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This book is dedicated to my husband Adam and my five boys Lachie,
Alex, Riley, Blake and Hunter. Thanks for always being awesome. No
matter how hard life can get, never give up believing in yourself.
Love you all forever and always.
Mum xxxxxx
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O

ne late afternoon, I was sitting on my family’s front verandah, watching
our neighbours riding their motorbikes in the distance. They looked like
they were having a great time riding around racing each other. I let out
a massive sigh: ‘Hmmm.’
Dad heard me and came and asked, ‘What’s wrong, Sonny?’
‘Oh, it’s nothing, Dad. I’m just sitting here watching the kids next door on their
bikes and wishing I could ride just like them,’ I answered.
‘Do you think you are now old enough and ready to learn to ride a motorbike?’
he asked.
‘Yes, I think I am, but I don’t have a motorbike, Dad,’ I said.
‘Come with me,’ he said, and so I followed him down to the back shed where he
keeps all of his old bits and pieces.

3

4

He went to the back of the shed and grabbed a dusty old sheet off an old small
motorbike. It was a Yamaha motorbike. It was blue and white, my favourite
colours.
‘This was my very first motorbike when I was your age. I can remember my
dad teaching me and how excited I was. If you think you are ready to learn, I
think we should clean it up and add some new fuel and oil, and then I reckon it’ll
be good to go! What do you think?’ he asked. I just stood there for a moment,
smiling for a moment.
‘Yes please, Dad! When can we start?’ I asked.
‘Now, if you’d like. Take it out and give it a hose off and scrub it with some
soap to make it look good,’ Dad said.
The motorbike turned out to be really quite heavy, especially with a flat tyre.
Dad ended up helping me push it out of the shed to the hose where I could clean
it up.
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Once it was nice and clean, the motorbike looked lovely and shiny. I could see
all the dents and scratches my dad must have put in it when he was learning to
ride. This made me feel so excited to start fixing it with him.
Dad made a list of things we needed to get it up and running again. We needed
a new battery, tyre tubes, some new oil, clean petrol and filters.
The next day, Dad and I drove into town to the motorbike supply shop to get
what we thought we might need plus a couple of extra things Dad wanted. We
also got a couple of extra boxes. I was unsure of what they were.
We got back home and Dad said he had to do a few jobs around the farm before
we started working on the motorbike. I thought I’d help him with his jobs so
he could get done quicker. It turned out to be a lot of jobs that needed doing
such as checking thirsty sheep, leaking pipes and a broken gate.
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It was almost tea time before we got back to our house. But as soon as we
got back, we jumped out of the ute, grabbed a water bottle and headed over to
the shed to start fixing the motorbike.
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We worked on the bike for hours. Mum even bought our tea out to us. By the
time we were done, it was well and truly dark: too dark for riding motorbikes.
Dad said, ‘She’s all ready to go now, mate. Tomorrow, after our jobs, I will teach
you to ride it. Now off you go inside. Have a shower and get ready for bed.’
I gave Dad a big hug and said, ‘Thanks, Dad. I have had a great day today but I
am very tired.’ Then I dragged my feet inside to have a shower.
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That night I dreamt of motorbikes dancing on clouds.
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The next morning came and I couldn’t contain my excitement. At dawn, I heard
my dad getting his breakfast, and I shot out of bed and got dressed as quick as
I could so I could help Dad with his farm jobs. We sat at the table, watching the
sunrise and eating our toast. We grabbed our lunch on the way out the door
and off we went.
We didn’t get back home until 3 p.m. I jumped out of Dad’s ute and ran straight
to my motorbike and tried starting it. To my surprise, it started on the first
try. I went to jump on but Dad called out, ‘Hey, hey, hey there, buddy, what
are you forgetting?’
I was unsure, so I sat and thought for a second before remembering, ‘Oh, a
helmet.’ I knew I didn’t have one, which made me feel very sad, but then I saw
Dad coming out of the shed with a box.
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