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Death Ride Training Camp: a Cycling MoFo Well Done

By Mark Pryor
A Rather Mediocre Climber, but Decent Recreational Rider

July 20, 2007

A Dedication
To my lovely and beloved wife, who has put up with my increased training—usually
both weekend days as I would get closer to my events—and oft-delayed honey do’s

over the past two years so that I could do these epic rides.
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The Genesis: Goal Setting for the Year—New Year’s Resolution

Being a fat old fart, I try to make a significant physical goal each year as part of the
dozen or so other New Year’s Resolutions I am guaranteed to all but break. But I
have always kept the One Physical Goal (OPG) each year, even though I know I
cannot/will not “get down to 175 pounds come Speedo time” that always ends up on
the final resolution list. Last year’s OPG was doing La Marmotte in the French Alps;
it kicked my ass so bad (but I did finish it, however ugly, see final chapter below)
that I wanted something just as epic without having to cross an ocean to join, since I
doubt if my lovely wife would let me do a hubby-only European cycling vacation two
years in a row. She is quite understanding when it comes to my cycling and goals,
but that would be pushing it. Maybe 2008, honey?

So why not tackle the biggest MoFo in my own back yard as my 2007 OPG, the
Markleeville Death Ride—euphemistically officially renamed the Tour of the California
Alps when the ride actually killed somebody one year. But they kept their URL
www.deathride.com, so they are probably proud of the fact that this ride is a “killer!”
The Death Ride goes over three 8,000+ feet mountain passes in the Sierras:
Monitor, Ebbetts, and Carson, but you go up and down both sides of the first two
passes, so the full 129-mile ride has five passes. Only about half of the starters
complete all five passes—many quit after three or four—so getting all five is a major
cycling accomplishment, and the ride is so popular (about 3,000 riders participate)
that the organizers have this lottery system to select participants. La Marmotte went
over four passes with 17,000 feet of climbing with 8,000 riders; the Death Ride has
the five with 15,000 feet of climbing, so I thought the Death Ride would be a good
test to see if I could use it as a proxy for improving my climbing on such a tough
course. And, the organizers somehow manage to get the CHP to close the roads on
Monitor and Ebbetts passes, so the first 80 miles are “car free” which is a most
unique cycling experience.

So, who better to draft in to this insane endeavor than the man known on Team
Alameda as Death Ride Dan, a 62-year-old 4-time Death Rider who swore up and
down to his patient wife that the 2006 Death Ride was absolutely positively his last.
So draft I did, “Dan, wouldn’t it be fantastic to be a 5-time 5-pass Death Rider???
How could you stop at 4 Death Rides when Five-Times-Five sounds so cool!?!?” How
could he resist--I sucked him in like dingy in to a giant whirlpool, and it took him a
month of working on his wife to get her assent. “Don’t tell Anne about this…I’ll work
on her.”

The day the registrations for the lottery opened, there Death Ride Dan and I were,
logging on and signing up for the 2007 Markleeville Tour of the California Alps, a.k.a.
the Death Ride! The following ride reports are my training log leading up to, and
completing (damn, I gave away the ending, but woo hoo!), all five passes of the
2007 Death Ride, and hopefully contain many training tips and techniques that will
help my fellow Team Alameda riders to accomplish those annual OPGs that you have
of your own. After a late winter/early spring training ride, Death Ride Dan and I
brought our calendars to Linguini’s and over a carb-reloading lunch and a pint or two
or three of Fat Tire, we set out a training plan and selected a few local centuries to
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get the necessary miles, climbing, and intensity needed to not only finish the Death
Ride, but do it with a flourish.

First Century of the Season: the Sea Otter, Sunday April 15, 2007

I stayed down in Prunedale (hey, bet most of you didn't know there was a Prunedale,
CA!) with an ACTC friend of mine (no Death Ride Dan for this one), and we got on
the road at 5am to get down to the Sea Otter site at Laguna Seca by 6am, to get
checked in and at the start line at 7am for the "mass start"...my wife was flying (at
least attempting to) later in the day and private pilots watch the weather, all aspects
of the weather, much closer than cyclists. After Saturday's torrential downpours, I
looked at weather.com and it said "sunny" so I was off for the ride. Little did I know
there were "20 - 30mph winds" forecast all day, with enough crosswinds to keep my
wife grounded and moved to the flight simulator.

So I knew we were in trouble when we took the exit at Seaside and that huge flag
that is flying at the ocean-side Holiday Inn (or whatever it is now) was a perfect
profile, snapping smartly in the heavy wind. We got into the parking lot, and the
wind was whipping through the heavy-lidded riders as we fiddled with our
equipment. The wind-chill made it very brisk, but things got a bit better when the
sun came up right as we shoved off. Brian, my riding mate, was a bit disappointed
when they didn't have us take a lap around the race track as had been allowed 2
years previous; they directed us right out of the bowl and down a 16% grade to
Highway 68 to kick off the ride...the 16% descent being significant, since it means a
16% climb with 100 miles in your legs as a capper to your day.

So, we got flying down the Highway 68 shoulder in a nice large peleton (literally,
French for "bunch" and also the root for platoon, and a REAL Frenchman pronounces
it “ple-ton”) cruising along about 24 - 30 mph on a guy’s wheel ahead of me, when
this yahoo in purple leg warmers dashes up, cuts in to the group, then proceeds to
lose the wheel in front of him, splitting up the group. So, a couple of us go around
the now-panting purple boy and reestablish contact, then not a mile or two down the
road, here comes the Purple Idiot again! Sprinting out of the saddle up the vehicle
lane, this time jumping in front of me, then, panting horribly, and proceeds to lose
the wheel in front, which forces me to buzz around him and reestablish contact. Bad
form! If you are riding in this fast a group, the advantage is in sitting in the group
and saving your energy, letting the aerodynamics of the bunch pull you along at
speeds much faster than you could maintain on your own out in the wind. So purple
boy tries this a third time, and with several barks of disapproval when he tried to
break back in to the line, he slid off the back, never to be seen again.

Brian and I stayed within this group until the first rest stop, and after a quick stop,
we headed back out, joining up in random small pacelines heading south along the
gorgeous vineyards and farms of the Salinas valley, roughly paralleling 101 but
farther west, closer to the coastal range. We quickly covered the first 50 miles in
about 2.5 hours, but knew the return leg would be rough, since every time we
turned 90 degrees on the road, we were met by a very very stiff wind to the side,
which became a strong hand that pushed us along at 20 - 25mph on the down-wind
course leg.

When we got past the 50 mile point, the real fun began. The first climb of
significance is about 12 miles long, and on a nice day would have been most
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pleasant, starting out at a couple of percent grade, gently following a canyon bottom
as it gradually rises towards Carmel Valley, then kicking up to 10% over the final 3
miles to come over the end of the box canyon. So, about 4 little "climbers" emerge
from my ample "shadow" —I hadn't known I had pulled them along for several miles
along the last bit of flat, and with a hearty "Thanks for the pull!" they take off up the
gradually increasing climb as my diesel starts slowing. Well, we were mostly
sheltered from the wind at this point, but about two miles in to the climb the wind
emerges, blowing right in your face as you are climbing. So, this diesel keeps
plowing away in to the wind, up the climb, and one-by-one, Brian and I start picking
off the little climbers up the grade. Their light stature allows them to climb quickly,
but the now-becoming-a-gale headwinds were just shredding them. As we passed
them, they'd look over with this look of anguish as they struggled up the climb,
against this stiff headwind. I guess there are times when the bulk helps. We crested
the climb about 2 hours after the last rest stop, at about mile 66, and after being
nearly blown over at the summit rest stop, started heading down towards Carmel
Valley. The descent started slowly--it's amazing how much speed the wind can scrub
off, even for a fat fart like me--but about 5 miles down from the summit a small
group formed and as the road flattened out, we got a nice paceline going at about 25
- 30 mph as the road undulated downward towards Carmel Valley. We got to where
three of us were pulling along about six riders--Brian and a guy on a Monterey club
team and I would alternate pulls for about 2 or 3 miles, with the other 3 content to
sit on our wheels.

Once we rolled in to the final rest stop in Carmel Valley, I thanked the club rider for
sharing the load, and the other three thanked us for pulling them along--"My God, I
couldn't pull, we were doing all we could to stay on your wheels against this
headwind!" Yes, the wind was blowing right at us as we came down the canyon, but
riding in a paceline makes it quite tolerable and we covered the 20 miles in
seemingly no time.

A quick stop, and we were on the road again at mile 80, and from Carmel Valley you
take Laureles Grade road back over to Laguna Seca. So now you are climbing a
consistent 10% grade, right from the bottom, now in to a stiff side wind, so I just
hunkered down in low gear and grunted over the 3+ mile grade, and after a dicey
descent (luckily I was riding fairly low-profile rims because the side winds were
buffeting us as we went down the 40+ mph descent), we pulled in to Laguna Seca.
So, you've got nearly 100 miles in your legs, and the final couple of miles are
straight up in to the "bowl" that makes up Laguna Seca. There total climb was at
least 10% grade, with about a half-mile stretch of 16%...just downright rude, but,
10 minutes of grunting gets you up that and back to the event. A nice BBQ chicken
lunch greets you at the end, but the wind was cutting through the event site, and
since Brian had already hung out at the Sea Otter on Friday, I felt like packing it in
and heading out since I had a long drive ahead of me.

