you're reading this and thinking that you need all these
things, Stop! Because you only appreciate the things from experience. When I'm finally
ready in the morning, I walk out to the back room, grab my 18 speed from the bike rack,
check the tyre pressure and grease the chain. If it's winter, I ensure the battery to my bike
lights are fully charged for my night trip home. I put my headphones on, start up the daily
podcast and the way I go. From my driveway, I roll down Tantangara Street and turn left at
the Duffy Scout Hall. The Scout Hall had been recently build since the previous hall was
burned down from the 2003 Canberra Bushfire. Duffy was the hardest hit by the bushfires
with over 200 homes destroyed. The scout hall took a long time to rebuild since the decision



to rebuild was debated for years. The only thing that is remaining from the destruction was a
damaged Ship's mask, which is situated outside the front opening. Today in October, I'm
greeted with Australia's most aggressive bird, the Magpie. This Magpie has only just
established itself here in front of the hall. He appears to just squawk and hover, not scratch or
peck it's targets. You just have to keep your wits about you when you come into this

area. Just on the my right is the Duffy Community oval. In the centre of the oval is a
cricket pitch and the oval is surrounded by raised banks. If you came here for the first time,
you would assume that the bank is for people to sit on, but the banks are there to hold in the
stormwater. The Duffy Community oval is actually a dam. Dufty is unique, it's uniqueness
comes from three things. As mentioned, it was the hardest hit by the 2003 bushfires and
Second, its stormwater network uses the streets to move the water. Duffy is situated on the
side of Narrabundah hill. All the runoff from the houses are directed to the streets and the
road network is arranged so that the water runs into the community oval first and then it's
piped under the suburb of Holder to the Weston Creek reservoir. Finally, believe it or not, all
the streets in Duffy are named after Australian reservoirs or dams. eg Just west of ACT is
Tantangara Dam and Blowering Dam in the Brindbillas. Most of my downhill ride is so far
peddleless although the pestering Magpies still have my attention. Once I get to Blowering
Street from connecting path, the magpie has given up. This path takes me past my previous
owned house on the right. I look over and I'm reminded of the 16 years of memories. The
retaining wall I built, the watering system I installed, the driveway in which my sons played
cricket, the front door I painted and the spot on the driveway of where my friend Andrew
drove up and said to me "I've lost everything!". On January 8th 2003, a lightening storm
struck and caused fires in the Brindabella. If the bushfires aren't controlled, it was going to
cause problems for the neighbouring towns and Canberra. Ten days later, the fire had grown
so large from the hot westerly winds that by 2pm on the 18th of January, the fires had
reached Eucumbene Drive. The skies had turned black from the smoke and the residence
began to panic. I was up at the playground near the shops with my five year old son. The
darkness concerned me and so we went into the shop and then a man runs into the shop and
warn us that the fire had jumped across Eucumbene Drive into the suburb. That was only
three streets away, so we quickly ran home to prepared for the fire attack. I had a friend
visiting from Sydney and he helped out. My wife put the kids into the car and drove off to
find a safer place. She didn’t get very far, because she was met by a traffic jam on Burrunjuck
Crescent. The traffic wasn't moving. Who would have thought at 2:30 pm in the afternoon,
being pitch dark and being faced with a traffic jam on quietest road. There were ambers
flying everywhere. You could hear the water crane helicopters in the sky hovering over
houses in the distance, they were either dumping water or gathering the liquid from the
swimming pools. It was confusing to know what was happening. It was not a place to be and
my friend and I looked at each other wondering whether staying behind was a good idea. We
quickly had our hoses ready waiting for the threat. The brush fence between my driveway
and the neighbours caught on fire from a falling amber. The brush fence didn't take long to
burn. Our hoses weren't long enough to reach and then an Angel appear from across the
street. A young women with a bucket had the fire out in quick time. I called her an Angel
because she came from nowhere and it was the first and the only time I had ever seen her.
She was a true hero. As I ride by and look over at where the brush fence once stood, I'm
reminded of the moment with Andrew. He was living on Summerset Street closer to the
Eucumbene and his story was simple. He was in his backyard with his hose trying to put out
the fire near the wooden fence. The water pressure in the suburb had dwindle down to a slow
pour and so Andrew had to abandon his efforts and leave. He returned the next day to what
he feared the most. I can only imagine what he was feeling, the night before not knowing, not
sleeping, worrying about the house, being in this makeshift refuge, a high school in Woden



