Dirt Works 100km Classic

10th April 2005

St Albans, NSW

Sunday, 0415 - Confirm Matt is on the move, breakfast. 0445 Matt arrives,
car is loaded, neighbours woken, and we're off. Luckily we were 5 minutes ahead of the hordes in the ferry queue. Arrive St Albans around 0615.

0725 Line up at very back of pack. It's going to be a long day, don't want
to go out too hard! The day starts with a flat dirt road, and then turns off
after about 5km to a sandy ford. Try to ride the deep sand to no avail.
Realise 30 seconds later this was a Bad Idea when chain goes into spokes.
Wave bye to the people I'd just passed.

Five minutes later the chain's out, I'm back on the bike, no one is to be
seen. Another few minutes and there's a firie pointing up the first hill.
Down to granny, then even lower. Catch the stragglers, and we're caught by
the Masters' leaders. A few people are still riding. Nutballs.

Its now socialising time, chatting to other cyclists Matt and Hugh. The track
starts to disappear as we climb into the mist. At least it's not hot!
The plan to maintain a 24-hour heart rate goes out the window somewhere
around here, as it's well over that just walking.

At the top of the first pinch it flattens out, then continues undulating.
We're surrounded by mist, which blocks any view, but every now and then you
see a tree top below you, not too far off the track, and realise it's bloody
steep around here. After a few kilometres it starts getting steep again. Ride to
around the 3rd bend only to see the track point straight up the hill,
disappearing into the mist. Said mist serves to hide the shame of walking.

All of a sudden there's another firie, pointing to the left. The trail goes
from "basically up" to "basically down". A nice fast fire trail, then some
synchronised water bar aerobatics riding with Hugh.  Another few small
pinches, some fun downhills, and then a firie telling us to slow down. The
next bit is single track, and would probably be fun on a play bike. I'm not sure
if anyone rode the first bit, but as we descended it got easier until
spitting us onto the lawn of one of the local accommodation places. Fun, but
a bit too walky, and it felt like a waste of hard-earned gravity credits.

A few km of dirt road, and it's into transition. Just under 30km in 2 hours,
and I'm feeling pretty good. Lap 2 starts fairly much the same. Flat fire road, then very much not flat.
Then James passes me here. At the ridge it's more undulations, and reasonably
slow. All of a sudden we reach a dirt highway that looks suspiciously like
the Western Commission track, a few km past the Old Convict Rd. The firie
opposite the plaque shortly afterwards confirms this suspicion, and it's
warp factor 11 and grin factor 12.
That bit of track is an absolute blast, though my mtb didn't particularly
appreciate some of the more spirited overtaking lines.
Any remaining plans to maintain a moderate, sustainable pace are abandoned
in favour of pure enjoyment.

Catch the James again toward the end, then hard right down Shepherds Gully.
Silly speeds down here, sliding a bit on some damp patches, until just past
a couple of people patching holes a rock garden traverse goes a little pear
shaped, and a few seconds later there's a suspicious metallic tyre impact.
Over goes the bike, in goes a new tube, and it's back to gravity induced
euphoria for another couple of minutes, before getting spat out (via a
lovely little hip jump right in front of the firies) onto the road. 5
minutes or so and it's the end of loop, pretty much bang on 60 km in 4
hours.

10 minutes of chatting to various people and it's back out to complete loop 3. The initial climb on this loop was the easiest and was all-rideable, but with over 60km already on the legs and 40 to go, most people were opting for the half course. To the top and the mist has lifted, allowing some spectacular views, at the cost of the track getting a little warm. 


The first 20 km of this loop were undulating, basically upward. Any
downhills were steep enough that you were down to quickly to recover much,
and as pinch's end flowed into each new pinch, more and more people opted to
conserve a bit of energy. Finally at around 20km we started looping back,
still undulating. The water stop here was unmanned, but given it was
supposed to be emergency only I passed it. 2 km later the camelback was dry. Ooops. There's about 500ml of sport drink in the bottle, and 15 km to go. Uh oh.

A couple of false "here comes the fun" descents, with only moderate climbs
after them, lead to water bar city. A lovely "no brakes required" angle, lots
of speed, nice shaped jumps, track disappears ahead.... TRACK DISAPPEARS
AHEAD! Shedding some speed into the water bar turns out to be a good move, as
the sudden downturn corresponds in a dramatic degradation in the track
surface. But it's only for a hundred metres or so before the real fun
continues. A final loft with some nasty logs on the inside of the landing,
and the river flat is visible below. Then the descent takes a turn for the
worse - back up! But it's only a short climb, then a few more quick
water bars to the road.

A few minutes later a firie on the side of the road tells me it's 10km to
go. Commuting legs kick into gear, rolling over a big gear to keep me up
close to the 30km/h mark. Quite a few people have pushed a bit too hard on
the hills, because none even feel up to drafting me home when I offer. A
final very short and not to steep ascent leads to a gentle descent into
town, and the finish line, just as I take the last sip of water. Final time
was 6:33, with my computer telling me ride time was 6:09.
A fun day out, albeit a hard one.

Dave Hughes 