Bottom Line: probably would have been an easier Century had the wind not been
blowing at gale force. Stats were 5,500 feet gained in 100 miles, so it's harder than
the Wine Country Century at 3,000 gain/100 miles, but much easier than something
like the Grizzly Peak at 9,000/100 miles. My stats: 6 hours ride time, 98.4 miles,
15.3 average speed/43.8 maximum (didn't want to go too fast with the wind ripping
at you), 135 average heart rate/156 maximum.
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and comes down to egg me on up those last nasty humps. Montebello Road in
Cupertino is one nasty Mo-Fo, rising up from Stevens Canyon Road at 10 – 16%
grades for the first two miles, then you get a “respite” for about a mile where the
pitches are only 4 – 8% as you roll along a canyon, then you get your butt kicked
again for another 2 miles of several long stairs with 10 – 12% pitches. My PR up
that 5.3 mile/2000+ feet of climbing monster is 46:39, but Craig can do it in the low
30’s. He says a “good recreational rider” can break 40 minutes…so I guess I’m a
lousy recreational rider…but I digress…

So instead of Montebello, Craig suggests as part of my Death Ride training that we
tackle Mt. Hamilton on this Wednesday. Yes, the Team Alameda Turkey Day Mt.
Hamilton, all 20 miles climbing of it. Sunset is at 8:30pm, with Civil Twilight (i.e.,
where it gets REALLY dark) at 9pm, so like the idiot that I am, I said “sure!” I left
my office in Sunnyvale at 5pm, and fought my way through rush-hour traffic across
“the Valley” and got to the intersection of Mt. Hamilton Road (Highway 130) and
Alum Rock, and there ain’t no warm-up from that point—you start climbing right as
you take off. I was optimistically hoping for another personal best (my previous
(which turned out to be bogus) best was 2:01), shooting to break 2 hours, and I also
had a goal of working on my cadence climbing up the mountain, shooting to keep it
between 70 and 80 rpm. It was cooling down at the bottom, looking at my
cyclometer it was 65, so I had enough brains to put my arm warmers on my wrists—
a trick I showed Melne on Sunday to conserve pocket space—and brought along my
Illuminite jacket, which turned out to be, as Martha says, A Good Thing.

Craig and I started out well—the bottom climb is a consistent 6% grade and we were
holding 9 – 10 mph all the way up to the first short descent. It was a bit eerie, since
once you got a couple of miles up the climb; there was no one but the two of us on
the road. There are some McMansions on the lower slopes, but nothing much
beyond that, and I have only gone up Hammie on Turkey Day or during centuries
with hundreds of other cyclists, so it was kind of cool climbing in “pro mode” taking
up the whole road and not worrying about traffic.

I got to the first descent and blasted past Craig’s mountain bike (he claims a
terminal velocity of 35mph, easily eclipsed by my Trek 5200) and got a nice gap for
the second climb, but he caught me about halfway up that segment and we
continued along together, still climbing strongly at 9 – 10mph. The evening was
crystal clear and a bit windy, but it came out of the west and was at our backs. The
second short descent gave me another gap, but I only held that one for about a half
mile as I started feeling the accumulated fatigue of the 10 – 12 miles of climbing
already in my legs at that point. I felt my cadence and average speed starting to
drop, and then I came upon “THE SIGN.”

For me at least, THE SIGN is the worst in cycling: here you’ve been climbing your
guts out for mile after mile, you’ve seen the Lick Observatory a couple of times
already, then you see it—“Lick Observatory, 5 Miles.” GOOODDDDD, FIVE FRIGGIN’
MORE MILES OF THIS…ARRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHH! Even though I
know that damn thing is there, it still kicks my butt every time—“Damn, I thought I
was closer to the top than that…” So my Trek 5200 cockpit has a whole lot of data
staring at you in the face as you start hunching closer to the handlebars, screaming
at you, “Look, you are climbing at 6mph, and this is only a 6% grade!” “You were
climbing the same stuff 10 miles ago at 9 – 10mph, what the hell is wrong with you!”
“Your cadence is only 57…pick it up, boy! You told me you wanted at least 70!”
Most of the time it’s nice to have all that data; at the worst times it can mock you in
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to submission. “Haha, you are slowing down you wimp!” laughed my VDO MC1.0;
“Don’t think about stopping now—you have 1000 more feet to climb!” derides the
Polar. Craig kept about 20 – 30 yards ahead, hoping I’d take the bait and chase him
to speed myself up, so he missed my delirious conversation with the inanimate
objects ridiculing me and my cycling prowess.

Surviving the temporary delirium, I pushed on up the hill. Looking at the speed
curve in my Polar analysis software, you see nice consistency on the first two climbs,
then a slow but inexorable decline during the last segment—but I got to what I know
if the final stretch to the Observatory, and looking down at those who previously
mocked me, I showed a “1:57” and, as you remember I had a goal of under 2 hours,
I rose out of my saddle, clicking a couple of gears higher, hoping to rev back up to
10mph so I could reach the magic “1:59” or lower. Struggle as I might, I could only
squeeze another mile per hour or two out of my legs, and I crossed my virtual finish
line at “2:01.14.”

Taking a very short break at the top (the bathroom and vending machines were
locked up by that late hour) I glanced at my MC 1.0 and saw a 42 degrees F laughing
at me…”Aren’t you glad you brought arm warmers and a jacket, LOSER! Because this
descent is going to be COLD.” Craig took off a few seconds before me, so I followed
him down that sweet, sweet descent…it is beautiful when you get in a nice rhythm as
you cruise down through switchback after switchback. The sun was still above the
hills when we started, but about a mile off the summit the road dips out of the sun
for quite a while and you could sense the immediate drop in temperature. I blew
past Craig on that final straight stretch before the little bridge that marks the first
short climb on the way back, but he blitzed me as the road turned up and was never
seen or heard from again. Those that know Hammie know that that is a short, easy
climb, but I packed a “normal” drink load (for an hour climb up Montebello) and felt
quite weak and sluggish on the two short climbs out. It was pretty damn dark by the
time I got back to the car, and Craig, but the lower descent is on nice smooth and
clean tarmac, so I got down it with no issue. Since you can’t see it while it’s on you,
I was hoping my Illuminite jacket was making me very visible to the McMansion
commuters, and my flashing taillight gave sufficient warning to those coming up
behind me.

And, my previous PR was set at the Hamilton Challenge, but we started the climb
cutting in from Alum Rock Park, which I thought was an insignificant distance from
the bottom, which is where I had previously started my timer. So, my 2:01.38 stood
in my record books—but, pushing through my fatigue, I had the presence of mind to
hit my Polar lap timer at the Crothers Road intersection with Mt Ham Road, and it is
1.87 miles from there to the bottom. So my previous PR was bogus by about 10
minutes, but, it was still a PR at 2:11—but the good news is that the 2:01.14 was a
new PR, despite my temporary delirium (or maybe I was delirious in the first place to
do this after work!), by that 1.87 miles!

I was a little woozy as I was packing up things at the car—the wind was also cutting
through which cut the post climb BS’ing and sent me on my way home quickly.

Final Stats: 36.9 miles, 4832 feet of climbing, 3:05 saddle time, 153 average heart
rate, and 65 average cadence (almost met that goal too)
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My legs are pooped today (Thursday)—I have a flight of stairs between my office and
the bathroom, and it’s tough going when I am shooting for that gallon of water per
day goal…and I have to lead another 40 miler tonight after work in Saratoga.

Snowflake Lodge: June 9, 2007
In this month’s Men’s Health—yeah so sue me, I get a “men’s magazine” but it’s a
bit more down to earth with less T & A and steroid-enhanced models than some of
the others—there is an excellent article on athletic motivation (p.160), which states,
“an emerging body of research suggests that the hard-ass approach to exercise is
itself an exercise in futility. If we want to be successful, the researchers suggest, we
need to stop forcing ourselves to do things that we don’t like doing…when it comes
to motivation, internal passion trounces intimidation any day of the week.”
Profundity to the max…

So, I’ve had this mountain bike for several years, now sitting up at the Incline Village
house for the last several years. I got a promo from Airborne mail-order cycles (now
Flyte Bicycles) selling off a bunch of Royce Union hard-tail titanium-framed mountain
bikes for $250 and I scooped one up…we had just bought the house in Tahoe and I
thought I’d be ripping through the single-track around the lake all spring, summer,
and fall long. It had some very cheap components, but I thought the frame alone
was worth it, so I added some XT-level components I had and I was off and running.
So, my first ride I picked was to find the Flume Trail and ride that along the ridgeline
over to Spooner Lake and back. I picked up the trail around the old “Ponderosa
Ranch” east of Incline and started up the trail. It being late July or so, the trail was
very worn and very loose, and the switchbacks had deep pits of granite-sand, and
my fitness and mountain bike handling skills were quite below par, so all I did was
bog down, fall over, fall backwards, fall forwards, fall fall fall…and being clipped in,
I’d fall harder, and be tangled up in the bike, and smack my head (good thing I had
my helmet). Gee, this is FUN! I wonder why so many people do this…this type of
riding SUCKS!

So, my MTB languished under my house for a couple of years…one stir-crazy
weekend when I felt I needed to get on my bike (you know you have the bike bug
bad when you are sitting in the most beautiful place on earth, and all you can think
about is getting on your bike and ride!), I reluctantly dragged out the MTB and rode
it up Mt. Rose Highway, on the pavement. I know there is the old highway that has
been “allowed to go back to nature” that roughly parallels the new road, but I stuck
to the pavement with the knobbies, not wanting to even get close to something
resembling dirt.

Now I am up in Incline this weekend, intending to get some acclimatizing riding in,
and by Friday, I am a bit baked. Of course, you know of my Mt. Hamilton adventure,
and my Thursday ACTC ride featured me nursing back a semi-bonked newbie after a
record-long ride from Saratoga (47 miles with 2000+ feet of climbing, all done after
6pm), arriving back at my truck in complete darkness at 9:30 (we would have been
back by 8:45 otherwise), then a long drive up to Tahoe the next morning. So, on
Saturday, rather than leaping on my road bike and tackling some of the passes
around Incline, I hung out on the deck, reading most of the perfect day. About
3:30, the dogs, my wife and I started getting a little antsy, so I decided, what the
heck, I’ll drag out the MTB and give it a spin up to Snowflake Lodge to loosen up the
legs while my wife and dogs hike up there.
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Snowflake Lodge is a day lodge for the Diamond Peak ski area, sitting on a
promontory overlooking Lake Tahoe. The view is spectacular, year-round, and it can
be reached via a 2-mile very steep road from the resort base. It’s a tough hike, but
nice and short, so it’s a good “dog walk” with a hell of a payoff at the top. My
cycling fitness is good at this point, so I figured taking the mountain bike up there
would be a good test of my pedaling, since you need a very very smooth, even
stroke to keep the rear wheel from washing out from under you. And, you can’t
stand and climb with an MTB, because 1) you lose traction immediately with your
rear wheel, and 2) the sprung fork just gets you oscillating up and down, and the
result of both 1 and 2 is usually FALLING. I know, from hiking the road many times,
that there are 3 REALLY STEEP pitches on the road, and the first one comes just
above the base, so if I couldn’t make that one, I’d just turn around and head up
some paved climbs.

