
Seeking Hyde
In Melbourne

Uncorking The
Clare Valley

The Hotel
Heist Is Real

FA S T  T I M E S
ON THE SLOW ISL AND

A riotous Tasmanian supercar adventure ó fuel (thankfully) included

����� ��� ����



����� ��� ���� �LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

In a time of fuel anxiety, putting a car on the cover isn’t
tone-deaf — it’s deliberate.

Because travel has always been about motion, not just miles 
(I want nothing more than to write “kilometres” there but I lose
the alliteration and that’s no fun). And — to roll the metaphor
down the road a little further — we make this magazine to move
you to places, ideas and the kind of experiences that pull you
out of the everyday.

At times like these, when travel feels complicated and the
world starts to tilt towards caution, this matters even more.
Sure, we may be headed for a stop sign (OK, enough now), at the
very least a point at which we’ll need to yield (hey — I avoided
“give way”, be thankful), but the road will reopen (seriously??)
and the journey (please stop!!) will continue.

I actually like these times for a reason oft-overlooked — for
the simple fact that tricky moments have a way of sharpening
desire. When the world tightens, you find clarity about what 
it is you want — and generally you’ll go after it with even 
more vigour.

It’s here we come in. Because this magazine isn’t about 
escape for escape’s sake — it’s about, ahem, ignition. So we offer
supercar adventures that are bold and brilliant, and surely the
ultimate way to pummel the senses and indulge the Apple Isle.
And we explore Melbourne and remote new parts of Indo and
Berlin and elsewhere in the hope of driving (I genuinely didn’t
mean that) desire.

So, read our pages. Embrace their inspiration. Hell, go and
book the trip and take the wheel (!!) on an experience that feels
out of reach right now. Because uncertainty doesn’t cancel
appetite — well, it damn well shouldn’t.

As for our role in all this, it’s pretty simple as I see it: to light
the spark, hand you the keys and point you towards the open
road (OK, this has run its course now).

Desire shouldn’t wait 
for stability

Richard Clune
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Ferrari 296 GTB
v Tasmania
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Redlining 
wilderness

�������������������	
�����

��
����������

����	�

���������������������������������

�������������
�������
���������

����
�����

����� ��� ���� ������������

the



����� ��� ���� �������������

A perky woman serving Real Housewives Of Melbourne
vibes clambers from the passenger side of a Porsche
718 Cayman GT4 RS.

The most hardcore track model on today’s
impressive supercar menu doesn’t lend itself to
graceful exits — principally because it doesn’t
particularly care about the passenger. It has, beyond 
a wondrous a 3.4-second 0-100km/h time, a
conspicuous disregard for comfort that extends to 
a lack of interior door handles (to save weight, and
perhaps as an obtuse German joke, Porsche has
replaced them with strips of fabric that do not come 
at a discount). 

“That was AMAZING! . . . ” gushes the Melburnian
housewife, luminous dentistry flashing. The first
sunlight has just kissed the depths of the adjacent
valley and birdsong hangs in Tasmania’s famously
pristine air that smells, mostly, of heated brakes. 
“ . . . Anyone else wants to vomit?”

Welcome to the surprisingly accessible world of
luxury supercar driving experiences. 

Much of a given day is spent rotating through a
convoy of engineering marvels piloting Australia’s best
roads, operating across a spectrum of exhilaration,
intimidation and endless fun. With the occasional side
of nausea. 
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Matt Thio has been guiding these events for the
best part of two decades. 

Based in Sydney, if rarely at home, Thio’s Prancing
Horse outfit visits five States each year, lingering
across eight consecutive multi-month residences.
Tasmania, with its culinary energy, cool-weather
culture and the country’s finest driving roads, hosts
the cavalcade each February, based out of
Launceston. 

The premise here is simple. Drivers book and
arrive in pairs, typically as couples. Depending on
numbers, Thio and his teams then select five or six
cars from their impressive travelling stable. Cycling
through the vehicles, each attendee is given time
behind the wheel of each car across a day spent
driving 200-300km. 

Between multiple stops for driver changes and
suitably artisanal Tasmanian fare, this can take 10 or
more hours. 