and very anxious. They wouldn't allow residents back into the suburbs until the next day. His
first stop was the house, walking around in the rubble seeing what can be retrieved. Not much
was left except for his son's kiddy pool in the backyard. He eventually rebuilt a bigger and
better house on the same lot, but restarting his life again was his biggest challenge. As I pass
my house, I was hunched over expecting another Magpie attack. Last year, I was attacked
here at this spot, but it appears, the little critter is somewhere else today. Turning right at
Burrunjuck I head down the road and turn left onto Dixon Drive. So far the ride has been
downhill and so worth it. I often spot on the sidewalk coming the other way, a familiar old
man with a limp. I sometimes see him feeding the Magpies further down in the Holder's
wetlands. I wave to him and he waves back. I must stop one day and have a chat. When I pass
Waramanga drive on my left, I am reminded of two incidents; First, Waramanga drive was
the fire break during the 2003 Canberra bushfires and it saved a lot of lives. Second, the street
is straight and ascends up to Eucumbene Drive. This street has a five degrees gradient and I
was once asked by a sprinter, do you know of a long straight hill that I can train on? My reply
was “Waramanga drive would be the climb”. I have ran up that hill many times and you
certainly feel it at the top. The driving commuters will cruise down the road to turn left onto
Dixon Drive uninterrupted, although they are bitterly disappointed when they see me on the
18 speed causing them to brake. I ring my bell to remind them that they should stop for

bikes. Fortunately for me this is the last stretch of road, before the start of the bike path. I
turn off the road just before the bus shelter.

Molonglo River corridor

The bike path starts at the old Kambah Road. This section of the path was the major road
between the Cotter Road and the Long Gully Road in Kambah back in the 1950s. There is
still an old bridge you can cross if you ride up to the new suburb of Wright. There is a track
junction just before the bridge and so I turn right and head down to the Cotter Road Streeton
Drive intersection. With the new Molonglo development, there has been a lot of road
changes. There is a 600m section of the Cotter Road that has been under road construction for
nine years. I think they had changed it at least four times and whenever I drove past, you
would only see the construction crew on Saturdays. It was the only day of the week where
you really needed to slow down for the construction speed signs. Under and over the Weston
Creek bridge brought me to the other side of the Cotter Road and peddling towards the North
Weston pond. I call this stretch “Weed pond,". People in parked cars would face the West
overlooking the pond and it is where they would stoke up and admire the sunset towards Mt
Stromlo. You can often smell the scented riding past.

As I start to ascend for the first time near the RSPCA, I can hear the barking. You often see
volunteers walking the dogs, I take my hat off to these individuals, I remember when my
family discovered “Marley” an Australian silky terrier, in the RSPCA cage, a few years back
, a volunteer was sitting in the cage with him and keeping him settled. We took him home, we
saved Marley’s life that day. As I go past the RSPCA there is a downhill bit towards
Molonglo River, I am confronted with a troop of kangaroos lazing along the hillside. All I'm
concerned about is whether they will bounce in my path. They are easy to avoid if you know
the speed to peddle. To my right is the Australia Defence College, not much can be said
about this place other than it conducts courses intended to prepare field ranking officers
(Major / Lieutenant Commander / Squadron Leader) for staff duties and seek out promotions.
All T know is that I don’t hear fire arms, a practise that could set off the dogs at the RCPCA.
But instead it’s peacefully quiet and I can imagine this area would be perfect for the high



ranking officers to enjoy his or her lunch break. Once I pass the college I coast down to the
Molonglo River bike path, a stretch of sealed path from Weston Creek to Shrivener Dam.
This section is the most peaceful part, but where there’re flowers, there’re bees.

The first time I rode down this path was with my wife and another couple 19 years ago. We
were riding single file towards Shrivener dam when my friend’s wife suddenly stops, she
jumps off her bike and runs back towards us. Her face looked terrified and she pointed up the
pathway and yelled “SNAKE!” It took some time to get her back on the bike again. Actually,
I don’t think she ever rode again after that. I didn’t see the snake but I would look out for it
next time. That next time is what I encounter every year, at least two or three blown snakes a
year, mainly on summer evenings. I look out for them now and try not to run over them. They
must come up from the river and lay on the hot summer path to warm up. I’ve noticed that if
you make enough noise and slow down, they will sliver off. Just don’t run over them. The
council must have got a few complaints because they mow along the path regularly hoping to
expose their position.

