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Eastwood Rovers are planning to run a four-day MTB expedition for Oz Moot in December this year.  Originally we planned it to go from Katoomba to Yerranderrie, but a close look at the maps and some inside information told us this would be madness personified.  Having hiked in the Morton National Park just last weekend, we decided to return there with the MTB's to check out the possibility of using some of the 4WD trails and hiking trails for at least part of the Oz Moot expedition.





At first it looked like Roland and I would be riding alone, but then we got Jason involved by inviting ourselves to use his flat overnight down in Warilla - so that we could get an early start on Sunday morning.  But then we needed transport (the Lada had been a little overworked recently)... who better than Bundy and his hard-core Rodeo?  But how to convince him to come to the party?  Rob Mitchell had it all planned in advance, even though he couldn't be involved in the bike hike himself.  Rob had already organised a round of golf with Bundy on the Saturday afternoon - to humiliate him as always (as you do).  But when he realised he would be needed to get Bundy onside for some short-notice transport (indeed, that very night), he generously threw his round, letting Bundy beat him.  It had the intended effect - Bundy was delirious!  All we had to do was to get permission from Laura, and this was achieved far too easily for my liking.





Two hours later at 8.00pm we were packing 4 MTB's onto the Rodeo at Bellevue Ave.  I borrowed Rob's bike and Laura borrowed Dave Rheinberger's.  For travelling comfort's sake I drove the TX-3 as well.  We arrived at the flat at about 10.30pm, set up Rob's TV/VCR entertainment-unit, popped in "High Plains Drifter" and "Maverick" and lay back for some low-maintenance enjoyment.  You know it's funny how Rob manages to get himself involved in these expeditions even when he's not.  It all relates to Rob's Toy Law, which simply stated is: "Everyone has to own toys that everyone else can use."  Normally you can trust your mates to bring them back intact, the alternative being to forward a cheque for any amount of damage incurred.  I have experience in this second category.  Jason has been identified as an apparent break in the Rob's Law chain, by either owning useless things or equipment that is too expensive to lend without stress.  His Lamborghini-model bike fits snugly into the second category.





It was 2.00am before we got to kipping, and then Jason arrived from Sydney where he had been trying to win back his own (different) Laura.  Let's not dwell on the weekend's failures at this point - there's plenty more to come in this story.





We arose at 7.30am and got away around 9.00, all five of us packed into the Rodeo.  Apart from Bundy getting excited when he saw the huge "Beechwood Homes" sign in Nowra (as you would, when you're a carpenter), the first memorable event happened a few k's past the Navy base.  A white Mitsubishi Lancer had hit the embankment and flipped end-over-end to land on its roof.  There was no sign of the driver, but the engine was still warm.  There was a buzzing sound coming from near the fuel tank, accompanied by petrol and coolant spilling from the engine.  A whole bunch of people pulled over in the few minutes that we were there, but there was nothing any of us could do.  Jason suggested the driver might have wandered off into the bush in a daze (as you would), so he went looking for her.  "Her" because it was a girly Lancer GL model, not a bloke's GSR Turbo 4WD version.





We thought about starting our ride from a turn-off at Sassafras, but we weren't 100% sure where it was so we headed down to familiar territory in Nerriga, making it to the starting point of last week's hike at 11.00am (not exactly the crack of dawn perhaps).








Figure 1.  The happy hikers.








  Bundy freaked when last week's hikers casually strolled through that third gate which invited us to "keep out", and apparently mentioned twice that he could see the farmer driving in fence posts a couple of hundred metres away, but we weren't listening and so just cruised through - explaining that we had survived last week and would not be intimidated.  Bundy later said that the farmer saw us but wasn't bothered.  This obviously wasn't Farmer Joe, after all - because Farmer Joe didn't like hikers.  Then with MTB's under our bums as we approached the herd of cattle again, our sense of responsibility (or fear, if you must) wasn't as pronounced as last week so we didn't feel the need to detour.





Succumbing to medocrity this time, with the 1:25,000 "Endrick" map in hand, we took the right hand fork in the track that runs to the east of Round Mountain and Fosters Mountain, taking us the long way to The Vines (yes, that ignoble track that no-one seemed to be able to find last week - it's evil and we should have known better.  More of that later). 





