
Slovenia
a  S tat e  o f  f l o w
Hurtling through a disused mine, swooping down breakneck downhills and grinning through 
Europe’s longest ‘flow trail’, Roo Fowler discovers an Alpine wonderland that truly has it all

Words & photos: Roo Fowler

wa t C H  
t H e  V I D e o
Watch Olly & Roo’s 
video diary from 
Slovenia — go to 
po.st/Flowtrail
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ith my bike 
bag in tow, 
I wander up 

to the Easyjet 
check-in desk. 

“Where are you 
flying to today?” 

asks a smiling 
Tracy behind the 

desk. I fumble a 
response: “Er, how 

do you pronounce 
Ljubljana?” 

It’s been a long 
time since A-level 
geography; I couldn’t 

place Slovenia on a 
map, name its capital 

or even guess at what 
its riding scene could be 

like. All I could think of was the Maribor World 
Cup and a guess that it was somewhere in Eastern 
Europe. Olly Wilkins and I set out to explore on 
two wheels exactly what is on offer from this small 
European country.

Peering out of the windows on the descent 
into the capital, we see snowy peaks piercing the 
light cloud cover; so there are mountains at least. 
Little do we know we’ve just flown within spitting 
distance of one of the most ridiculous trails either 
of us have ever experienced...

Fast forward an hour, and after being collected 
by Dušan Strucl — better known as Dixie from 
Bike Nomad — we’re driving onto progressively 
smaller roads... where the hell are we going?  

The road finally ends at the head of a valley and 
we turn onto a track, passing a carved wooden 
sculpture of a bearded man peering out of the 
shrubbery, followed by a field full of hemp. Up the 
track another five minutes and we pass a couple of 
mountain bikers and turn into Ekohotel Koroš, a 
former farm that’s now home to Bike Nomad.

We stepped out of the van with stiff legs and 
straight into the quiet bliss of a summer evening 
in this sleepy area of the Alps. We found several 
wooden buildings and a courtyard equipped 
with a swimming pool and spacious bike storage/
workshop; a perfect set-up to relax and go riding.

Slow Start
Our first day starts as perfectly as anyone could 
hope; a solid night’s sleep and waking to the 
sound of distant cowbells transported through the 
window on a warm breeze. After breakfast we get 
straight to the riding and hitch a lift in the van to a 
farm further up the hill, then a short pedal uphill 
through a meadow following Dixie’s son Anej. 

The first trail seems to lack flow. It’s a bit flat, 
the odd bush hits us in the face and the trail is 
littered with the fallout of an Alpine winter. We 
pop out into a meadow and climb to another block 
of forest; again the trail is a bit vague. I don’t 
say anything but I glance at Olly and I know he 
is thinking the same thing; we were hoping for 
so much more in these perfect surroundings. I 
suppose that’s why we’re here; to discover exactly 
what is on offer, whether for good or not so good, 
but we’d definitely prefer the former. 

We roll on, following wide cart tracks,  
then dip into another patch of forest. The 
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Alpine routes 
are long, winding
and challenging

Travellers’ rest: Bike
Nomad’s home at the
Ekohotel Koros



trails become more defined, but before I know 
it, something’s gone wrong. Anej and Olly suffer 
simultaneous brake failure and they both vanish 
down the hill out of control, rear wheels spewing 
twigs and loam in their wake. Actually, there was 
no brake failure, but instead one of those trails  
that inspires enthusiasm and confidence; it  
dares you to let the brakes off and explore the 
limitations of grip. 

Smiles spread between us and I attack the 
corners, bouncing around the banks to try to keep 
those two in my sight. We drop into a section of 
lumpy crests followed immediately by well-

supported turns. I see Olly throwing some crazy 
shapes as he sucks up the crests and lands into the 
corners with total commitment to get catapulted 
into the next. Quite how his bike does not implode 
is beyond me. 

This is more like it!

GoInG unDerGrounD
Day two turns out to be a bit different. We’ve 
heard of a locally held race, the Black Hole 
Enduro, where the last stage is held down a 
disused lead and zinc mine below Peca mountain; 
a mine with a network of tunnels that run for 
over 1,000 kilometres across 20 levels. There is 
a relatively flat 5km route that follows a set path 
through the tunnels which is open to mountain 
bikers, but we’ve persuaded Anej to give us a 
preview of the enduro stage to see exactly what 
the racers ride in this annual event. 