Along the path takes you past a junction where there is a low level crossing on your left and
the equestrian park on your right. If you cross the river, it takes you to the pine forest on the
other side. I had heard that a few MTB volunteers had created single tracks in the pine forest.
So one day, I decided to discover the single tracks on my MTB. The single tracks meander
through the pine forest and finishes up at the Canberra Zoo on the other side. The track then
continues along the Parkway and through a tunnel to the Canberra Arboretum. The Canberra
Arboretum was established after the 2003 Canberra bush fires. The burnt out area of the pine
forest on the western side of the Parkway had become the focal point for establishing rare
forests, mostly threatened and symbolic trees from Australia and around the world. If you
were to drive along the parkway, you would see the immature trees in perfect rows To access
the arboretum by car, there is a roadway to the top of Dairy Farmers hill which provides a
lookout over the western part of Canberra from there you can drive to the facilities such as
picnic areas, cafes and conferencing rooms.

If you turned right at the bike path junction, it takes you into an equestrian park. As you ride
along, you can see the equestrian jumps all over the land scape. Those jumps look pretty
tricky for a rookie. Not too far along you arrive at the Yarralumla pedestrian bridge. The
bridge is constructed with wooden slats and so to improve the surface, the council decided to
lay bitumen on the surface. Whoever did that job, should be shot. The bitumen leaked
through between the slats and so the surface became uneven and rough. Probably the worst
part of the trip.

At this point you meet up with the West basin bike path. The West Basin is part of Lake
Burley Griffin which ends at Shrivener dam. Lake Burley Griffin has three basins, East,
Central and West basin. Each is separated by two bridges, the Kings Avenue Bridge and the
Commonwealth Avenue Bridge. The lake was formed when they built Scrivener dam on the
Molonglo River. West basin otherwise known as West Lake is the largest of the three water
areas. When I was training for the Canberra Half marathon, many of my runs
circumnavigated around West Lake. I’'m not sure I could do that anymore.



As you join the West lake path, you can see some of the National Zoo and Aquarium
cages on your left across the river. You often hear lions roar or the spotted Hyena bark. The
pathway crosses the dam on the other side of Lady Denham drive. You travel through an
underpass and take a sharp turn towards the left. Here’s where you need to be alert with other
riders coming the other way. I ring my bell as I enter the underpass to alert others , sometimes
I wish they would do the same. Traveling across the dam is pretty much uneventful
when you consider what I have seen so far. When you get to the other side you could cross
Lady Denham Drive again and ride towards the Zoo entrance or you could keep following the
path around to the right. You need to keep your speed up because the next segment takes you
up Snake Rise. I call it “Snake Rise” because of it’s a sharp ascent which meanders up like a
snake. At the top, there is a spot where you can rest on a bench looking out towards the lake.
On many occasions, I’ve seen people contemplating life on that bench. I must stop one day
and do the same. As you past the bench, you roll down through the cork plantation. I feel
like I’'m going through the Batman cave and when you come out the other side you have
arrived at Yarramundi reach. Yarramundi reach is a peninsular which was the home of the
Lindsay Pryor National Arboretum, unfortunately most of the arboretum was destroyed by
the 2003 bushfire. Following the Lake path, there is a slight rise which crosses Barrenjoey
Drive and when you arrive at the peak, you are presented with, I believe is a view of
tranquillity. If you can imagine an arrangement of flowers, flowers of coloured pedals
sprouting out inviting the bees and the additional leafy colouring filling the gaps. The
combination of shapes and colours gives its beauty. During the winter, you can see the early
morning dew, a slight fog hovering over the lake, foliage nearly touching the water and the
active birdlife on the lake, a true combination of colours.

The reward of sight is then added with a slight downhill. On my left is the ACT Aboriginal
and Torres Strait Islander Cultural Centre. The cultural centre has an art gallery and a
conference centre. For a small period of time before the National Museum was built, it used
to hold a large collection of aboriginal artefacts.