It was pretty easy going until we hit the walking trail, but Laura was never comfortable on Dave's bike - the seat was set too low and unadjustable since we had no spanners with us.  So amidst a torrent of apologies, Bundy and Laura turned back after a couple of hours.  If only Laura could have taken a leaf out of Jason's manual: he always struggles to get his seat height just right, and even though it prevents him from keeping up with his mates, he never gives in to it!  Bundy thinks we're never going to let him come on a bike hike with us again, but he's forgetting that we are the ones who went on the bike hike with him, to be really accurate.





So we powered on as best we could on the walking trail, parts of which were fang-able and parts that were walking speed only.  I took a minor stack and drew first blood, which is apparently important in any biking expedition.





The track opened up to expose some beautiful scenery: Hoddles Castle Hill ahead of us, Fosters Mountain to the left and Quiggley's Mountain to the right.  I had been carrying the day-pack containing food, my track-suit top, map and compass all the way so far, and Roland generously offered to take it off me at Sallee Creek.  I know what you're thinking - "don't bore me with the details".  Just hang in there.











Figure 2.  The nice scenery.











The next valley was even better: including Mount Haughton, Sturgiss Mountain and the outcrop above Styles Cave.  We bolted along the narrow sandy track through the flats down there, stopping at Styles Creek for a rest.





After this the track headed up the valley between Quiltys Mountain and Sturgiss Mountain.  Roland left in a hurry, while I filled my drink bottle in the creek.  Jason waited patiently behind me.  Anyway, when we reached the top of the initial incline, Roland was nowhere to be seen.  No worries, Jason and I just kept riding.  The track flattened, then curved up again.  Eventually, we came to an interesting formation: a valley on top of a mountain.  The track swung past a well-used campsite.  Still no sign of Roland.  I called out for him at the top of my voice, and I thought I heard him reply faintly, so I headed off in that direction....





Anyway, to cut a long frustrating story short, about one and a half hours later (at 3.45pm) it became perfectly obvious that Rol had left us for dead, and without the map technically "lost".  With only a couple of hours of daylight ahead of us (at most), we agreed to backtrack the way we came.  I checked the trip-meter on Jason's bike - in actual riding we had been going for more than two hours (ie. not including the many breaks we had taken) and we had ridden 21.22 kilometres - significant because it is Eastwood's postcode.  Very "Hitch-hikers" I know.  Before we left we cleared an area in the junction of two major tracks, and wrote the following stick message to Roland in case he came looking for us:





(use stick font?)





4 PM


ANDREW


AND JASE


GONE BACK





...with a stick poked into the ground to draw attention to it.  This took about 15 minutes to complete, and then we started the long, fast haul back.





Part way down the track it suddenly occurred to me that perhaps we had deviated off the correct track - which would explain our complete inability to find Roland.  So I looked out for a track off to the right within the first few hundred metres.  Bingo! - a fallen tree had obscured our view of the correct track and sent us on our wild goose chase.  But we were not afraid to take this new track without a map to consult because I had a good recollection that it made a bee-line the Vines, and once we made it there everything would be "sweet mate" - an easy ride back to the cars.  Indeed, we made it to the Vines in good time, arriving at about 5 pm.  Rol had thoughtfully left his own stick message on the 4WD track pointing back to the cars - this did not tell us anything we couldn't have worked out for ourselves.  The light was starting to dim now.





The first kilometre or so provided us with a gentle downward slope and a fairly hard clay track to get up some reasonable speed - 40 kph according to the speedo on the Lamborghini.





It flattened after that and we had to ride under our own power.  It was getting chilly.  We were both quite hungry and the Weetbix we had consumed that morning didn't have much else to offer.  But we had a goal in mind so we powered on, managing a steady 30 kph.  The time was 5.30 pm and all of a sudden the front wheel of my bike dug into a soft ridge of sand.  I struggled to regain control but the bike toppled over and I face-planted into the track, slid for a couple of metres with the bike in tow and came to rest.  Sure I had stopped but the bike wasn't finished yet: with the stirrups still attached to my feet its momentum dragged it over the top of me, lifting my legs over my head and flipping me onto my back.  The bike landed on top of me and then proceded to entangle around my legs.





Meanwhile, Jason was already about 50 metres further down the track.  He apparently turned around and noticed that the bike was not actually under me, as he might have expected.  He raced back to me.  I could feel that nothing was broken, but my right thigh had been chronically corked, amongst other various cuts and bruises I sustained.  "Get the bloody bike off me", I whimpered.





He untangled it from me.  I lay there and thought about my options - I really wanted not to move at all, and have Bundy come and pick me up.  Unfortunately there was no possibility of this with more than one locked gate separating us.  Jason pointed at the bike.





"Cool - it's got detachable handlebars!" he smirked. 





The left pull bar had been severed right off (well, Jase put it out of its misery anyway).  $70.  The left brake-handle was bent out of shape.  Ching-ching: $80.  Jase wheeled the bike over to me.  The rear brake-pad was jammed on so the back wheel would not turn, so we unhooked the brake altogether (dangerous - sure; necessary - yes).  I struggled back onto the bike, and started to ride.  The rear wheel began to make a repetitive scraping sound.  Jason pointed at the bike (again).





"Aye corumba - check out the wheel!" he exclaimed.





Sure enough, the wheel was a mess - now it was scraping against the frame every turn of the wheel.  Mr Keating's Gross Domestic Product predictions for May just rose another per cent.  Nevertheless, I rode on (at about 5 kph with my hand poised over the front wheel brake) for another 500 metres or so.  Jason rose to the occasion.





"Do you want to ride my bike?" he offered.





What a trooper - he had just seen me trash one bike and now he was offering me the Lamborghini (the one too expensive to be any good to his mates, remember?)  Who knows what I might have been capable of in my fragile condition.  Of course I accepted before he could change his mind.





The rest of the ride back went on for what seemed like an eternity.  By 6.00pm all we could see of the road was the white sand against the dark bushland on both sides.  If there were rocks on the track, then they weren't going to bother us.  At about 6.15pm we were within cooee distance of the car - I know this because I could hear Roland calling out.  I shouted back to him, and with some relief he called back with an excited "Shortbread!?"  He came running down the track to meet us.





"Bundy and Laura have gone into Nerriga to get help."





�"Woo-hoo!  We're going to be on local television," Jason thought to himself.  Of course, I don't know this for a fact, but that would be anyone's first reaction.  Anyhow, back where the truck should have been, I lay down on the ground to catch my breath and feel sorry for myself.  That was probably a mistake, for as soon as Bundy arrived (within minutes), I tried to move my right leg and found that it had fairly seized up from inactivity.





Meanwhile Bundy had been soliciting help at Nerriga pub.  The locals were extremely keen to form a search party just so long as we could wait until after the footy match (about another hour) and until after they had sobered up (who know's how long).





"The opportunity to be a hero is long gone," at least one of us thought as we piled into the Bar.  Nevertheless, Bundy felt that we owed them a round of drinks for their troubles, and so I forked out about 12 beers.  The bill came to $45.  Since April 1995 inflation has eroded the significance of that number causing you to think "well, Shortbread, just what could you buy for $45 back then" - the answer is simple: if you re-equate it to a dozen beers in an outback pub then you would be somewhere in the ball-park as to just how much $45 was.





For the record, the locals thought we were crazy city folk, one for riding motorcycles in the bush (we could never quite get this out of their brains), and two for buying them a round of drinks.  They warmly invited us back to get lost anytime we liked.





Jason and I were looking forward to a cleansing ale; however upon downing our drinks we both found that the fluid verily scraped down the backs of our throats - I couldn't even finish mine.  To this day I remain baffled by the phenomenon.  If your name is Rob or Mulder, I know what you're thinking: "Open your mind to extreme possibilities."  So now I was feeling even worse.  To celebrate the occasion Jase and I climbed back into the Rodeo, grabbed somebody's camera and took a photo of ourselves in pain and suffering.








Figure 3.  And here is that photo.








One last mention of my injuries: Roly had to drive the TX-3 home since I couldn't even lift my foot off the ground without clutching my leg with both hands.





That really brings me to the end of this tale.  You're probably thinking that yes, you want to believe it's true, but it's just too hard (especially that bit about us getting lost).  But life's funny like that sometimes.  If I told you that we dined at Mac's and stunk the place out then perhaps the story might regain an ounce of credibility. 











Postscipt


Roland has since decreed that all who attend one of his expeditions must purchase beforehand a special Simpson Survival Kit.  One out of every five of Roland's ideas is half-decent, and I'm strangely attracted to this one.








