Ride Report.

Cup weekend 2005.


Friday.    Day of Brownie Points and great Expectations. 

I had arrived on the Thursday,  Peter and Cameron were already there, a bit of coffee

to be consumed and a day well spent cutting up some of the wood lying around the block after the storms. I had brought some spare parts, and hopefully would repair the hot water system on the showers. It was ideal burning weather, and a few more square metres of blackberries were cleared out. Families had started to arrive, Steve Simons and Ron Darby were riding across from Narbathong, and were expected around 6.00 pm.



The allotted time came and went, nightfall arrived, we didn’t know where they were, or which way they were coming.  They arrived at about 6.00 am in the morning on foot, having walked the last 20 km from Lake Cobbler direction. The bikes were down the side of the embankment, where they had tried to get around a large log. One of the bikes had a damaged clutch.



More people had arrived and the place was looking good.   


Saturday.   Day of the Cavalry.



Steve, Craig and Ron had left early,( they had barely arrived), complete with chain saw to clear the track and pick up the bikes.  It was going to be too much fun to miss, so we hot footed it behind them, only to find a monster log across the road just after the Williams Logging Road turn off. I was not aware that this was the log in question, so headed off along Williams and around and down to the other side. The boys had just got there, and we had various attempts to cut the log, lever it , roll it to no avail. There is some geometric formulae here somewhere. “ If the sum of twice the blade equals less than the minimum diameter of the log,  then the effect of gravity becomes zero.”


We managed to get their bikes up onto the road, and a few of us found a track around the log, be it with a bit of puffing and panting, but the ute would have to go back the way it had come. It was all down hill to the Williams Rd turn off, so the bikes were rolled down, but we still had too many bikes at the top without enough riders.  David Wigg , bless his heart, had the courage to sit on my pillion seat while I rode back up the hill.  I kid you not, it was an experience for both of us, with D hanging on like grim death, and my front wheel touching the ground when it seemed like it had no other choice.


In the middle of all this excitement, swearing and log sawing, we rode off to Lake Cobbler, interrupted the locals test match and had our photographs taken for their club magazine. I left my helmet on, she will never recognise me.


The day was marching on, there was beer to be drunk, and more families had arrived.


Sunday.   Day of recovery.



It had rained during the night and looked like it would drip all day.



It was becoming clear that a lot of the tracks were closed with logs, the river was too high to cross at Camp Creek, and Shultz’s was closed.  Where to go?.   Bright is always a good idea. We would try Buffalo Divide to Dandongadale  cross the bridge, try Goldies  and the Buggery Track and work our way over to the Buckland Valley. It wasn’t to be, Buggery was full of logs that had been cut for the first few kms, then wall to wall timber.  Goldies is a bit boring at the best of times, we would have a look at Yarrabulla. It was boggy and wet, we had gone about 2 km, and here was an ancient 4x4 land rover, I think, up to the wheel hubs in water and mud.  He didn’t want any help, so we pushed on.  I was fairly confident we would be back,( there is a long hill, and in the wet, impossible.) . Ted and I made a bit of a pigs ear of getting back through some of the creek crossings, and by the time we arrived the team had managed to get the ute out and send him on his way.  It was getting late, the enthusiasm for Bright had waned, and the fridge was calling.  We would go back the way we had come.


We had barely got onto the Buffalo Road when we were waved down by a fellow who had a bogged Land Cruiser. They weren’t far off the road, but road tyres in a couple of inches of slop can dampen any ones enthusiasm. They were grateful for a bit of a push, and it added to our day of excitement.


We split up at the start of the Buffalo Divide Track, with a couple taking the road.  A quick sprint back along the ridge would round the day of nicely.  It was getting late and rain was starting to fall, the gallop slowed to a canter. The Cobbler track  was a six inch blanket of porridge, the canter slowed to a trot, and then a walk.  Even the two Steves commented on the unfriendliness, of the sticky mess that the track had become.