Sat outside, we hear a clanking and rumbling 
emanating from the narrow pitch-black mouth of 
the mine entrance. A train rumbles out; this is our 
cue to switch on our lights and jump on the rails. 

Actually we don’t jump — there’s an overhead 
electricity wire inches above our heads so we’re 
rather more careful. We keep our dropper posts 
slammed for fear of finding any of the 350 volts 
inches overhead, and enter the mine. Instantly, the 
temperature drops from high 20s to less than 10 
degrees. We follow Anej, passing countless dark 
abysses, pedalling past sidings with old ghostly 
mining trains sleeping in the dark. After a few 
kilometres we pull off the tracks into a hall lined 
with benches welded by Anej himself; he had a 
winter job working at the mine. “At that time 

tHIS ISn’t tHe kInD 
of plaCe you’D want 
to Get loSt In, wItH 

Dark aBySSeS Below

f e a t u r e

OCTOBER 2015   mbr  8988 mbr   OCTOBER 2015

Rubble rouser: a trail
with a difference and
a thrill a minute

The light at the end 
of the tunnel is
oncoming traffic 

Warning sign: don’t
say you weren’t told



of year it’s warmer than outside!” he jokes. More 
importantly, he knows the tunnels we’re standing 
in, and that seems like a very good thing. This isn’t 
the kind of a place you’d want to get lost. 

We edge over rotting wooden boards acting 
as a bridge over another of those dark abysses 
disappearing below us. “This is the start of the 
trail,” Anej proclaims, pointing down. Huh? 
Dropping into the hole is tight, but doable, and as 
the trail flattens out, all that can be heard is the 
clatter of loose rocks echoing around the walls. 
Some pallets form a slalom course down the steep 
slope and it’s a case of locking the back wheel 
and weaving in and out before a flat sprint takes 
us through some larger chambers into the truly 
cavernous finish area. 

The riding is loose, and nothing special in its 
own right, but the experience is unforgettable. 
To ride in such an environment and learn about 
the history of the labyrinth that surrounds us is 
one of the most bizarre but enjoyable experiences 
two wheels has brought my way. To race this 
stage with the tunnels echoing with the cheers 
of spectators and clattering rocks would be 
something very special. 

A noise booms up from somewhere below;  
we’re not alone. It’s just the leader of a kayaking 
tour as they explore some of the flooded lower 
levels. It’s also our signal to get moving; we have a 
train to miss.

After that experience it doesn’t seem like the 

day can get any better, but Anej has a glint in 
his eye when he talks about the next trail. It’s on 
the mountain above us, on the Austrian side of 
the border. The mountain is known as Peca in 
Slovenia, and Petzen in Austria; it plays host to 
Europe’s longest ‘flow trail’, which sounds too 
good to be true. 

Jumping off the chairlift and following Anej’s 
lead, we roll onto the bright white surface. It’s loose 
at times but the grip is there if you look for it. What 
follows is dream-like perfection — no braking 
bumps, just an endless succession of berms, 
compressions and jumps. The noise of high-speed 
air fills our ears, along with the buzz of compressed 
tyres and, every now and then, a ping as Olly 
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A case of the bends:
there are enough to
test g-force tolerance

Trunk road: not much
margin for error on 
this particular route

Uplifting: and there
are berms aplenty



finds some grip and roosts it out at my bike as 
I follow. Whether this is true mountain biking 
is debatable — but it’s pure, simple, undiluted 
fun. Eventually, after six minutes or so, Anej 
pulls up. My feet are aching from the g-force and 
the blood that has been forced into them. My 
cheeks are aching too; never have I smiled and 
laughed so much down a trail. I don’t want it to 
end, and despite having just ridden the longest, 
smoothest, ‘flowiest’ trail of my life, we’re barely 
a quarter of the way down! 

Olly drops in and I follow, with Anej behind. 
Our guide has deliberately kept us reined in so 
far, but now Olly is released like a wild animal 
and I’m scared; this is the kind of trail where 
you can easily go too fast. The flow is so good 
that momentum seems to build exponentially. 
Hit one of those endless, perfectly formed 
berms at 100 per cent and something’s going 
to give; maybe it’ll be your bike, but it feels as if 
the mountain itself could split in half with the 
force you slam into the turns. This is mountain 

biking that registers on the Richter scale. I find 
myself having to relearn how to corner, locking 
my core at the centre of the bike; use a more 
conventional off-the-back position and the forces 
try to rip your hands from the bars and pull you 
off the back of the bike. It would be the biggest 
‘looping out’ moment known to mankind, and I 
know, because it nearly happened on numerous 

occasions. Olly takes a different approach and 
actually sits down in the corners, which takes 
the strain off your legs and at the same time 
prevents you from being thrown off the back. 
Thankfully there are more than 20 minutes of 
this, so we have our techniques dialled by the 
time we eventually reach the end of the trail. 
Ridiculous is the only word.

