CUP WEEKEND

November  4th to 7th  2006.


The road to Abbeyard is getting shorter, well at least it seems that way, I replaced my radio ariel, and have reception for a bit longer.  But the drive is worth it and the lack of rain has had its up side, the block is as pretty as it can be, with a green covering of fresh grass.  The blackberries  have largely succumbed to the power of technology, and our continuous cleaning up program is paying dividends.   The tanks were all but full, and its continued use and care.


 In my usual fervour I had tried to get up there on the Thursday, but it wasn’t to be, as I am still finding my self too much in demand.  Have to do something about that.  Rob Crisp had dragged his caravan up.  

Saturday.   The cake shop was calling, we got off to a good start at around  9.30 am.  Myself , Ted, Anthony, Steve, Rob and Rob1 , Gary and Justine.  I was sort of in front, keeping out of the dust, but not doing a  good job of it. Anthony and Steve insisted in throwing rocks every time I allowed them an inch of leeway.  Mind you, how Steve can throw rocks from a tyre that has no tread is this weekends first mystery.( Although he did have a bit left on the sides). 


We went via Shultz Track, Buffalo Range, Twin Creeks, Pheasant, Albion and Wet Gully Track.  Another mystery, how a track that runs along the top of the ridge overlooking  Harrietville can be called a wet gully.


Bright was it’s usual bubbling self, always full of people, the coffee was good, but time moves on and time to go.  We would return via the Clear Spot lookout, the direct route, up the front.  It’s a great track, though I had two goes at one pinchy bit, then had to take Justine around the road.  Ted excelled himself with his front wheel off the ground,  becoming a bit of a show off I think.  And home via Demon Ridge, Clear Creek, Scotchmans and Camp Creek Crossing.  The crossing was easy, but I have seen the water lower!!.  The evening was pleasant, more people had arrived.  Ruth made an entrance considerably later than anticipated, with some cock and bull story about taking a wrong road, I didn’t believe it.  Ted had a very nice bottle of wine to share, and his views an sharing leave a lot to be desired.

Sunday.   The weather was perfect, Tim and Family were off to climb Mt Cobbler, and for the rest of us, a tour of Wonnangatta station seemed like a good idea.  We would mix it with the myriad of  4 x 4s that had been passing the property for the last two days.. ( I think the birds carry the seeds around, and they are popping up like weeds every where).


We did well to get away reasonably on time with Myself in the lead again ( drunk with power), Anthony, Ted,  Helen, Leisa, Ruth, Rob and Rob3 , Derek,  Mick,  Jerry and  Charles.


So it was back out along the Buffalo Road passed the Catherine Station and onto West Buffalo Road.  I sent the “hotshots” via Razor, and the girls and I met them at the T junction.  Harry Shepherds, Van Dames and Wonnangatta Track were uneventful, except for the pesky weeds.  Ross met us at Wonnangatta. Charles had a go at a challenging track up the side of the hill next to the old homestead, passed the no road sign.  Rob3  was not to be out done, a much better attempt, waved his front wheel to us above the dust and the bushes, and was greeted by the law on his return. It is most gratifying to see the public willingly contributing to the upkeep of the park.


A bit more of the Wonnangatta Track,  Humfray River Track with its numerous river crossings ( they had real water )  and up Water Spur.  The water bars are not getting any smaller, but  the girls managed beautifully and we regrouped at the top on Tea Tree Range.  The views are terrific, a great photo spot, but time marches on, and we wound our way around and along the HCR route to Mt Selwyn.  


Only a couple of takers for the short climb to the lookout, and as the “are we there yet” syndrome was setting in,  so it was down Shultz Track and back home.


Tim and family arrived back from their Mountain Climb, and rumour has it that an unnamed 4 year old on the trip,  outwalked her mother.  It is only a rumour of course, so I don’t imagine anybody would even believe it,  let alone spread it about.

Monday.   This was to be the big one, 200 KM round trip to Saw Mill Settlement.  Ross has a ski chalet,  and it seemed like a good idea at the time.  All fueled up and ready to go by just after nine must be a record.,  waiting on  Rob4  of course,  but Ross, Kevin, Steve, Garry,  Anthony,  Derick, Mick, Tim , Ted and Myself  kicked off for a quick burl around the training track and then off up the Cobbler track we went.     


The pace seemed to be a bit quicker today, a short stop at the lake, a jarring decent down the staircase,  we scouted around the King River crossings, and before long we were at the bottom of Monument Track.  Mind you our trip down the staircase was not without its intrigues, mystery no 3,  here was  volvo two wheel drive casually parked on the side of the track where it would be a trial to reach.


Monument is becoming more cut up on each time I go there, and those pesky weeds seem to be growing almost everywhere. I laid my bike down on a rocky outcrop to an amused audience, but no 

harm done and we regrouped at  Craigs Hut.  The trip to Sawmill included a long section of the Circuit road, it had been graded, and had those scary hidden rocks in loose dirt, then a squirt down King Road and onto Weston Track. I was pretty glad to see the end of that track, and welcomed the easy cruise along Plain Creek Track to Sawmill.


Sawmill was a welcome break for lunch and fuel up, then came the bad news, we had to go back the way we had come. Weston didn’t excite me much,  and before long we found ourselves at Pineapple Flat .  Up until now I had managed to keep my feet dry,  but that was it , squelchy  socks from now on for the length of Burnt Top Track and Wild Horse Gap Track.  It must have been my day for audience encouragement, after having a minor stall in front of two weed mounds, and forcing Kevin to stop behind me, I managed to get going on the incline , but Kevin had to go back down to start again.  I think I will get a hat and pass it around.


The trip up the Lake Cobbler road was starting to  challenge and I was not looking forward to the rocky bits of the return trip home and opted to take the Williams Logging Load, then a slow run down the Cobbler track and back to the block.  I had done 470 k for the weekend over three days, and it was starting to show.  Thanks Kevin for your patience.


Shane and his crew arrived late afternoon, no major problems having come from Dinner Plains via Dargo.


The line up,


Anthony Thomas, Tim and Fiona Dykes and Family,  Rob Srbinovski,  Garry Allen and  Justine Gorney,  Rob Copsey,  Steve and Helen Simmonds and Family,   Charles Sibberas,  Rob and Rose Crisp and Family,  Ross and  Jenny  Neilson,  Kevin and Carolanne O’Brien,  Rob Lomas  and Elena and John,  Leisa Craven,   Ruth Butter,  Derek Crima,   Mick Lia,   Rob and Sam Canter  and Family,  Gerry and Sandra Lorenzo and Family,  Ross Tyler,  and myself of course, but I may choose to be anonymous  after  Mondays performance.


The blowins,


Shane Roberts,  Tafun Ugrasbul,  Rowen Smith,  David Smith,  Jay Critchley,  Allan White,  Peter  Dabner,  Paul Luxmore, Rob Bahn  and Shane’s  father Neville the trusty peggy.


And if I have forgotten any one, it is because You did not put your name on the list!!.


No weekend can be without it’s dramas.  Steve’s son Mat managed to go head on into a tree and give himself a mild concussion.  A trip to Myrtleford and all is well, but we have to be continually alert to the probability of this type of occurrence, which brings me to remind all of the need for parents to monitor their children at all times, and for the necessary indemnities to be in place.   And how many of us have not renewed our ambulance insurance??.


The weekend has been a great success,  good fellowship, good weather, good food and the best riding in the country, and possibly the world.    By the time you read this the state elections will have come and gone, and we will have the government we deserve.


How did we go???.

Phil R.