So, I descend from the house, and make a big loop around the large parking lot to
get a little 5-minute warm-up, and make some test “dirt” runs along the bunny
slope—hmmm, feels good so far, but, not being on an MTB on dirt in a couple of
years, I am surprised at the concentration riding on the dirt requires. By then, my
wife and dogs are on the road, so I start tackling the road to Snowflake. Arghhhh,
here is the first pitch…loose sand in the middle, but there is a decent hardpack
towards the edge…ahhh, dip…my rear wheel is breaking loose, smooth out the spin,
boy…OK, now cross-over because this side is getting looser and it looks harder
packed on the other side…whoops, the cross-over is dicey, even looser that what I
left, but I made it…man, this is steep, but smoothly keeping power to the pedals,
and crawling up in my 22 X 34 granny, I am getting up it…aaaaaaaaa, a big ass rock
in my way…up and over it in a crawl, no, nearly a track stand, but I am moving up
again…MAN, this is intense!

Whew, up the first pitch, but it only lets up a bit…still steep climbing, but keeping the
focus and concentration on all aspects of my body on the bike, and the trail, I kept
the bike heading up, slowly but steadily. A big, sweeping, loose right hander gets
me up heading up the hill at about a 15% pitch—keep the focus, keep the front
wheel planted, smooth stroke, high cadence…loose sand is most unforgiving to a
jerky pedal stroke, so you gotta be evenly applying force around the full circle or you
are going down, sucker…

Up to the flat near the top, there is a large clearing where they store and service the
SnowCats, giving me a bit of a respite…man, that was tough, but I made it with no
falls, so the last challenge is a narrow road that dips then rises very steeply to the
promontory, so I carefully head down the dip…ahhhh, there is a sand pit at the
bottom of the dip—relax, let the bike cruise through the sand, whew, out of it, to the
climb…keep it smooth…hmmm, not as bad as I thought, but the very top is nearly
what seems to be a cornice to flip over…aaaaaaaaaaaaaaa, losing traction, but made
it! Whooping it up like a lunatic as I circled in the little flat leading to Snowflake, I
was glad no one else was up there to witness my uncharacteristic display. However,
I do nearly run over my 11-year old black lab, who evidently took off after me and
ran with me the entire way, now she’s obviously hit her lactate threshold and is
nearly collapsing with her tongue hanging loosely. I was so concentrated on the
climb, and all aspects of me and the bike and the trail, that I had no idea she was
panting along with me.
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Man, did I feel good. Compared to riding on the road, this would only be a very
small little bump in a bunch of climbs on a 40 miler, but the intensity, and
concentration, and focus needed to make it up this two miler made me feel like I had
just finished a tough, yet energizing, workout. And it was FUN!

To tie this to the opening, I was feeling a little run-down, and had the mind-set
earlier in the day that “I came up here to train for the Death Ride” and feeling a little
guilty for not leaping on my road bike and getting 100 miles and 10,000 feet of
climbing in before lunch, but with this little “oh why not” ride, I had a whole lot of
fun, felt an immense sense of accomplishment, and got a good, high-quality workout
to boot!

If you are not having fun out there, try something a little different or take a
break…you just might light a fire under you, find you a new passion that will train
you in new ways (man, could I feel the core muscles firing in new ways I don’t feel
on a road bike as I was fighting to stay glued to the road and upright on the MTB)
and, most importantly, HAVE FUN!

A Tough Ride: June 10, 2007
I woke up Sunday morning, still basking in the mountain biking glow, fully intending
to hit the road immediately to get my “Three Passes” training ride in first thing. I
intended to ride from the house at 7,000 feet, down to the lake (6,300), then up to
the top of Spooner summit, back down to Incline then out to Brockaway Pass above
Kings Beach, then back to Incline and go to Mt Rose Highway’s summit at 9,100 feet.
I guessed it would be about 60 – 70 miles with 6,000 – 7,000 feet of climbing, but I
rationalized staying under the covers for an extra half-hour, then hour, then, getting
the weather report from my wife after letting the dogs out “It’s a bit nippy out
there,” I said heck, how about a nice hot pot of coffee and some breakfast!

So 10:30 rolls around and my wife reminds me, “hey, you better get your ride in
because we want to leave for home early…aren’t you riding today??” Uhhhhh, I
guess…so I poke my nose out the door and it wasn’t so nippy any more, so I pulled
on the spandex and headed out. I decided to chop a pass off the ride, rationalizing
that there was a bunch of construction on Brockaway, so I felt justified in taking it
out of the plan. A screaming descent in to Incline Village, then a nice flat warm-up
out to Sand Harbor where the climb starts to Spooner Lake—it’s an easy climb,
gaining about 1,000 feet over 7 miles and was a good test of my riding at altitude for
the first time this season. As noted above, I’ve been running at a higher average
heart rate for the week after our return from Spain, but I felt more “normal” climbing
up Spooner. Good tempo, good cadence, good strength, back feeling nice and loose.

Got to the summit feeling great, took a bathroom break at the state park, then
descended back to Incline, getting surprised by a large deer road kill on the side of
the road. I did have one incident on the descent—if you’ve ridden this stretch of
Highway 28, you know the road is pretty narrow through this stretch, but most all
cars were giving me plenty of room as I climbed and descended, but there is always
one asshole. There was construction at the summit, so cars were being released in
bunches, and as one of the bunches starts going past me, swinging out wide to avoid
me as I ride as close to the right as safe, one idiot comes real close to me, laying on
the horn, giving me the one-fingered salute as he brushes by me. I sped up to try to
get his license, but I hit a dip with a long enough incline out of the dip that he got



Page 18 of 48

out of sight quickly. I hope more jurisdictions pass the “no closer than 3 feet” law
that will give us some breathing room out there. It’s not like he was getting
squeezed in his lane; there was no traffic going the other direction when he pulled
his stunt.

I was still angry when I got back to Lakeshore Drive, so I cooled down and got ready
for the big climb along that flat stretch, then hit the Mt. Rose Highway, figuring the 8
mile-plus climb should take me about an hour. Mt Rose rises at a consistent 6%
grade along most of its length, with some 8 – 10% pitches tossed in the middle.
Good thing there are nice and wide shoulders on the road, because since the last
time I climbed this last season they’ve added rumble-strips (Brian’s favorite road
feature) the length of the climb, wiping out 12 inches of the shoulder. Add the large
grates every quarter mile or so made finding a smooth patch of pavement a little
more challenging.

I started running out of gas on the climb about half way up…dang, this thing is
harder than I remember…the back started hurting, causing me to have to stand to
stop the ache, and I felt my cadence and leg drive falling off much like happened to
me towards the top of Hamilton. The climb flattens out at Tahoe Meadows for about
a quarter mile, and I shook loose some energy to strongly finish the final mile-plus
from the meadow to the summit. The climb back to my house is truly nasty—you
can’t simply drop directly to it, but you have to drop below almost to lake level and
have to climb back up through the Diamond Peak ski resort parking lot, complete
with some 15% pitches just to make you hurt at the finish. So, at the Mt Rose
summit, I whip out the phone and say “Hey honey, I am done climbing, you want to
buy me lunch?” “Sure, I’ve just had some snacks so lunch would be nice.” THANK
GOD, I can descend back to Incline and load the bike in the truck and avoid that last
500 feet of climbing back to the house! End of day stats: 43.44 miles, 4,156 feet of
climbing, a little over 3 hours of ride time.

I was a tired puppy on the drive home—sleeping most of the way. In a couple of
Death Ride training plans I am “following” they stress that you need to have a
“weekly training load” equal to the target event at least two times in the last few
weeks before the event. Goal accomplished, at least once: Total Training Volume for
the week, 165.16 miles with 14,646 feet of climbing; compare that with the previous
week (admittedly, I got back from Spain at 11pm Wednesday night of that week) of
57.7 miles with 4,180 feet of climbing. Now, when am I getting that second week?

An Equipment Change: June 19, 2007
I’ve agonized over this for awhile—with my dismal performance up the Col du
Galibier and Alpe d’Huez at 2006’s La Marmotte, and my latest flame out in the
“Final Five” on Hamilton, and my uninspired climbs up Mt. Rose Highway, Mt. Tam,
and Palomares lately, I was beginning to realize I may not be 100% ready to take on
the Death Ride, and it would turn in to a Death Slog like the Galibier and Alpe the
year before. I still hadn’t reached any of my weight goals for the season, and horror
of horrors, the scales showed me back at 215 on Monday morning June 18th after a
bit more beer drinking, burger downing, and dessert eating than I should have been
doing. Man, talk about disheartening…so I had a long conversation with Craig on
Monday’s ACTC Argonaut Ride, and I kicked around some ideas on bike set up for
the Death Ride. My main bikes are my 2000 Trek 5200 and my new Madone 5.2,
both set up with compacts and 12 X 27 or 28’s. I was using the 5200 for the bulk of
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the miles, and was now working the Madone in to more of my rides now that the rear
wheel and bottom bracket seem to be fixed; besides, the Madone has a bit more
upright riding position, which is more comfortable for me.

So, with this dark cloud over me…”my climbing sucks” kept rolling around in my
head…I began entertaining some wild thoughts—maybe I could use my ‘cross bike
for the Death Ride? It has a triple AND an 11 X 34 set-up, so if I start running out of
gas or my back goes into lock-down mode, I can drop in to the mondo-granny 30 X
34 and try to survive instead of pushing my 34 X 28 at 40 (or lower) cadence (and
3.5 mph, which if you go any lower, you can’t keep the bike upright). But, the last
time I took the ‘cross bike down a technical descent (Montebello), the rear cantilever
brakes were squealing the entire way and lack a whole lot of stopping power. Not
good for descending in the Sierras. Crap, what can I do, what CAN I do…

I also have the Gold Y-Foil, which has a “traditional” double up front and a mountain
bike 11 X 34 with an XT long-cage derailleur in the rear, which gave me near triple
gearing with my preferred double front shifting. I hate triple shifting because I got a
lot of chain drop and suck despite carefully adjusting that damn front derailleur—I
had a triple on the 5200 for the longest time, but when compacts came out, I
changed over quickly. I haven’t ridden the Y-Foil much this year, and was
considering, for aesthetics, to change the rear set-up to a normal road 11 X 25 or
27—so, DUH! Why not do it now! That is, move the XT set up to the 5200, making
it my “monster climb” bike with a compact 50/34 mated with an XT 11X34, leave the
Madone alone, making it my “normal climb” bike, and make the Y-Foil a “normal
double” road bike for less “climbing-intensive” routes. BRILLIANT!

So, on Tuesday, I’m pulling the derailleur and cassette off my Y-Foil, throwing it on
the 5200 (can’t put it on the Madone because it’s a 10 speed and the cassette is 9
speed), along with brand-new derailleur cables front and back. I also flipped the
stem over, giving a few millimeters more handlebar height to make my position a bit
more comfortable, like the Madone. Hey, the pros have specialty bikes—Tyler
Hamilton legitimized the compact crank on his breakaway stage win in the 2004 Tour
and I saw Floyd ride one bike for half of the now infamous Stage 17 then get handed
a different bike for the last half of the stage—so why can’t I have it that way as well.
I rode the new set-up around Alameda for 45 minutes and everything shifts well
(even better than before with the new cables and housing).

But, the real test comes up over the next few days: on Thursday, my Argonaut ride
is going up Hicks Road, which has a long, steady 1.5 mile wall at 10%+ gradient at
the end of a 5 mile climb, and on Saturday, Dan and I have the Best of the Bay
Century, which has you follow the ridgeline from Orinda/Berkeley to Milpitas, going
over Calaveras (5 mile climb) and Sierra Roads (3.7 miles at 10%+ grades) as the
final two climbs. We’ll see how I do going up Sierra with this set-up with 80 miles in
my legs!

If it proves successful and useful, I’ll take the 5200 on the Best of the Bay Century
and up to Tahoe and use it on the “Mark and Death Ride Dan Death Ride Training
Camp” over the early Fourth of July weekend.
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The New Equipment Test: June 21, 2007
My goal on my Almaden Cycle Touring Club “Monday and Thursday Argonaut” Rides
has always been to get back before “civil twilight” which is usually about 30 minutes
past sundown. Civil Twilight according to my practical definition is when it gets
REALLY DARK, and I would require a full array of lights on the ride. But, I don’t ride
in the dark, and I don’t own a full array of lights for my bike—but I have been
shamed in to getting at least a small $18 pocket light that I can throw on my
handlebar. Since I have lead these “Argonaut” rides for 6 years, I have set up a
master spreadsheet of all the routes, and the dates on which we ride those routes,
and have them all timed out so we ALWAYS get back before “Argonaut Dark,” absent
some hellacious bonk or mechanical to one of my riders. Since today was the
Summer Solstice, we always ride out from our start in Saratoga out to Hicks Road
southeasterly from Los Gatos. We also have to climb over two moderate climbs:
Kennedy Road to get out that way, and Shannon Road coming back. And, as I said
before, Hicks is about a 5 mile climb, with a 2 mile WALL just before the summit
averaging 10% gradient, so in previous Summer Solstice Hicks rides, we usually got
back a few minutes after DARK.

The group arrived quickly at the top of Kennedy within 45 minutes of starting, which
was a great pace, so we descended and attacked Hicks’ lower climb up to the dam at
Guadalupe Reservoir. It’s a nice gradual 4% grade, with a little bump getting up to
dam height, then it gets gradual again to “The Switchback.” That tight left-hander
starts the Hicks Wall, but the new gearing on my Trek 5200 was proving its worth.
Shifts were clean, no chain noise or other oddities, and everything held nicely as I
crawled up the wall. Ten percent at the start gave away to a long stretch of 15%,
with a peak gradient of 19%, but I was just hunkered down in my now a bit higher
cadence granny (34 X 34) and able to motor at 3.5 mph straight up the stretch and
summit by 7:15pm. The last of my group (we were 10 strong that night, with a
bunch of my regulars resting for a double coming up on Saturday) came to the
summit at 7:30, well before the 7:50 turn-around time. We ran the normal course
back to the cars, and we all got back by 8:45, even with a bit of lollygagging on the
way back.

When all was said and done, the new set-up passed with flying colors. Next test: the
Best of the Bay Century, with the MoFo Sierra Road climb coming with 80 miles in
my legs. Wish my 5200 luck! I am lucky that I am a bit of a bike junkie and have
so many bikes and spare parts that I can swap things around and try out new set-
ups, and have a specific “MoFo Climbing Bike” and “the New Nice Bike” and “the Flats
Bike.” Also, because many of us become bike mechanics out of necessity (there just
ain’t a Local Bike Shop out in the middle of the Three Bears), you begin “working” on
your bike and get comfortable mixing things up. About $200 in tools gets you a
well-stocked bike shop—don’t forget a good torque wrench while you are at it.

A Best of the Bay: June 23, 2007
In sidebar chats in the weeks preceding the ride, Mike S, Death Ride Dan, Tim C, and
I had talked about riding this century together, and also coming to the agreement
that the added 27 miles of the Three Bears at the start were just downright cruel,
given the fact that we all wanted to tackle the Sierra Road climb as the final climb of
the day. Tim C, unfortunately, was a Pinehurst crash victim a couple of weeks
before the ride, and had to beg off. “I want to get on the road no later than 6:30”
proclaims DRD, forcing Mike to catch the first train out of Fruitvale while DRD and I
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added to global warming by driving over to Orinda BART. With the Sierra “10%
average grade” Road climb looming at mile 80, I decided to take the MoFo Climbing
Bike, my Trek 5200 with the 34 X 34 low gear.

We caught up with Mike at the check-in and headed out right on time, soon to tackle
the first climb of the day, Wildcat Canyon. I settled in to my planned-on 140 - 150
BPM climbing rhythm (around 80% MaxHR), which meant Mike, young legs and all,
zoomed off ahead of me up the climb, and DRD “Mr. Big Ring Climber” also was soon
off up the road too. Man, DRD’s month of training with his 11 X 21 cassette has
given him the ability to stand on that big ring and climb, climb, climb, but all it would
do to me is send my kneecaps shooting out of my legs and reduce my quads to piles
of quivering jello. DRD got that advice from his hard-core-cycler brother (he tackled
the Devil Mountain Double this year, see the above Mt Hamilton Challenge story),
and it has really paid off with his climbing speed since he can stand and dance on
those pedals on climb after climb.

We popped up to Inspiration Point, regrouped, then jogged left on to Shasta to climb
out to Grizzly Peak—Shasta is a nasty 10%+ surprise, since we usually continue
cruising along Wildcat Canyon from the Brazil House—then along Grizzly Peak to
Skyline, then took the cool plunge down Pinehurst in to Canyon for the first rest
stop. We all were Team Kit Bedecked, head to toe, but this early Mike and DRD had
jackets on, and I was featuring my official arm warmers (too bad there isn’t any
more of those) and a base t-shirt, so it was a little “exhilarating,” to say the least,
winding down Pinehurst in to Canyon. We were pronounced numbers 2, 3, and 4 in
to the rest stop, so most of the rest of the riders must have gone ‘round the Three
Bears to open the Century.

As we took a bit of early refreshment we had our first encounter with the official
Cherry City Cyclist photographer. Driving a Honda mini-SUV, he came up to us and
said, “Wow, you guys were descending in a beautiful, smooth line down Pinehurst, all
matching with your team kits, and I zoomed down the road to photograph the sight.
But, just as I stopped, you zoomed by me. Man, you guys are fast!” Hey, we are
the dark blue and orange train, like “The Blue Train” of the Postal Team Time Trial
days, except ours consisted of two old farts and a young’un. We agreed to give him
a heads-up as we were leaving so he could get a head start and get set up to catch
us rolling in to the Pinehurst/Canyon Road intersection, and from that point on, I
swear he became our personal Graham Watson (the official Tour de France photog),
leap-frogging us all along the route, catching us in various states of exhilaration and
suffering. The last shot he got of me, I was suffering up one of the innumerable 16
– 17% stretches of Sierra Road, and as I crested the hump, he was laying prone in
the middle of the road, catching me standing (not even close to “dancing on my
pedals”) barely turning over that 34 X 34. Can’t wait to see the abject suffering he
must have captured on my face…

So we popped over the Little Pinehurst climb, down to Redwood, then up Redwood
and on in to Castro Valley. From Redwood, they had us jog left on Heyer and right
on Center, which might be a good thing for us to do in the future to avoid most of
the fun on E. Castro Valley Blvd through that most-courteous traffic and strip malls.
At the foot of Palomares, we hit the second rest stop (did I say this century was
VERY well supported by our fellow club, San Leandro’s Cherry City Cyclists…excellent
energy products at every stop, Hammer’s HEED (excellent electrolyte drink for hotter
weather) and water, and friendly people manning the stops) and loaded up, this time
coming in 3, 4, and 5. Wow, where is everybody else…certainly they’ll catch me on



Page 22 of 48

Palomares. Up and over Palomares, then that sweet descent along the creek, then a
nice paceline (with me pulling, hey, if you can beat ‘em in the hills, at least pound
‘em along the flats) up Niles Canyon (traffic not too bad that early) in to Sunol, and
rest stop number 3 (lunch). Mike got some paceline action photos along Niles
Canyon, which are posted to the group site.

Lunch had some nice wraps…Mike chanced a “meatloaf” wrap which he pronounced
“downright tasty” but I stuck to my Hammer Perpetuem plan (with a few Hammer
Gels tossed in), and we quickly left lunch, still, supposedly 3, 4, and 5. Aw, they’ll
catch me on Calaveras for sure…I’ll have a bunch of florescent yellow-banded riders
flow past me on that climb, and I’ll settle back comfortably in mid-pack where I
belong. Supposedly some one hundred riders were out there somewhere, and we
were still in the Top 10!

The penultimate climb, Calaveras, is the same slog I remember from the Mt.
Hamilton Challenge: a not-too-bad initial climb, then an up-down-up-down repetition
as you ride along the ridgeline above Calaveras Reservoir for mile after mile. By
then, the three of us were riding together, dispatching the climb with relative ease in
bigger gears. Then, the Plunge and we rolled in to rest stop #4, where we checked
in for the Sierra Climb. A couple of guys rolled in shortly after us, and when we
found out they were just rolling over to the finish and avoiding the last nastiness, we
badgered, cajoled, and attempted to humiliate them in to continuing to Sierra, to no
avail. So the Three Amigos headed out, down a very nice descent to Piedmont Road,
then, passing Mike’s former high school, we turned left and faced Sierra.