I’M SCareD... tHIS IS tHe 
kInD of traIl wHere 

you Can Go too faSt... 
MountaIn BIkInG on 

tHe rICHter SCale
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Rocks and a loamy
terrain help keep Roo 
and Olly on their toes



faCtfIle
n Easyjet flies once a day direct to  
Ljubljana from London Stansted. The trails  
at Krvavec are only a matter of kilometres 
from the airport.

n Ekohotel Koroš (bikenomad.com) is a 
great place to stay on your trip. It’s run by 
mountain bikers so has everything you could 
need, including great riding, a workshop/bike 
store and even a pool and sauna.

n Check slovenia.info for more information 
on visiting the country.

CHanGe of SCene
Our tour of Slovenia takes us to Hotel Krvavec, 
where a trail descends 1,000m directly from the 
entrance. That’s an awful lot of vertical first thing 
in the morning. Today’s guide, Aljaz, is no slouch, 
and it seems like just minutes after we munched on 
croissants we’re hurtling down the mountainside, 
passing under a sign reading ‘Rock ‘n’ Flow’. 

If yesterday’s riding forced us to question what 
real mountain biking was, we’ve found our answer 
here. It’s an amazing consistency of loamy dirt, 
rocks and roots on an endless downward gradient. 
From behind the bars, it’s mouth-wateringly good; 
our tyres seem never have 100 per cent traction 
but neither do they ever wash out beneath us. With 
Aljaz and Olly behind me, I feel like I’ve boarded 
a runaway freight train. The intensity is almost 
overwhelming — technical riding at high speed. 

The trails keeps changing; sometimes there 
are steep corners, sometimes short techy chutes, 
a bit of pine forest then some deciduous trees, a 
man-made jump and plenty of natural gaps. And 
there’s so much of it. Eventually, over 20 minutes 
later, we reach the bottom with eyes on stalks and 
the aroma of burning from our brakes (or maybe 
it’s our forearms). 

SpeeD freakS
Our last day in Slovenia starts in the Bohinj region, 
known for stunning scenery that looks more like 
Norwegian fjords than the Alps. We take two lifts 
up to check out the bike park at Vogel — only one 
trail right now but with big plans for expansion — 
and then further down the valley to the chairlift 
at Soriška Planina. Here we gain about 1,000m 
of vertical, taking us to an Alpine ridge where we 
follow our guides Miha and Grega for half an hour 
until reaching some fortifications left over from 
World War One. 

This is our turning point and we head back 
down. At first it’s winding singletrack with a fair 
amount of exposure and huge views to the right. 
As we descend into greenery, the speed increases 
and we dart in and out of the sunlight and trees. 
Once into the forest proper, the trail turns into a 
wide switchback track where the rough ground 
takes total concentration to ride fast. And it is fast! 
Trees flash past in an ever-increasing blur as we 

hang off the back of our bikes and aim anywhere 
but towards trunks. 

It’s a different style from anything we’ve ridden 
so far, but it’s no less fun. We’ve all got slightly 
guilty childish grins on our faces as we enjoy the 
simple pleasure of the wind rush, speed and the 
challenge of trying to out-brake the guy in front 
going into the next switchback. The trail ends 
and we stop at a cafe where we gulp down a local 
grapefruit beer, before catching a train underneath 
the ridge back to the start.

Four days and four totally different riding 
experiences. At each spot the locals said they  
could show us so much more if only we were here 
for longer. Next time we will be. 
n A huge thanks to Dixie and Anej from bikenomad.
com as well as Grega and Maja from hikeandbike.si 
for their enthusiasm and expertise.

we DeSCenD 1,000M 
froM tHe off — tHat’S 
an awful lot of  
VertICal fIrSt tHInG
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Real mountain biking:
roots and obstacles 
test on this stretch

Pressure drop: there
is only way to go from
here. Don’t look down