Tim excelled himself by repairing the plastic fitting , where the guttering leads to the water tank .  Didn’t want any help but I lent him my hacksaw.


Monday.  Day of the Whimps.

It was becoming apparent that we would not get to Bright any other way than the main road.  Not much fun, perhaps the Whitfield shop would be open?. After a bit of a late start, back up the Cobbler track we went. In just a few hours it is amazing how much the track dried out, the 4 x 4’s had been through with their real chainsaws and down the staircase we went, to the King River.  There was a bit of water flowing, and  a couple of us plowed through to the other side. 

Unfortunately one of the DR’s fell over, and a bit of time was lost in the dry out procedure. Ted and the others whimped out, so much for Whitfield, we sat around relaxing  in the sun for  while, and went back to camp.  A pleasant day was had by all.

A few families and others had started to move out, other commitments etc.

Tim was teaching his girls to ride, and a mini bike with training wheels was a delight to behold. 

Shane and his team arrived pretty much on schedule, Dennis had piked out, and one of the KTMs had given up.  Other than that they were in good spirits.

Tuesday.     Day of reckoning.


Various groups were packing up for an early start. For those of us who remained, it was time to go for the final lap of the weekend. Shane and team were leaving early for their return trip, bikes had to be prepared, tyres changed and adjustments made. Four of us would ride out with them, and return to camp, that would round of our weekend nicely and allow us to be packed and ready to go by mid afternoon. We went with them to Craigs Hut, waved goodbye, and set off for the return trip. Dave had taken off his bash plate, and as the crankcase of the TT forms part of the frame he was reluctant to go back up the staircase. I think he could have gone up on the back wheel, anyway we opted to take the Little Cobbler Track, regrouped at the end at the Upper Rose Rd, and no Mark ?.( we had been regrouping on corners all weekend, and  the lead rider position had rotated a bit). What to do??. Perhaps he had gone on up to the Abbeyard turnoff. 


We back tracked a bit, split up and followed the two route choices we had, tore out a little of our hair and decided to go back to the camp and rethink the situation.  Julie was not to concerned, and suggested that we should wait a bit.  Meanwhile we would prepare to go back out. Rob and Tim were about to depart, we would need to hold them for a bit. Steve had crashed his bike returning down the Cobbler Track. None of us was in any way enthusiastic about returning to Lake Cobbler at that time of day.   Well! he arrived, all sorts of excuses, had to borrow some fuel, but all was well.  I had my bit to say about waiting on corners, but it was time to go home.


Myself , Steve and family and a couple of others agreed to meet in Mansfield for a coffee.  It was Melbourne Cup day and Mansfield had their own celebrations as well and the townwas truly bubbling .  There is some thing about Melbourne Cups and Brownlow Medals that I can’t put my finger on.

It had been a marvellous weekend, a lot more people than I had anticipated, in view of the shortfall in the ride calender.  There was a large representation of families, and lots of mini bikes and 4 wheel things.  The kids had an endless ball, the Multi Purpose Training Facility on the other block was a real hit and well used. The wet spots on the block provided endless entertainment, and not only from the kids.  All in all the kids, and some of the mums, were well behaved. There is still a bit of  room for some improvement, and we need to readdress some of the areas used. I don’t think it is an insurmountable problem, that a bit of lateral thinking can’t resolve.  

Riders and Families Present.   It is probably my fault, but we didn’t record people as they arrived. They sort of just turned up, like mushrooms on a warm day.  They all know if they were there. There were a lot of new faces, and I don’t want to miss anyone.  Having said that, I would still like to welcome Ingrid Sibberas and  family on her first visit. 

Personally, I had a great weekend, the riders had a great weekend (Except for Steve), the wives had a great weekend and the kids had an endless ball.. Thanks to all for attending.  It is the support and company of others, that makes it all worthwhile.

Phil Randall.   