Sierra doesn’t give you any illusion it ain’t nothing but hell…there is a flat roll out to
start for 100 meters, then it heads straight up at 16% right off the bat past the last
suburban ranchers you’ll see for about a half mile or more, then it starts winding up
the hill with a few 6 – 8% “flatter” sections for a minimal respite, but mostly it is
10%+ all along the 3.7 mile length of the road to the summit. There really ain’t
nuthin’ up there…a few homes past the bunch at the start, a lot of grassland, not
much shade, some cows…and our brevet’er Jared, summing it up at the afterparty at
Sweet Tomatoes, “Why would you climb it…there ain’t nuthin’ up there…I used to
climb some crazy steep hills in San Francisco until I figured out I could get where I
wanted to go by NOT climbing those mothers…”

Well, climb it we did—each at our own pace. Mike regaled us previously with BOB
2006 horror stories of 100+ degree heat on Sierra and the frequent stops he had to
take to survive, but, checking my cyclometer, it was “only 85,” so all you did was
sweat profusely and tick your pedals over with minimal cadence. Mike was gone
first, then again, DRDan gained separation about a mile up the climb and was never
seen again until the top. At a couple of points, I was able to record a 2.0 and 2.5
mph (I didn’t think I could stay upright below 3.0, but I did, doing my best
trackstand impression while accomplishing minimal forward-and-upward movement)
on my cyclometer screen, when I could focus enough to look at anything but my
front hub and stem. I figured it was going to take me well over an hour to crawl up
the climb, but I was surprised when I saw the Tour of California 2km, 1.5km, and
1.0km marks on the road well within an hour of suffering. I climbed Sierra once
before, to view the ToC stage in February, but I had fresh legs and my 30 X 34 low-
geared ‘cross bike that day, so it’s a bit different tackling it from miles 71 through 75
after several thousand feet of climbing already. But I did stay to the plan, keeping
my heart rate around 150, being careful not to ‘blow up’ on the climb by pushing too
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hard to keep up with anyone else but me. I hit the top after about 45 or 50 minutes
of nothing but suffering.

Mike and Dan were sitting under a canopy, looking as relaxed as can be at the
summit, chatting away with fellow Team Alameda rider Warren (originally intending
to ride the BOB and Death Ride, he was on the injured list with a broken collarbone
and decided he’d volunteer for the BOB if he couldn’t ride it). After regaining my
wits, we spent a bit more time up there basking in the glory of “no more climbing”
while maintaining our Top 10 Status (now 4, 5, and 6). I never saw anybody pass
us, but somehow numbers 2 and 3 did at some point on the course. One amazing
descent from the top of Sierra (but a little rough in spots), which turns in to Felter,
got us back to the bottom of the Calaveras Plunge, then soon back to rest stop
number 4/5. Nobody we talked to on our second visit there (at Ed Levin Park) was
doing Sierra—and nothing we said would make anyone change their minds, so we
topped off our bottles and quickly headed off on the home stretch, with Mike pulling
us through the wilds of suburban Milpitas and Fremont. So, were cruising along for
about 10 miles, make this turn and WHOA! Another hill! Man, I hate that…when I
shut off that “climbing” mode in my brain, all I want to see is flat road ahead of me
as I roll in to a finish. Even those days we head homewards in to the headwinds of
Doolittle, I can handle that when I am in “heading home” mode, but not another
friggin’ hill! Ka’chuck, ka’chuck, gear down and grind it out…dang, it’s hard…wow,
10%...dang…I pass a woman we couldn’t talk in to continuing on to Sierra at the rest
stop WALKING up the hill—she would have HATED us if we had convinced her to do
Sierra…whew, over it…there better not be another one!!!

Well, there wasn’t another one—we cruised along Paseo Padre Parkway in a modest
paceline, swinging in to the AfterParty with just over 7 hours elapsed for the 95+
miles I showed on my cyclometer. So, we were sitting there basking in the afterglow
of a tough century done in seven hours of saddle time, when who drops in to the
party but our own Jared…not decked out in a team kit, but retro-stylish with a bright,
clean white Campy wool jersey and his brevet bike. Turns out he caught the 7am
train, started on the Three-Bears-less route with Keith at 7:45, lost Keith to a major
chain mechanical fairly early in the ride, then rode the rest (and Sierra) in solo
mode. He came in about 30 minutes after we arrived, so he made up about 45
minutes on us.

But the best news is was that the Three Amigos remained in the Top 10 of the
Three-Bears-less route riders!! We came in at 4, 5 and 6 according to the
organizers, and since I was bringing up the rear on the climbs, I lay claim to SIXTH
PLACE in the BOB, which is a major accomplishment on the bike since I have never
placed at nuthin’ while on the bike, or on my feet, or on my anything for that matter.
Team Alameda was well represented by four clean-cut, All-American boys who tore
up the road and spit it out!

Final Stats: 7:01.48 Ride Time, 95.35 miles, 8010 feet of climbing, 13.10 mph
average speed, 70 rpm average cadence, 159/139 heart rate, 5% average climb,
18% maximum grade—in a lot of spots along Sierra.

And, in the final weeks before the Death Ride, this week featured 158.44 miles,
14,156 feet of climbing; Death Ride training mission accomplished with two weeks of
mileage and climbing comparable to the target event. So, sue me, I ain’t the fastest
climber, but I should be ready for the Death Ride. Next up: Death Ride Altitude
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A Final Epic Before the Epic: June 30, 2007
The Angora Fire started in south Tahoe, by Fallen Leaf Lake, the weekend before
Death Ride Dan and I planned to spend a long weekend before the Fourth of July
holiday (inconveniently placed smack-dab in the middle of the week) up at north
shore, getting some high-altitude rides in, perhaps even driving over and taking in a
pass or two of the Death Ride. Perhaps a little prematurely, we talked over the bad
air quality that was reported by some of the folks that I know up in Tahoe and we
bagged the weekend, figuring smoke in the lungs wasn’t a good training technique.
Turned out the reaction to the fire was a bit of a knee jerk, as the air was crystal
clear by late in the week, and the basin would have provided ideal training ground.

But, cancel the weekend we did, and in its place, we proposed a ride I did with my
south bay buddy Craig last year in preparation for the Devil Mountain Double (him)
and La Marmotte (him and me): last year, we met in Sunol, rode over Palomares
from Niles Canyon Road, then went over the Dublin Grade, then north to Danville
and up the South Gate Road route, then avoiding the final 6 to the summit,
descended North Gate Road from the ranger station over to Walnut Creek and
Clayton, and looped back to Dublin/Pleasanton via Morgan Territory Road. For this
year’s route, proposed to the greater Team Alameda electorate, we would BART it to
Dublin, then follow the loop (to the summit this time) then loop around back to BART
I found Morgan Territory to be a unique climb in the Bay Area, and since no one I
know on Team Alameda had ever done it, I thought I’d get some bites on the
proposal. Well, two to be exact: Death Ride Dan, as always, willing to tackle
anything, and John Williams, getting stronger by the ride.

I guessed the route would be some 65 – 70 miles, advertised it as so, and on
Saturday morning, we were off precisely at 8am, the three of us endeavoring to
catch the 8:24 out of Fruitvale. Right on time, amazingly enough, and BART
deposited us in Dublin/Pleasanton about 9am, where Dan spent more than a few
minutes waiting with a gaggle of women at the BART bathrooms; silly boy, don’t you
know people live in there, and no BART bathroom has ever been utilized for its
intended purpose as long as I know. So, after giving up on the BART “facilities,” we
found a strip-mall Subway open and launched our epic formally from there.

The massive suburban build-up in Dublin has begun: there is bad news, and good
news, and bad news with that. All this development in the rollers north of 580 will
supposedly put 50,000 new homes in the area in the next few years….BAD. The
strip mall infrastructure is already going up parallel to 580, and as you head out
Tassajara Road, you see the blocks of homes/townhomes/apartments being built,
the broad boulevards leading east and west off Tassajara into nowhere now, but
soon to have the hills covered in homes. But, the good is, albeit miniscule compared
to the ‘burbs going up all around, Tassajara Road is being widened significantly, with
a bike lane going in from what looks like Dublin all the way to Blackhawk. Minor
Good. But, once all those homes are in, and those wild-eyed burbanites crawl in
their SUVs and minivans to go to the strip mall (there is a Peets on Tassajara Road
just north of Dublin Road, a minor patch of civilization in a Starbucks world), that
road will be so choked with vehicles and those interminable signals, that progress
will be slower than today with the narrow shoulder and the occasional rancher pick-
um-up truck to dodge. VERY BAD. But, enough soapboxing…but, boy howdy, do I
love Alameda, so different than the ‘burbs…
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So, to the ride—we drove our little peleton quickly out to Blackhawk, turned right on
Blackhawk Road that follows a couple of rollers over to become Diablo Road, where
you take a right on Mt. Diablo Scenic Road. But this comes at the downside of a
roller, and Dan and John are off the front, screaming down the roller at 30 mph,
where they blow through the stop sign at MDSR (bad form, boys) and continue on
down the Diablo Road. I figured they’d realize their mistake when they rolled in to
Danville, so I made my right turn, gingerly rode over the first badly potholed patch
of the road, then started the climb proper to South Gate. That first patch is so bad, I
figure it is the nexus of some sort of dispute between the ultra-rich homeowners
(perhaps is a “private” road patch) there, and the city/town of Diablo, the county,
and the state, and maybe even the Park Service. It is downright ridiculously
potholed; it caused a double pinch flat the last time I came down it, where I swerved
to the left to avoid a bunch of hikers walking 4 abreast at descending speed and got
swallowed up by a big one.

So, I survive the stretch, and get in a nice climbing rhythm, and the climb seems
easier than usual. Tapping out a nice cadence, I am climbing with my Trek 5200
MoFo Climbing Bike, but staying in my 34 X 23 or 25, not bailing in to my good gosh
granny at 34 X 34 at any point. I needed that for the summit quarter mile MoFo.
So, I get to the Ranger Station in about 45 minutes, and figured I’d stop and wait for
the boys. I had enough drink to summit, and I should have just kept going since I
was in good shape on the lower climb, and it took me a mile or two to get back that
rhythm I found on the bottom half. Which is probably good advice: Diablo is an 11
mile climb, and if you are feeling good, have enough drink/gels, and are climbing
well and with good cadence and good rhythm, you probably shouldn’t break your
stride by stopping, particularly if it’s up and back. I waited for Dan for about 20 or
more minutes, and my legs cooled off, and I struggled to get climbing again. If you
are doing well, just stick with the climb until it is done.

So, Dan eventually shows up, and we give John a call. He had some flat problems
(and Dan rode away from him, more bad form!) and had to “borrow” an inner tube
from some passing cyclists, so Dan and I proceeded up to the summit, figuring we’d
wait for him at the top. So, by the time we got going again, I had been stopped for
a half hour, and getting my legs back was a challenge. A couple of miles up, I got it
back, and cruised along on the back wheel of a couple of young guys, with DRD
about a hundred yards ahead of me, doing that Big Gear Standing Climbing for which
he has become so famous. I nearly caught Dan at the infamous Summit Wall, but a
van and a car got between us, so these two cars are going up right behind Dan as he
struggled up the 16% grade for the last quarter mile, with me struggling along right
behind. I gained the summit parking lot at 1:26.51, four minutes better than my
previous personal record. Had I continued climbing without stopping at the Ranger
Station, I probably could have lopped another minute or two off the climb. But I felt
great, and the climb itself felt easy, certainly easier than any of my other attempts.

And, the Summit Wall didn’t seem so bad either, not after Sierra—those of you who
have tackled that last little MoFo up Diablo know how hard it is. So, take that
section, roughly a quarter mile, and stretch it out to 3.7 miles! That’s Sierra Road,
Milpitas, featured on last week’s Best of the Bay. It was killer!

Dan and I hung out at the summit for about 20 minutes or so, then drifted down to
the staircase, contemplating descending and scooping up John on the way, when this
guy rides up and says, “you guys looking for John.” Ulp, well yes, we are. I guess
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John ID’d us to the guy by our Team Kits, and he informed us that John was resting
at the “Devil’s Elbow” wherever that was, and he’d be up shortly. So we got talking
to the guy, another Death Rider, and this was his third, and last, summit of the
morning. Some people do odd things to get prepared for epic rides, but three times
up Diablo before noon doesn’t sound like a lot of fun, but it’s probably effective.

I have never seen such clear views from the top of Diablo—there is usually fog, or
haze, or both, but today there was only a wisp or two of fog in the bay, and clarity at
all points of the compass. A truly beautiful day—not too hot, not too cold, no wind
(yet), just sitting at the top of Diablo, drinking it all in. John summits, and we let
him catch his breath and refuel, then I start one of the best descents of my career. I
dropped my brake levers, and raised my handlebar, so I can get in the drops with
my index and middle finger comfortably resting on the levers as I descend on the
5200. And I tear off the summit, repeating the mantra, “Be One with the Bike,” as I
swing my thigh back and forth against the top tube in my “Bobby Julich” descending
technique, a tip from RoadBikeRider’s weekly newsletter. I came up to this guy who
was descending in his aero bars—I don’t ever want to see any Team Alameda rider
descending, or even riding in a group, in your aero bars. It is an inherently unstable
position, and you should only be time trialing on flats, alone, in the aero position. I
blew by him as quickly as possible, and kept the nice descent going, flowing from
corner to corner, feeling safely stable and exhilarated at the same time. I paused at
the Ranger Station to regroup with Dan and John (it’s amazing how fast you can
descend 6+ miles when it took 45 minutes to climb), then took off at the front again.
I quickly got behind a Nissan Murano SUV, and he pulled over to let me by since I
was handling the switchbacks of the North Gate route much faster than he was.

I encountered no other cars on my wonderful descent, but just as I popped out of
the switchback section and the road straightened out a snig, first one, then two, then
a third rider, all in the same team kit (couldn’t tell which team) passed me on the
left without a sound. I yelled at them to call out, please. It’s just common sense
and common courtesy: modern helmets have so many vents, that the wind is
whistling through creating quite a racket that you don’t hear a rider freewheeling
behind you. To let someone know I am coming up behind them, I yell out, “On your
left!” to let them know I am coming so they won’t swerve out to take the next corner
and take me out in the process. Those three surprised me, and you don’t need
surprises at 30 – 35 mph. CALL OUT WHEN PASSING, ALWAYS! Climbing,
descending, on the flats, ALWAYS!

I stopped at the bottom of NorthGate Road, and when we regrouped, John had been
summoned back home to go mini-van shopping, so the usual two, DRDan and I,
continued along the route while John headed over to Walnut Creek BART. We
popped out to Ygnacio Valley Blvd (not so much a boulevard as it is a freeway) and
over to Clayton via the DMD signs on the road (markings on the pavement for the
Devil Mountain Double), following Pine Hollow Road rather than continuing further on
YVR any further. We needed water, but found the old downtown Clayton to be
sparse, but it’s the last water until the summit of Morgan Territory, so we settled for
raiding the icebox of a coffee shop for what little water they had.

Topping off, we headed out Marsh Creek Road, and over a couple of stiff, long rollers
to the base of Morgan Territory. Morgan Territory is a quirky road, rolling along flat
with good pavement for about 3 miles of ranches (there was one mega-mega-
mansion going up out there that wasn’t there last year, with a garage in the shape of
an immense, three story barn and the house looking to be at least 10 – 15K square
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feet), then the good pavement ends at mile 3.5, then the climb starts. When
stopped to take a “natural break” just before the climb, I saw a family of wild turkeys
crossing the road, mom and dad bracketing 4 chicks. The road tips up, though not
at MoFo levels, but the road is so rough and pot-holed that you have to concentrate
much harder than a normal 6 – 8% climb, picking your way up the hill, a’la Paris-
Roubaix. There were quite a few steps as well, where the pitch gets steeper, but on
the whole the climb isn’t brutal, just a sweet challenge that puts you in the finest
example of virgin oak grasslands remaining in the Bay Area. There are some steeper
steps towards the top, putting a little hurt in the legs in mile 8 of the climb, and you
break out at the top, with a good blast of wind after being so sheltered for the entire
climb, at a large staging area at mile 9.3. My legs were buzzing from the chatty
road, and Dan and I stayed together the entire way in case of any mechanicals. We
were passed by only 2 or 3 cars, and passed another rider as we descended from
Marsh Creek on to Morgan, but other than that, not another soul. Cycling nirvana,
baby!

The descent off the top is a little challenging—the road bed immediately smoothes
out, tempting you to haul ass, but by this late in the afternoon, stiff winds are
blowing from the valley up the hill, so you can get tossed around quite easily, and
the road is narrow, so when a rancher’s pick-um-up truck is coming up, and you are
flying down, there is no room for error. So, we slowly descended, winding down to
the valley floor, and directly in to that wind by the time we hit Manning Road, and
with a short stint on Manning, struggling to get up to 15 mph, followed by a longer
stint on Highlands Road, with slightly more shelter from the wind, and a little more
speed, then back to Tassajara Road, and a one-way road construction delay, before
rolling back in to Dublin, where we paid back the Subway for our earlier deposit with
a bowl of chili for me and a wrap for Dan.

Back to BART along Dublin Road, and boy, did I miss this estimate on the ride! Last
year, neither Craig nor I had a functioning cyclocomputer, so we estimated the
Sunol-Palomares-Diablo-Morgan Territory-Sunol loop at 95 miles…must have been
more like 110 or 120, because knocking off the Sunol-Palomares-Sunol part this year
still gave Dan and me 80 miles. And adding the Alameda to BART miles, it was a
long, EPIC day—I got home after 6pm that night. My legs really felt it today, but I
feel I climbed very well today, and I feel ready for the Death Ride. Now I wind down
to the event, with no more epics planned, but as I write this, I am up at Tahoe (no
smoke in the air), acclimatizing and getting some light riding in up Mt. Rose Highway
(lake to summit, about 3000 feet with 6 – 10% grades).

Final stats and impressions: perfect day for cycling in the Diablo Valley—not too hot
for the Diablo or Morgan climbs, not too cold on the descent from Diablo, the wind
wasn’t too horrible on the flats back to Dublin (but still plenty nasty after so many
miles in the legs), and a simple Subway bread bowl of chili at the end was a delight
after bottle after bottle of Perpetuem. For the last epic day: 84.64 miles, 6,955 feet
of climbing, 6:16 of saddle time. For the last epic week: 180.66 miles, 14,171 feet
of climbing, giving me three weeks out of the last four with more than 14,000 feet of
climbing.

A Diminished Death Ride Training Camp: July 4, 2007
After the epic on Saturday, my understanding wife and I decided to head up to
Tahoe anyways—besides, we had some painting contractors to deal with, and we
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heard that the air was clear from the contractor we talked to, so I stuck my 5200 to
the back of the 4Runner and moseyed on up to Incline Village on Sunday about
10am. We took our time, eating lunch at the famous Jimboy’s Tacos in Auburn,
arriving at Incline at about 3pm. I resolved only to do light training, starting my
taper for the “Big Dance” as DRDan calls it, so I spent the rest of Sunday, Monday
and Tuesday doing light hikes with the old dogs and avoiding the bike. On the
Fourth, I rolled out of bed about 6:45am and decided now was as good a time as any
to get a ride in before the world awoke on the holiday, so I quickly dressed and
headed out the door about 7, descended in to Incline to Highway 28, surprised
myself by hyperventilating on a short roller heading toward the Raley’s, then calmed
my breathing down once I got to the intersection of Highways 28 and 431 (Mt Rose
Highway). I peeled off the windbreaker and started the 8.16-mile climb from about
6,300 feet to the summit at 9,100+.

I fell in to a good rhythm, bouncing between my 34 X 25 or 27 while sitting and
taking an occasional standing turn for about a minute or so in the 34 X 23. Felt
much better this time than the last time I climbed Mt. Rose Highway, but I shot out
the door without my Polar and didn’t know my time up the climb or my heart rate as
I ascended. But I felt better, and probably dispatched the climb in a little more than
an hour. I then descended quickly to Fairmont Road, took that down to the bottom
of Diamond Peak’s parking lot, then did my best to pop up that 11% hill back in to
our little Tyrolean Village that is tucked back beyond Diamond Peak. I also took the
short climb to the top of the development, admiring the quickly warming day and
checking out the view of the fireworks barges on the lake prepping for the big show
that night. No sign of any more smoke coming from the Angora Fire to the south.

I then swung back to the house, completing a little “leg wake-up call” ride in just
under two hours. Stats: 22.17 miles with 2,965 feet of climbing for the first ride of
July. I probably won’t ride again until I lead another Alpine Dam route up Mt. Tam
on Saturday, then my Monday Argonaut with ACTC, then Dan and I head back up to
Tahoe on Wednesday night to start the final acclimatization, with Saturday being the
Big Dance.

Really, the Final Epic, Really: July 7, 2007
The family chased the 2004 Tour de France in Brittany, and one cold, rainy Sunday,
we were sitting in a little village, waiting for the peleton. Once they rolled through,
everyone rushed over to the little bar just off the village square to watch the rest of
the coverage on French TV. There was a large crowd in the square, and one rather
inebriated fellow was standing on a chair, peering in to the coverage, shouting out
the action to the folks unlucky enough to not get a view of the TV. I couldn’t
understand much of what he was describing, but I did know “Chute!” which meant
CRASH! With all the rain, there were several crashes in the last 20 km rolling in to
the finish, and there were his shouts of “CHUTE!” with follow-up queries from the
crowd as to which riders were involved.

Well, the roll-out back to BART in San Francisco claimed its second victim, me in my
initial CHUTE on my Madone. Joe Mariscal had a nasty crash that broke his fork and
frame, and caused him some foot problems for a while last year out on the Marina
Green, and I saved mine for the stretch along the Maritime Museum, as I was
avoiding the many walkers along the path, and my front wheel got locked in the
semi-covered railroad tracks on that stretch and tossed me to the ground in a fairly
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low speed crash. A little road rash, a tear in my only Team bib (the worst news of
the crash), and some scrapes on my pedal was the only damage, and it discounts
the first 70 miles of our “really, this is the last epic, really” ride in preparation for the
Death Ride. It is a pattern with me: a week before my Europe cycling vacation last
year I hit a nasty patch of gravel in a right-hander at speed and went down hard, so
I carried a bit of road rash with me on the plane…this year I’ll carry some in the car
ride up to the Sierras.

Death Ride Dan’s brother, Dennis, wanted to escape the 107 degree temperature in
Fresno, so Alameda and Marin accommodated him by keeping the thermometer in
the 60’s most of the day. Five of us started out at 8:10 from Kaiser’s steps, Death
Ride Dan, Dennis, Kirk (who wasn’t quite sold on the ride until we got him pretty well
roped in by Pier 39), John N (with that sweet Ti Serrotta), and me, and we had an
uneventful, though cold and foggy, rollout through the City and over the Golden
Gate. We came smack dab in to the middle of the Avon Breast Cancer Walk-A-Thon
all along from Marina Green out through the Sausalito Bike Path, finally losing the
be-pinked walkers as we went over Camino Alto in to Larkspur. The sun finally came
out as we stopped at the Fairfax 7-11, where we relieved and replenished for the
coming Alpine Dam climb. Up and over, with Kirk and Denny leading the group up
the hill, now in the rising heat, and me sweating profusely in my long-sleeved base
layer under my team kit. But sure enough, as we hit the summit at Ridgecrest, the
fog was back, and we saw it recede below us as we suffered up the Seven Sisters.
Since the fog was now well below us, and the weather nice, and we hadn’t gone all
the way to the actual summit of Mt. Tam yet this year, we pressed on to the top on
the final 2.8 miles from the Pan Toll Road parking lot where we usually head down. I
forgot how difficult the summit push is: you climb for a mile or so, then drop down
for a half-mile, then climb some more, then descend some more, then the final push
to the road end is almost downright Diablo-like. And to make things more difficult,
the road has been freshly chip-sealed, and there is still a ton of gravel all over the
road, making the descents very, very dicey.

We basked in the sun at the summit for about a half-hour, then set out for the
descent-climb-descent-climb-descent out to Pan Toll Road, then a continuous fast
descent down the Panoramic Highway in to Mill Valley, where we picked up the Avon
Walkers again, this time in bigger numbers, and we were pulled back in to the fog
and wind as we came out of Sausalito and back up to the GGBridge. The afternoon
crossing of the bridge is always dicey, there are a bunch of newbies and/or tourists
riding “Blazing Saddles” rental mountain bikes across the bridge, and they have the
barest knowledge, if any at all, of proper cycling etiquette and “holding their line.” I
cringe each time one of them is coming at me, and they tend to congregate at the
towers, which are the windiest and worst places to stop.

So my chute was the only ill luck my little peleton suffered, apart from DRDan’s flat
before he even left home this morning, so the flat doesn’t count in the ride stats.
We rolled along the Embarcadero over to Red’s Java Hut, but found it closed, and we
continued on down to the Java House for burgers and beers. The old Greek owner,
sporting a magnificent head of hair and moustache, came out and sat with us during
lunch, striking up a conversation with DRD through the meal (damn, that Dan can
talk to anyone), and we found out he lived in Orinda and had some sort of dispute at
the Orinda public school or something. Refreshed, we rolled back to BART, then
cruised from Fruitvale BART over to VicePrez’s house and picked up our new team
kits—hey, we have to represent Team Alameda in the Death Ride in the new kits,
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don’t we! Peter was out making a milk run, so we collected our kits from his wife
and daughter, then rolled on home.

Stats: 65.85 miles (Ferry Building to Ferry Building) 13.3 average speed, 5080 feet
of climbing, about 5 hours of saddle time, and no mechanicals, and one CHUTE!

A Karmic Tale of Two Punctures: July 8, 2007
OK, so one of the crew on the Team Alameda Sunday casual ride has a flat out on
Harbor Bay Parkway, and I disturb my chi by riding up and saying, "Check for Mr.
Tuffys," proudly boasting that I haven't had a flat in 3,000 miles, to which Fred says
"Mark, be careful what you say..."

So, we cruise out and around Wickes, and coming back leading the usual fast
paceline down Doolittle, we pull over waiting for the rest of the Sunday peleton
(Janet included), and everyone comes on through the Hegenberger intersection, and
McGuyver and I are bringing up the rear, and all of a sudden I feel a softening of the
rear tire...OY, so Karma is a bitch, baby...Fred was SO right...should've kept my
mouth shut.

So, I look at my rear tire, and see something shiny sticking out of the tire on the
sidewall. I flick at it, expecting it to be a large shard of glass, and it stays put. I
proudly show it off to John, since everyone else is down the road by now, and I keep
poking at it, and it still won't budge. So I pull on it and out comes a studded earring,
with the post neatly puncturing my tire JUST ABOVE MY MR TUFFY TIRELINER.
Karma, Baby!

I extract the earring, and ask John to catch up to everyone and present the earring
to my wife as a present. She wasn't impressed...it wasn't real.

Final Preparations: July 11 - 13, 2007
Everyone seemed surprised on the Sunday morning ride that my wife, Janet, hadn’t
been reading my training diary, but I haven’t been boring her personally with this
“blogging” (God, I hate that term, because it implies, at least to me, that the blogger
and the bloggees have no life other than blogging), and she doesn’t log in to the
Yahoo Group site—but she IS a member. But she told me that Peter suggested she
post a “Death Ride Widow” story, so I’ll have to get her to write that at some point.
But this has nothing to do with my final preparations…

Despite the unfortunate cancellation of the “Death Ride Training Camp,” Death Ride
Dan and I kept to the plan of heading up to the Tahoe house as early in the Death
Ride week. We headed up after work on Wednesday, July 11 to get as many nights’
sleep at altitude, and then planned to stay in a motel (Historian Inn in Gardnerville,
NV, just down the mountain on Highway 88 from the Death Ride start) on Friday
night (something Dan had done the previous year). See, it pays to hook up with a
Death Ride veteran to get all these tips, otherwise I would have had to leave about
an hour earlier from Incline Village to get to the ride start at the same time. Turns
out it didn’t matter too much, since nerves (I suppose), and a loud air-conditioning
fan in the room kept me from sleeping on Friday.
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We planned to do a light ride from Incline to Tahoe City on Thursday, but the
demands of the day job kept me glued to my laptop in the house pretty much all
day, so Dan occupied himself by hiking around my neighborhood and engaging any
and all people around in conversation. He extracted more information about the
families living around the neighborhood in one afternoon than I have in eight years
of owning the house…what a salesman!! Instead of riding, we hung a fake antler
chandelier in my dining room, then had a good dinner at the house and a great
night’s sleep. Friday, I finished up some work nonsense, then we headed out to the
check-in at Turtle Rock Park about 10am. The ever-enthusiastic Dan, rather than
heading over to the park, chose to give me a detailed narration of the Carson Pass
climb (the fifth and last climb) from Woodfords to the summit. “Ohhhh, here is
where it is REALLY GOING TO HURT!” “Oh, man, look at that grade, and when you
are here with over 100 miles in your legs, you are going to look up at that and just
die.” “When you are coming up Carson at this point, the wind will be blowing so
hard you will start going backwards!” At this point before any “epic physical
undertaking,” I get quiet, preferring to “put on my game face” by internalizing and
focusing; Dan does the complete opposite, getting giddy. He must have thought I
was getting intimidated with driving over the route—I was just getting ready my own
way. I had mixed feelings about driving up Carson: I purposely didn’t come up to
the area and ride any of the passes, preferring to “be surprised” with the actual
climbs. Don’t get me wrong, I did my homework and came up with a plan of attack
like I suggested for my first century of the season, but since I assumed this would be
my one and only Death Ride, I wanted to experience the climbs and descents on the
ride itself, with the closed roads and all, rather than “ruining the surprise” by
previewing the roads.

We hit the check-in early, before they even opened, so we drove over to Markleeville
and grabbed some lunch. After a nice, but hot-in-the-sun lunch on the patio, we
caught the stage ending sprint of the Tour de France (Boonen won in a bunch sprint)
in the bar, then headed back over to check in. It was warm out; probably low- to
mid-90’s at this low altitude point of the ride (but still about 5,000 feet above sea
level), and it felt hotter standing in the sun waiting to clear up my registration
“problem” (I didn’t have my confirmation e-mail with my bib number with me so I
had to promise to hand over my first-born if I was NOT indeed Mark, but my six-digit
sign-up confirmation number was properly translated and I was finally assigned rider
number 705). After a short hassle (there were a lot of us who didn’t have the magic
e-mail copy), I got my registration completed, and bib number in hand, and Dan
then repeated the blow-by-blow description of the climb and descent of Monitor Pass
as we drove from Markleeville over to US395, then headed north to the ‘burg of
Gardnerville and our motel for the evening.