“We stress that it’s in no way a racing experience,”
Thio tells ROAM. 

Even partners who’ve gifted a Prancing Horse
package to a car-fancying partner, and who declare
a firm preference for the passenger seat, are
encouraged to have a go. 

“That’s a challenge accepted from our perspective
— to ensure that they drive because it’s always the
things you least expect that you remember most.”
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The roster of vehicles is always evolving but
routinely exotic, with a stable including four
Ferraris, a pair of McLarens, Porsches, Lotuses,
Corvettes, as well as the odd Audi R8, Aston
Martin and Lamborghini Huracan EVO. 

“Insurance is a nightmare,” says Thio, during
the morning briefing at Peppers Silo hotel, a
series of four disused 1960s grain stores
reimagined as a contemporary nine-storey hotel
on the slow-flowing Tamar River. Silos’ curved
concrete bones are offset by plush finishes and
impressive paddock-to-plate dining – although
indulge a hearty pre-drive breakfast at your
peril. “Luckily, though,” continues Thio, “in over
18 years we’ve only had three crashes.”

Even so, a stone chip in the wrong spot on a
Ferrari 488 GTB can cost thousands; replacing
the windscreen in a Huracan? Think $8000. 

The thing about supercars, though, is that
they want to be driven like supercars. And
they’re persuasive. Setting off along a north-east
route from Tasmania’s second city sees the fleet
almost immediately launch into a sublime series
of bends, alternating through sepia tone
farmland and abrupt eucalypt-crowded hills. 

The attendant Prancing Horse drive team,
hustling at the front in an Alfa Romeo Giulia lead
car, provides a reassuringly constant patter of
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real-time information via a two-way radio. 
They relay potential hazards such as roadkill
(omnipresent), caravan-hauling grey nomads
(rare), or gravel verges (see above: stone chips). 

The convoy pinballs through pinprick villages
and regular stops, where it’s thronged each 
time by enthusiastic, car-fancying children. 
So, too, nonplussed children brandished by
enthusiastic, car-fancying adults. 

Between each station — morning tea at the
Western Tiers Distillery in Westbury, samplings
at Deloraine’s Melita Honey Farm, a spot 
of history and barehanded unearthing at The
Truffle Farm Tasmania — the stars are, of
course, the cars. 

Whether the driver is sporting a twin set and
pearls or a Nurburgring polo, each model offers
a unique series of epiphanies. 

There’s the brusque Porsche GT4 RS with 
its passenger seat challenges and machete
subtlety. There’s the marvellously monstrous
Lamborghini Huracan, a car that telegraphs its
intentions like sending Mike Tyson to negotiate
a trade deal, and the dispassionate surgical
precision of the McLaren Artura, with its flashy
scissor doors. The show-pony Corvette Z06 
is a brutal American. And then there’s the
flawless Ferrari 296 GTB, an exotic hybrid so
outrageously capable that it dooms everything
thereafter to feel slightly disappointing, like
losing one’s virginity to Aphrodite.������������

���������	


������

�����
������

����� ��� ���� �������������



••••• ��� ���� ••••• ����� • ��



“There’s no pressure,” says Thio. “You have time
to enjoy the scenery and share it with someone
you know . . . And that experience, including
meeting people you don’t know at the start, 
with whom you’re sharing the same emotions
throughout the day, is really bonding.”

Out of the passenger seat and back behind 
the wheel, the Melbourne housewife relishes her
return serve — and the Porsche barks off towards
alpine fields of split grey boulders and arthritic
pencil pines.

Having begun the day with amused reticence,
declaring herself “not a car person”, she’s suddenly
seen the dappled Tasmanian light.

“The Porsche was amazing, but it’s maybe a little
too focused, you know?” she says later, over drinks.
“But the 296 is just so balanced, tipping into
corners . . . ” 
••••• ����� • �� •• � • ���� • 	�
�����
� • � • �
��� • �

�
� • ��� •••• ���� • 
�� • ••••• � • ��� • ��� • ��� • 	 �

• � •• � • �� • ��� • 	

••••• ��� ���� ••••• ����� • ��



••••• � ���� ••••• ����� • ��


