Victorid
Simpsofi'Desert Bike Challenge
Yes the Simpson Desert is flooded...
«..esbit wait..we've found another desert!!!

2010 Report

Andrew ‘Koop of the Desert’

IN TH EBEGGINNING. | have enteredthe Simpson
Desert Bike Challenge five times and have finisfoen
times. And I thought that was enough. But now | had
decided that | would give the Simpson Desert oneergo
to see if I could finish five times. Why? | am reatre.
Perhapsto see if | still had it in me at 50.

After finally getting into a training routine thrgh the
cold and wet of an unusually wet Alice winter,abked
likely that the race was in trouble. This was not
unexpected, as constant news reports were bringing
information of bad conditions in the outback, wikle
Birdsville track being closed and used for yacking (!),
the Birdsville races being washed out, all the soadar
north SA being cut and more rain forecast in tleaar
Race organisers had already proposed changes tadde
course to avoid the closed Warburton crossing en th
Birdsville track, and at the last minute, it wasav
proposedthatthe race would miss the Smpsongand
straight up to Alice from Purnie Bore! Unthinkable.

Then news comesthrough that the Simpson Desert is
closed. Even the roads to the start line were tapki
impassable.

The race was in danger of being cancelled.

At the last minute, race organisers struck ontlae fo ride West of Coober Pedy, into the Great
Victorian Desert, along the Anne Beadell Highwap€elroue would take competitors through the
Tallaringa Conservation Reserve andthe Woomer&&dRange covering approx 600km over 10
stages and finishing back near Coober Pedy.



Thus, theGreat Vidorian Desert Bike Challenge was born.

It had less sand hills, but was corrugated andysalvduld it be a suitable replacement forthe
Simpson Desert?

Yes.

| was part of Team Alice Springs’, along with ‘Kat of the alps’ Moylan. My lovely wife Robyn,
Helen Rudolph and Carl Barrow were performing teseatial support duties. We arrived in Coober
Pedy on Sunday afternoon after a hectic week déipg@nd getting the carsready for the desert, a
challenge in itself. We met up with other riderdhie caravan park and then the next day got final
supplies from the Supermarkets (something theytdoave at Purnie Bore!) before heading out West
tothe Start line, 30km from Coober Pedy.

Tuesday moming, it all started. The weather was, tbere were clouds in the air, and the wind was
from the East. We woke at 4.30am to the soundebtteep’s Vuvuzela, which was surprisingly not
that loud. Maybe it needed another 40,000 to gettiume up! By 5.30am, the forward convoy was
heading outto mark the track, set upthe watqrssamd the forward support crews would set up
camp to receivethe riders.

STAGE ONE. 74KM.

Twenty four riders departed at 6.00am. After 28mkilometres we gotto the start of the Anne
Beadell highway proper, andthen we saw what wagdlof us forthe next five days. Corrugations,
corrugations, and more corrugations. Some you aaubdd and a lot you could not. And then sand,
and then corrugations inthe sand! But at thisestetge mind, the hands and bum were fresh, and |
was coping, keeping a steady pace. And stopping feak at annoying regularity. Damn the docs and
their advice. 40 km'’s into the ride, the deraillanger broke! Bugger! | foundthe derailleur tredp
inside the spokes of the rear wheel. But | kneauld keep going with a little repair work. Aftemnte
minutes | was away again, but hopes of holding@dgpeed had evaporated. | was looking to just
finish the stage and hopefully repairthe damadbeatrest stop. The finish line appeared at the mat
the dog fence. Ron Whitehead from Mt Isa had hiithe field to win easily. | came in T7with a

time of 4.21. Carlhadthe camp set up, with a cokk, tin of tuna, a bag of chips andthe banana
lounge ready and waiting. Bliss. | had a feed anglshas | tried to stay warm in awind which felt
less off the desert, and more offthe arctic. ‘athfithe alps’ Moylan arrived in 2place which was

a great relief as she was determined to finish ties second attempt at the desert. One stage,down
nine to go. Finally the ‘Grim’ appeared, with orcalp. Dr Leon Malzinskas, veteran rider and also
veteran race doctor, had started the race unwdleaen on a fattyred ‘Pugsly’ he had been swept.
Carl, with some help from race director Mark, maatifand old derailleur hangar and fixed all the
other problemsto get my bike ready for the nexget It is cool, and | will have to wear my oniydp
sleeved jacket, already stained with dust, greaddbod, again this afternoon.



STAGE TW 0.5 KM We all started again except for Doctor Leon, aond Bhot off into the

distance once again, to the amazement of mosthahdinoyance of some on the fat tyred ‘Pugslies’
as they had hoped their machines would make thatoughable’ at the front. But Ron on his
standard tyred dual suspension bike was provingtlveong. The wind on our backs made the ride
less daunting, but the corrugations and sand nbgagt s unpleasant, and even the sight of broad
stretches of purple flowered Parakeelyas couldal@ away the thought that this track was relestles
in the punishment it was handing out. And not faghe riders. Over the next few days many vehicles
would lose things, from small temstied down te thof racks to fuel tanks and heat shields, and
many other things vibrated loose. No one was swEpiafternoon. | finished the stage if"1again,

with sore wrists from hanging on through the nurghinrrugations. But at least the bike had
functioned as well as it could have. ‘Kathy of thi@s came in 20th. Two down, eight to go.

WEDNESDAY. STAGE THREE 77KM. 4.30 and the vuvuzela sounds again. The routine is
setting in, and we are ready atthe appointed rspillrwearing my fithy long sleeved jacket agsit

still cold! 77 kilbmetres, and my memory is thads just long, hard, corrugated and sandy. There
was no place to take arest and get a rhythm ggusgconcentrating on the track, picking the best
line possible and cursing the corrugations that gmuld not avoid. Cursing was something | would be
getting good at over the next few days. Sand dumes appearing in the terrain, and whilst not steep
the track s up to the top were loose sand, and tdhvavork hardto keep the bike going forward. Even
on the down hill side 1 hadto pedal to stopthesinking into the sand. No rest. Relentless. Two
riders were swept, Brendan and Debbie. Debbie ledherself and the medics had rushed back to
see how she was. | finished™ Kathy ofthe Alps finished"™® Sevento go.

STAGE FOUR 47KM Two riders, Debbie and Leon, did not start thamst We would be finishing
this stage at the Emu camp ruins, out in nuclesiimgterritory! We had already been wamed notto
pick up souvenirsto take home lest they glow indlark, but this was the least of my worries. The
track was more of the same as before, but we rhigdsliscoveredthat there were many diversion
tracks appearing on the side of the road, goingradéhe worst of the corrugations. At least thas wa
giving us some respite. Just 5km into this stadeng, andthen some loud knocking as | pedalled.
Thoughts of a collapsed Bottom Bracket were unfednds it was a link in the suspension geometry
that had broken, and its effect was not a showpstiQEexcept for the loud banging as | pedalled. |
found if | pedalled smoothly | could minimise tharlging. It worked reasonably well unless | hit
uncontrollable corrugations. But at least the baggias solid metal to metal so | hoped the bike
could take it. But as | continued, battling thedoEfelt that | did not ever want to dothis agah

the end, Grim had not swept anyone. Kathy cam&fnllcame in 18. At least the lovely sight of
the camp set up by Robyn and Helen, with all thedggs like coke andtuna, as well asthe extra
delights of a nibbles tray and beer were a welcostief from the day’s trials. And the shower
enclosure was set up and a shower of hot watertbedread was such a good feeling! Mathias’s
support crew volunteered a strip of aluminium artilithfrom which | could make a replacement link
for the bike, and soon, the bike was ready fotthek again. But tomorrow, the track would head int
sand country. Less corrugations they said, but nmuote sand.




STAGE FIVE68KM Its 4.30 andthe Vuvuzela sounds, but the rousirdifferent, as today the

camp stays where it is. We go out 59km, turn atrdee our steps for 9km to the lunch stop, and then
do the other 50km inthe afternoon. Only Debbiedsstartingtoday. Dr Leon is back on his Pugsly
totacklethe sand stages. It's still before senaigain as we all head out, with the track turriiam

hard pack and corrugations to sand pretty soonthe same asthe other days, struggle up looske san
over a dune, andthen struggle down the otherasidehit more corrugations. T he bike istakingthe
pounding with no signs of yesterday's failure. Manlds and bum are not. Numbness inthe fingers
and even shooting sensations up to my elbows firafé move the hands around looking for a new
spot to rest my body weight. Any relief | find isaat
lived. Andthe corrugations are having their efi@ethe
backside too, with soreness felt constantly. Gevitg
on the track to avoidthe corrugations has its own
dangers, as brushing against the bushes liningitheof
the track shows them to be full of stiff, sharelss and
branches which do not yield to the arm and shouwdler
the riders going past. There is some relief ag sifthe
finish line means 18 km'sto go to finish the stage :
Wayne, Brendan, Lou and Leon are swept on the stage &
Lou, 72 had been riding with his son and was altioug
bugger, but the track got himtoday. I finished 14
Kathy of the Alps 18. Five to go.

STAGE SIX50KM Three non starters, with Debbie, Lou and Leomngitit out. As we start, | tell
myself to ride within myself, to not go too haral just get through the stage. But my legs feel
fantastic, and my sand riding is almost faultless] | slowly overtake other riders ahead of meneve
as | keep within myself. Finally | am getting intds. Until the first water stop. The sand dunesewn
now facing the other way, and we had long uphsiésiand short downhills. And the heat of the day
was drying the sand out. The long slow uphills weapping the energy in the legs. And the short
sharp downhills on the other side were very hamgotiate. T he kilbmetres go by so slowly and it's
a relief to see water stop two. All the people d bbaen passing have passed me again, and | am on
my own. After seeing water stopthree, it's a felieknow only ten km’s are left till | can stop.
Surprisingly, at the end, my legs don't feel tod,daut there were times when they felt like theg ha
nothing left. Relief fills me the finish line, amdit down in the shade to drink and eatthe sepli
Robyn and Helen have set ou for me, and | watetother riders come in. It does not take long and |
see the sweep. Grim has had a stellar afternoght Eders have been swept, including Kathy ofthe
Alps. | feel so sad for her. She had four monthsddg through Europe and cross country skiing
behind her. She was fit, but the intensity of thsait that afternoon got her, as well as Paul, @avi
Mark, Brian, Wayne, Robernt and Brendan. Simon fedsfirst, the first and last time that Ron
Whitehead did not crush the opposition and winagest | finished 1.




STAGE SEVEN 77km Another morning, another stage. Lou and Leon dostat. Ahead of the

riders is the thought of riding over what they hawdelen over before. And now the wind is in our
faces. Thistime as| start my legs feel like theye just finished the last stage. | was hopintghee

got a second wind and the skillto go better ohergtages we had been across before, but it was not
to be. It isovercag at times and we even get dighterain, and the sand is correspondingly edsier
negotiate, but the sore hands and backside ateédrby the corrugations | cannot avoid and the
angst at loosing control in the sand has me cumsirigswearing. | want thisto be over. Arriving at
the finish is a relief, but there is no feelingwémph. Ron is back inthe winners circle. Wayne,

Mark, Robyn and Brendan are swept by the Grim Sweepme in &§'; Kathy of the Alps comes in
12". Threeto go.

STAGE EIGHT 45KM Mark, Robert, Lou and Leon do not start this afbem. It will be a shorter
stage, but it is all the same to me. T he track citeugations, the sand, the soreness and numatess
combine to make the kilometres pass slowly. WayrteBrendan are swept again. | come'i 9
Kathy of the Alps 13. Two to go.




STAGENINE56KM It'sthe last dayLeon, Lou, Debbie, Robert and Mark do not stars.dt

shorter stage this morning which is a relief to Aff we start my legs are very sore. It's shotbat,it

will still be a long stage. The pain in my handsl ®ackside are getting bad, and | resort at timest
riding completely off thetrack tryingto find smbosurfaces to ride on, but the effort to dodgeled!
bushes and dead wood hardly makes it worth iustlyatch for the 5km markersto go by. They take
forever. | relish the water stops andthe chanatdp for a minute or two. | shake hands withthe
water stop crews andthe medics. It is awondgofuthey do helping us torture ourselves. The head
wind is now startingto take its effect, but mentif, as | ride through the scrubby sections, | am
shielded from the worst of it, but it hits me iretface when | come out into a clearing. Kathy aasch
up with me at one stage and she enquires hovgitiigy. My response is curt, and she asks if | have
bike problems. “No,” | said, “l have an attitudeoptem”. She leaves me to my problems, for which |
am grateful. Finally | hit the dog fence, which me&km’sto go andthe wind on my back. For
someone with tired legs, | fly down the fence te fimish. Only Brendan is swept and | finisH"11
Kathy comes in 13 One to go.

STAGE TEN 38KM Only Lou does not start the final stage. And @msto be a mercifully short
38km’sto the finish. Ron is now well establishadlae leader, and we all ride off together, reddiiv
slowly, and it looks to be a nice ride as a graughie finish. Until we hit the first patch of sefand.
Frustration erupts again as | lose control of tike land the others ride away from those of us
struggling in the sand. | keep the leaders in digiiteach time a patch of sand comes into sight, my
spirits sink. Will this ever end? The leaders ¢ually disappear intothe distance, and a group of
Pugslys catches me, and passes me. On the salidyabions, | catch them up, but just as | get near
them, the sand reappears, and | drop behind irentoof frustration and cursing. And then a noise
and the familiar banging is back. My handmade ltiak broken! “Who cares if the damnthing bangs
itself to death” | thought, “ it's almost over”. M#as comes alongside me and asks “how's it going?”
I cannot stop my self yelling out “I hate this!00% hate this!” Mathias leaves me to my thoughts.
And each time | hit another patch of sand, | ciisspresence andthe fact it is just so hardto get
through. It’s so relentless. Finally the last wattep comes and goes, and | have caught Mark and
John ontheir Pugsly’s again. Andthe 5 km markesse all gone past, and there ahead is the finish.
The three of us Mark, John and myself, spread onasa the roadthree abreast as the finish line
approaches. John, atrack rider from way back tde¥d himself and he sprintsthe last 100metres. |
accept the challenge but | cannot get him befoeditie. The Grim Sweep had to put up with
everyone finishingthe last stage. Kathy of thesAdpmes in 16 for a total distance of 97% covered.
Far better than what she did last time, but stillthe 100% she wanted. | finish®™, 2and have

finished 100% for a fifth time.

IN TH E END Back at Coober Pedy, | disassemble the bike, igtlerry rigged derailleur hangar

and broken suspension link forthe trip home. fakk the back wheel out, the back axle falls out,
broken in halfl And at the presentation dinner, some gives me the heat shield for my cars rear
suspension airbag which has rattled loose! Butirb&en bits and pieces of my machines don't seem
that important now that | have finished. In 20@Adught that 5 trips across the desert were enough.
And | was happy with that achievement. And nowvdaix trip and five finishes. Am | happy with
that? Somehow, | don't think so.



