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ON SATURDAY 3 May, I 
rolled up to the RO 
Andrew Bragg’s home for 

the 7 am start of this new 200 km 
ride on the Audax calendar. Nine 
other riders also helped the ride 
to make its debut, on what I 
think was the coldest morning 
Brisbane has had this year. The 
temperature hovered around 9°C 
as we set out, climbing steeply 
on suburban streets as we left 
home base. Some of us were 
kitted out appropriately for the 
cold temperature and strong 
winds, but I had failed entirely to 
factor the temperature and wind 
into my dressing routine, with 
nothing but a lightweight, short 
sleeved jersey, bib knicks, merino 
socks and a cotton cap to keep 
me warm. I didn’t actually decide 
to dress so lightly but, with early 
morning mist between my ears, I 
didn’t make any decision about 
dressing differently. It’s easy to be 
complacent about the weather in 
Brisbane, I say.

I knew the ride had a great deal 
of climbing, but it didn’t make the 

first climb up over Clear Mountain 
any easier. I can’t remember all 
the numbers, but there was a 
steady slog up 15+ % hills to the 
marvellous views at the top. After 
an eye-watering and lip-peeling 
descent, I hit the undulating 
road that led to Dayboro. Simon 
and Shaun came up on me from 
behind and I was happy to grab 
their wheels as we battled the 
blustery and very cold wind. A 
detour off the main road took us 
into some beautiful countryside, 
before arriving at Dayboro.

I left Shaun and Simon in 
Dayboro where they had a coffee 
and set out on the first climb 
up Mt Mee. I’ve climbed the 
mountain the ‘traditional’ way 
many times, but Andrew’s route 
had us take a detour around 
Ocean View Road, with its 20+ %, 
very exposed hills in the stronger 
and colder wind. I’ve always 
liked climbing, but as I chewed 
on the handlebar tape on my 
way up the day’s first of the 
two ‘non-traditional’ ascents up 
Mt Mee, I wondered if climbing 

was something I would ever 
enjoy again.

At the first control at Mt Mee 
(64 km), my GPS device told me 
we had already climbed 2000 m 
and that it was only 11°C at about 
9.30 am. Andrew had cleverly 
(and probably at great expense) 
set up the control on what had 
become the most exposed part 
of the mountain and we all 
shivered in the gale as we fought 
to eat the great food while also 
preventing it from blowing away. 
Andrew’s special-recipe power 
cookies hit the spot for me and 
most of the others but we didn’t 
stick around too long in the wind.

After leaving the first control, we 
had a very scenic detour as we 
set about descending Mt Mee’s 
northern side. I was almost 
blown off the road a few times in 
the crosswinds, and I saw a few 
other riders weaving creative 
lines on the steep plunge off the 
mountain. The middle part of the 
ride is not entirely clear in my 
head. Maybe I was riding out the 

 Killing Mee (Softly)

…with this 
darned song

Part of Paul Witzerman’s preparations for the new ride 
Killing Mee (Softly) was to run that darned song (you 

know the one) over and over in his head for a week or two 
before the event.

PAUL WITZERMAN has 
been riding as often as 
he can for over 30 years. 
After discovering in his 
mid-40s that distance is 
the new speed, and with 
some encouragement 
from one of the old 
dogs of Queensland 
Audax, it seemed that 
randonneuring was the 
obvious thing for him to 
do next. He loves riding 
in the rain and up hills 
and with good mates 
that don’t.
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sugar high from the cookies? We 
rode some good gravel roads as 
we looped clockwise from the 
base of the mountain and back 
around to its eastern slopes. It 
was unfamiliar country to me, 
but I really enjoyed the variety of 
terrain and the quiet farm roads 
with their accompanying short 
but sharp climbs up and over the 
ridges between the green valleys.

