Dirt Series 2017
For those who missed it, and there were plenty, the 2017 Dirt Series was held over 3
consecutive days during Easter.
Participants were Simon (R.O., Quartermaster and Chef), Raoul, Vaughan and me.
Good Friday saw us gather at picturesque Linville, ready to tackle the three brevets on the
Brisbane Valley Rail Trail (BVRT to those in the know).

The series ran in the order of 70, 100 and 35km to fit the logistics of getting to and from the
Linville camp site. By now, you may have worked out that there was more to this series than
mere riding; there was the option of camping in the great Australian outdoors, sleeping
under canvas (nylon, anyway) communing with nature, seeing the night sky in all its glory.
Interestingly, Simon and Vaughan opted for the Full Monty (3 nights camping), I went for 2
nights and Raoul commuted on a daily basis. Whether this is a reflection of each individual’s
affinity with nature or just their circumstances is a matter for conjecture.

Day One was somewhat of a revelation to the more road oriented riders. With a required
average speed of 10km/h we had 7 full hours to ride the 70km. How hard could it be?
Bearing in mind that the route follows a disused railway line and that steam locomotives
struggle on a 3% grade, we had no concerns at all even though Simon warned us that the
first 20km would be uphill. Simon had omitted to mention that the 5 creek crossings
involved had been bereft of bridges for at least the last 20 years and would entail plunging
(screaming, in my case) down something resembling a gravel strewn mine shaft and then
pushing the bike up the other side. Perhaps he just didn’t want to dishearten us before the
start.

To be fair, the friends of the BVRT have constructed concrete ramps on these crossings to
make the going smoother and to reduce erosion, and this allowed those of our party with
the requisite skills and confidence to hurtle down and spin up the other side with a certain
amount of aplomb as their confidence grew with each crossing negotiated.

The two outliers were Simon and me; Simon’s MTB skills are considerable and needed no
improvement whereas I found it quicker, after a few unsuccessful attempts, to dismount
quickly at the bottom and walk the bike up the other side.
The route itself is quite attractive, passing through timbered country until the halfway point
at Blackbutt, after which it opens out to farming country until the turnaround at Yarraman,
where we lunched at the local bakery.
As the more rusticated (not in the Oxbridge sense) of you will have realised already, farming
equals livestock, which equals gates. There are lots of gates on the BVRT but we worked to a
system whereby the lead rider would open each gate, allowing the rest of the party through,
and then close the gate and bring up the rear until the next gate where the process would
be repeated. As it turned out, there was some variance in our individual speeds due to
factors such as skill and confidence on gravel. I opened very few gates.
The official 70km was covered with only 30 something minutes to spare, which gave us
plenty to think about with regard to the 100km we faced on Day 2. In fact, we had plenty of
time to think about it as we still had an additional 15km left to ride back to camp. That
turned out to be the fastest 15km of the day, given that it was all downhill.
Simon played the combined R.O./QM/Chef role to perfection after the ride, feeding us a
hearty meal to fortify us for the next day. If anyone has the opportunity to sample his camp
cuisine, I can recommend that you take it up.

Day Two consisted of an initial 15km in the opposite direction to Day One, then a repeat of
the previous 85km out and back ride. A significant development overnight had been Simon’s
realisation that he had aggravated an injury sustained in a 24 hour event a week earlier, so
he elected to sit out the rest of the series and provide support.
It has to be said that Simon has developed the support role into an art form and the
combination of a flat first 15km and some foreknowledge of the rest of the route with
Simon’s support skills saw us complete the 100km ride in some style. (Some might even say
panache, but that would be stretching things a bit).

We encountered three other riders on the return leg of this ride, one of whom was young,
fit and well equipped while the remaining two were of mature years but mounted on Focus
E-bikes. I had never considered E-bikes to be more than an expensive toy but they rode
comfortably away from us climbing the steepest creek banks with ease and suggesting that
“Putting the E into Elderly” could be an appropriate advertising slogan.
We were elated at our progress so far, and when Raoul headed for home, Vaughan and I
went to enjoy a celebratory hot shower at the Linville Hotel across the road from the
campsite. Never had a hot shower been so hard earned or eagerly anticipated……
As you’ve guessed, the showers were out of order, so we reverted to Plan B, which involved
two plastic storage boxes, a kettle and plenty of soapy water. Having achieved the desired
result, we repaired to the pub for dinner.

The Linville Hotel is a very crowded venue on Saturday night and with good reason. Apart
from the fact that it’s not very big, there’s good food, live entertainment, 2 brands of
football on the big screen and plenty of “people watching” to be had. Think tattooed ladies,
cowboy boots and Stetsons.
Day Three saw us off to an early start and we completed the allotted 35km in plenty of time
with hardly anyone executing an involuntary dismount while scrabbling up a steep, gravel
strewn climb. We encountered more groups of cyclists on this leg than the others, and at
one stage I found myself racing neck and neck with a family group including a 4 year old on a
tag along behind her father….. thankfully, they let me overtake them so I could chase Raoul
and Vaughan who were waiting at the next gate.

While the three of us who completed the series were feeling a little smug, given our
combined age of 198, the fact that Simon was forced to withdraw after Day 1 took a little of
the edge off our achievement.
Summing up, it was a great weekend. If we manage to fit a dirt ride or three into next
season’s calendar, why not get out there and get dirty?