The path takes you past a toilet block at this point. I’'m not sure what inspired the builder, but
the block is created as a log cabin. Just behind the cabin is Acadia peninsular. There is a dirt
road out to the peninsular off Lady Denham drive which passes the toilet block. One Sunday
afternoon, I was driving along Lady Denham drive when my son needed to go to the toilet.
As I parked the car adjacent to the toilet, I noticed an old guy walking out of the toilet as
though he had something up his butt and then I noticed another guy coming from behind with
a smile. There was something about that smile that made me think that the toilet block was
used for more then what appeared. Neither my son nor I went into that toilet that day. Up the
path is a junction where you can cross Lady Denham drive via a traffic light to Belconnen.
The pathway leads past the Glenlock interchange and up Bindubi Street. I used to ride up
there when I worked at Fernhill Park. The path is a gradual incline hill which went on
forever, although it was a hell of ride coming the opposite way. Today, I stay on the lake path
and ride past Acadia inlet near the rowing area.

When Scriveners dam was finished in September 1963, the lake failed to fill up as expected
and since the national rowing championship were scheduled on the lake in late April 1964.
The national regatta was threaten to be cancel. It was 15 feet short of an acceptable



level. Although, fortunately two weeks before the regatta, the rain clouds had broken and it
continuously poured raising the water to maximum level. This part of Lake Burley Griffin is
set out with rowing docks and racks. Here, onlookers sit on the grassy banks and see the head
on view of the rowers finishing the course. As always, the anguishes of pedalling up hill is
rewarded with a slight downhill. The next part of the path a straight flat section very close to
the waters edge and you often see fishermen sitting on the log barriers with rods. I believe if
you like Carp, then this is the place for you. Not much else is out there.

Once you have dodge the casting rods, the path leads you to Black Mountain peninsular. At
this point, the path splits off to either ride around or over the peninsular. Going around takes
you along the lakes edge where you can enjoy picnics area with playgrounds and grassy
areas. My children have enjoyed this area many times. The playgrounds over the years have
changed. They original consisted of tree forts and log apparatuses surrounded by a layer of
14mm mulch. Now, the playgrounds have become modern with funky roller seats and swingy
things. They are specifically design for safety. Every climbing apparatus would have extra
handrails and the ground would be covered in a spongey material. There is no thill in the
playgrounds, so my kids stop wanting to come.

The commute option is riding up and over the peninsular, the incline is about 5% gradient
and you can normally tell on this rise whether your thighs are conditioned for hills. If you are
standing on your peddles to get up this hill, it’s a pretty good indication on whether you ride
often. It’s always a good idea to stay in the saddle, because actually you use less effort. The
path follows along the lake and goes over the Parkway’s Sullivan Creek bridge. Once I’'m
over the bridge, I turned off and ride under the bridge and up along the creek towards ANU.
ANU is the most confusing place to get around in. Luckily the bike path is straight forward
and passes from one side to the other with optional choices of paths. Although if you wanted
to drive from one end to the other, you have to know where to go. The roads are not
interconnecting other than going through a complicated series of side roads or car parks. I
remember years ago when tried to get from one end of ANU to the other and followed a road
into a carpark. This carpark had multiple entrances, but they divided the carpark with logs so
you couldn’t use it as a through way. I was denied that day by a log. I can only imagine the
1000s of ANU student which tried to do the same was denied by that one single log. Of
course, if you had a four wheel drive, the log was a bump in the road. Now days, they have
improved it with a garden bed. Of course, being a university campus, there is gotta be one
quirky thing that stands out. That would have to be Ursula Hall Laurus Wing , a university
residence which was designed by stacking 108 shipping container to make it look like a
apartment block. Each container is an narrow apartment. I remember when they were being
building it. They placed a crane in the centre and the crane would lift the containers off the
line of trucks and stack them up like a kid with a logo set. It took less then a week to stack,
but it took over six months to do the fit out i.e stairways, plumbing, electricity and of course a
balcony. After riding through a series of ANU walkways, I eventually exit the campus

onto Childers Street near the statue of the alien. Just between the Street Threatre and the
Family Court there is a statue in which I have no idea what it is It looks like a cross between
a dog and a standing sheep. This is my lasting thought as I’'m shaking my head wording
WTEF. When I cross the street to my building.

In reflection, I never would have thought that this was a special ride. As I write this non
fictional story, I am bewildered on what I have taken for granted. But I suppose you
sometimes you need to be a Bee, because they always smell the flowers.
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