As we began to climb again, with 
the top of Mt Mee directly ahead 
of us to the west, it seemed to 
me that the route had been very 
carefully designed to ensure 
that the riders were forced into 
climbing every possible uphill 
section of road in the region, 
regardless of where the road 
actually went. I later found out 
that a certain Roger Hawley 
had assisted Andrew with the 
planning of this section of the 
route and my suspicions were 
confirmed. I’ve ridden with 
Roger many times and he has a 
knack for conjuring uphill roads, 
especially unsealed ones. I can’t 
blame Andrew, therefore, for the 
climb up Jackson Rd, all of which 
was gravel and much of which 
was over 15% in grade. A good 
deal of it was over 20%. Shaun 
took off up the steepest sections 
like he was channelling Cadel 
Evans through his legs. He later 
(and very humbly) told me that 

his absence of low gearing meant 
that he had to ride fast up the 
biggest hills in order to keep his 
pedals turning and bike upright. 
That makes for a good story, but I 
saw him climb and I saw the size 
of his smallest chainring and his 
biggest rear sprocket and I know 
he was speaking the truth. But, 
clearly, his legs have to take some 
of the credit as well.

As we climbed the steepest 
of Jackson Rd, Andrew (RO) 
swung by in his car to take some 
photographs of us. I haven’t 
seen them yet, but I think we all 
looked like we were suffering 
from an overdose of uphills, low 
temperatures and blustery winds. 
Andrew told me later that he 
hadn’t realised how steep the 
hills were until he drove them. He 
had ridden the route the week 
before and if you have seen the 
way Andrew recklessly lunges up 
the steepest of grades, you would 
understand that he probably 
doesn’t even notice when he’s 
going uphill on the bike. His 
comment about what he did 
notice when he drove the hills 
confirmed in my mind why and 
how Andrew climbs on the bike 
like he does!

Having dealt with the brutal 
climb up Jackson Rd, there was 
the final push up Campbells 
Pocket Rd to the second control 
atop Mt Mee at the 147 km mark. 
After the gravel grind up Jackson 
Rd, 15% hills on bitumen seemed 
like a gimme.

The second control was, once 
again, high on the exposed and 
windy mountain and this time 
it was Andrew’s homemade 
fried rice that we had to stop 
from blowing off our plates. It 
was darned good (very good) 
tucker though. Andrew cooks 
like he climbs: heartily, honestly, 
colourfully and with a flavour 
that’s hard to put your finger on. 
Apparently the spiced ham in 
the rice was the trick on the day. 
The flavour stayed with me for 
the rest of the ride, in the same 
way that Andrew would not have 
(had he ridden) because of the 
climbing we yet had to do.

I managed to stay with Simon 
and Shaun (more or less) as we 
made our way up and over and 
then down the mountain, but I 
eventually couldn’t hold onto 
them on the flats and downhill 
sections. Maybe it was Shaun’s 
big gears again? The drop off Mt 
Mee on the southern side was 
great fun: sweeping bends and 
a grade of about -6% for a few 
kilometres. I stopped shivering 
as I hit Dayboro again, when the 
temperature hit 13°C. I’d shivered 
on and off for the last three or 
four hours and I saw other riders 
at the controls doing the same 
thing. That wind was a lazy one: it 
wouldn’t go around you.

A vague tail/crosswind 
accompanied me on my solo 
ride back over the rollers from 
Dayboro to home base, with my 
GPS device telling me I’d climbed 
close to 4500 m over the course of 
the day. I made it back just after 
sunset, via another gratuitous 
detour around Camp Mountain, 
designed to ensure the last 
positive effects of the rice were 
wrung out of the body before 
the final six or seven kilometres. 
Simon and Shaun had already 
been and gone and Andrew told 
me that one rider had retired 
somewhere on that Jackson Rd 
climb. Andrew grinned at me in a 
maniac-like way as he asked me 
if I had liked the climbs. Funnily 
enough, I was honestly able to 
tell him I had. The route was very 
well put together and I couldn’t 
suggest any changes. It was 
just the cold and the wind and 
my lack of planning, clothing-
wise, that detracted a little from 
what was otherwise a great day 
out. I got to ride some beautiful 
country roads that are not too 
far from downtown Brisbane 
and to meet some great folks 
on bikes along the way. Andrew 
did a great job of supporting the 
ride and everyone seemed to be 
pretty relaxed about the whole 
day, despite the weather and the 
brutal climbs. What more could 
you want?

But I’ve still got to get that 
darned song out of my head! C

Below:� Paul soaks up 
some good gravel.