We fussed with our bikes and team kits after check in, rode a couple of miles near
the motel to make sure everything was in working order, then headed out to dinner
at the “Two Guys from Italy” restaurant. They had about a 30 minute wait, so we
headed over to the bar, where we started talking to two young ‘uns from Walnut
Creek who were also at our motel also Death Riding. We joined them at their table
and ordered up some carb loading and had a nice chat, with Dan holding court for
the three first-timers (me, Dan the marketing manager for Gold’s Gym, and Shams
(or something like that)) regaling us with tips and advice for the coming day. I
seriously thought a couple of Sierra Nevada’s would take the edge off and allow me
to hit the hay early, since we set the alarms for 4:00am, but I just tossed and turned
all night, it seemed, and didn’t feel like I slept at all. I remember looking over at the
clock at 3:30am, and just said screw it and gave up trying to sleep.
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I got up as the alarms on my phones went off, took a shower, buttered up my
chamois (very important and something I do for all rides over about 60 – 70 miles),
and dressed for battle. We were on the road by 4:40am…

I Got My MoJo Working: Death Ride 2007: July 14, 2007
Some Team Alamedans may remember that day—I had a rather spectacular crash
right in front of DaveL leading out the Euclid descent a couple of seasons ago, and as
a result, my descending went to hell. My front wheel just washed out in a tight left
hander and I tore up my original first-year Team bib and jersey. I lost my
confidence, and hence, started descending very tentatively. Shortly thereafter on
another ride, Dave, a former mountain bike racer and hugely strong rider, offered to
work with me to improve my descending, but I didn't take him up on it because I
thought it was all in my head, not in my technique. Maybe he thought I blew him
off...but he got me thinking. Then, he stopped riding with the team, and we lost
track of each other...

But, as part of my Death Ride training this year, I got my descending Mojo back! I
read something in the RoadBikeRider.com newsletter about Bobby Julich's (I think
that was the pro) descending technique, which I started working on. His technique
involves bringing your knee against the top tube on the inside leg on the turn with a
slight bit of counter-steering to whip through the turn rather than hanging the inside
knee away from the bike. You still have the weight on the outside pedal, but
pressing the knee in to the top tube (and my thigh/ass against the saddle) made me
immediately feel more stable on the bike while descending, and the more upright
position with my new Madone allowed me to do all this in the comfort of the drops,
and everything just fell in to place with just a few rides. And, I started a little mantra
in my head as I blow down switchback after switchback, “Be One With the Bike…Be
One With the Bike.” My descent on my last big training ride, Diablo and Morgan
Territory loop, was spectacular, and I entered the Death Ride with a great deal of
confidence in, and practice of, my descending.

Now I can descend down the gnarliest mountain roads with complete confidence
(and most excellent speed), in fact I got up to 52.9 mph on the descent from the
fifth and final Death Ride pass, Carson. I don't believe I touched the brakes at all for
those 15 miles of bliss. My fast descending really helped my elapsed time on the
Death Ride, and I completed all five passes in my first (and last) attempt. I can’t
thank Dave enough for getting me thinking that my descending could be "fixed" as
opposed to me just thinking I needed to get my head back in to a descending
place...but I am getting about 12 hours ahead of myself again, and giving away the
ending…

Got my mojo working…

Dan and I got close to Turtle Rock Park at about 5:00 or so after following a long line
of cars up Highway 88, then a left on 89 where Dan chose a spot just down the hill
from the start where we got everything ready to ride. The route takes you back to
the start once you get four passes completed—part of the route that takes you over
to Woodfords and the Carson Pass climb, so we planned on refreshing our bottles
and feet back at the truck at that point. I stashed a couple of fresh water bottles in
Dan’s ice chest and my larger pair of shoes—I was starting out with my size 45 Sidis
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and planned on switching to my size 46 Sidis with thicker socks because your feet
tend to swell over the course of a tough ride, particularly if it’s at all hot—in the
pickup bed while Dan was going to switch to his fancy schmancy chrome and white
shoes “to make me faster going up Carson” according to Mr. Style Guy. If I ever
show up to a ride with chrome shoes, please shoot me!

We pushed off about 5:15.54am according to my atomic-clock-calibrated Polar 725x
heart rate monitor, and took an easy pace up the short climb to the start, where the
organizers just shoo’ed us to continue on the road (I think they try to have a mass
start at 5:30am at the intersection of the road in to Turtle Rock and Highway 89 but
at the point we passed by they had given up) towards Markleeville and the Monitor
and Ebbetts climbs. We started out in the dark, but the sun was just starting to tint
the morning sky, so it wasn’t pitch black, and besides, I didn’t want to lug a front
and rear light all day just to have a light for the first half hour. I was light enough to
see, and with hundreds of riders around you and not a car to be seen, you felt safe
enough. A short descent in to Markleeville, then you started an easy grade up to the
start of Monitor, where I found several ACTC folks who ride with me on my Argonaut
Center rides on Monday and Thursday nights: Tim G, Kevin K, Patty D (another
Brevet’er heading over to Paris-Brest-Paris. I was riding along with Kevin and Patty
when Patty screams, “I FORGOT MY CAMELBAK AT THE CAR!! I CAN’T DO THIS
RIDE WITHOUT MY CAMELBAK! AND IT HAS MY RACE NUMBER ON IT!! AHHHH.” By
the time she comes to this realization, we’re about 5 miles down the road, so she
does a quick U-ey and starts the salmon run against the on-rushing riders to get
back to the car.

Kevin and I hit the bottom light grade on Monitor, where the closed-to-vehicle-traffic
80 miles of road starts, and we came up and passed Team Alameda’s Brian A on his
LeMond. I shouted my “hello” and continued up. Kevin is a very strong rider, and as
soon as the road tipped up a couple miles in to the climb, he was gone off the front.
I sort of remembered the big features of the climb from Dan’s narration yesterday,
and when I got to the aspen grove sweeping left hander, I knew, as Dan would say,
“I was golden!” and nearly at the top of the first pass. Once you crest the climb, you
drop a short distance to the first rest stop, about a half-mile below the true Monitor
summit, in a broad meadow near the top of the mountain. You can see the stop as
you crest the hill, and all I saw by the time I got there was a massive traffic jam of
riders, so I veered left trying to get around the jam, while Dan joined in to the jam.

Dan advised skipping the first rest step if I still had drink because of the jam up
there (stop #2 is much less crowded he advised), but I forgot he also told me I need
to get my first “Death Ride sticker” on my bib number. In order to “prove” you
completed all five passes of the Death Ride, you have to collect small round stickers
from rest step workers at the following points: Sticker 1) the top of Monitor Pass
after the first climb, 2) the bottom of Monitor Pass at the stop at US 395 (I suppose
they assume you can’t go anywhere but UP from the bottom of Monitor, and you’ll
make Pass #2 even though you haven’t climbed it yet), 3) the top of Ebbetts, 4) the
bottom of the backside of Ebbetts (same logic as 2), and 5) the top of Carson Pass.
If you don’t have the requisite 5 stickers (they are all different designs), you can’t
buy the “5 Pass Finisher” jersey at the end…HORRORS!

So I roll past the jam in the left lane’s shoulder, but this turkey stops and turns his
bike sideways right in front of me and I nearly T-bone him and his bike, but my
“AAAAAAAAAAAAAA” scream got him out of the way in the nick of time, and I took
the short roller over the pass monument and started an unbelievable 10-mile
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descent down to US 395 and stop #2. Looking at my Polar watch as I topped out on
Pass #1, I was right at 2 hours elapsed on the ride, right on schedule. My plan was
to get the first four passes done in two hours each, including the descent and rest
stop time. The first three climbs were 10 miles each, varying from 4% grades to stiff
10 – 12% grades, so I figured a 5mph average was reasonable. I also allowed two
hours for the 5-mile climb of the back side of Ebbetts, since it would come around
mid-day and I was warned more exposed to the sun than the rest of the climbs, and
I figured I’d be slowing down by then. And I planned to minimize my rest stop time
since that can be such a rhythm-killer, so I would just grab my water, mix up my
Perpetuem, and hit the road again—5 minutes max per rest stop.

Since Dan was back at Stop #1 following the sticker protocol, he and I got separated
and hooked up only occasionally throughout the day—once at the top of Ebbetts as
he was arriving and I was leaving after Climb #3 and finally at Picketts Junction
toward the end of the ride. As Dan predicted, I started seeing some of the front
runners climbing up the backside of Monitor as I descended it. I descended in
beautiful flowing lines down the closed road, and was rarely passed as I passed a lot
of riders. I pattern I saw throughout the ride was that very few riders followed
proper cycling etiquette, particularly descending. I was ALWAYS riding to the right if
the road was clear, moving over to the left to pass, and calling out “ON YOUR LEFT”
when I was overtaking someone climbing or descending slower. But I heard very
little of that chatter coming from other riders, and many folks blew by me on my
right, with very few of them calling out. More bad form! The chatter keeps us all
safer, especially at those descending speeds on those mountain roads. It took no
time to descend the 10 miles down to the bottom of Monitor’s back side—ain’t it
funny that something that takes you two hours to climb seems to take only 5
minutes to descend—and at this point I realized I committed a horrible sticker faux
pas.

There were far fewer crowds at the bottom rest stop, and I could actually see the
sticker-hander-outers in the road, so I collected my sticker #2 without having sticker
#1 present and accounted for, and quickly got my water and made up my drink and
started climbing up the backside of Monitor. It featured steeper grades for longer
stretches, but I climbed decently, and it was still morning-cool so I felt comfortable.
About a third of the way up, the two young ‘uns from dinner last night passed me,
and we shouted our greetings and they kept rolling on up past me. Dan never saw
them all day.

The thing that sticks in my mind was the endless WHOOSH of hundreds of bikes
descending—a sound I’ll probably never hear again because of the two-way bike
traffic on the closed steep mountain roads. An impressive noise, and never drowned
out by a jangling of a car or truck. Skinny tires on the tarmac—sublime and it made
the long climb tolerable.

Again, got back up to the Monitor Pass monument at nearly four hours elapsed, so
after 2 long climbs and one long descent, I was right on schedule. I stopped back in
to Rest Stop #1, now designated #3, and got my Pass #1 sticker (this is SOOO
confusing, but I was whole now!), then headed down the front side of Monitor. With
a less technical descent featuring more gentle grades and curves, I flew down the
front side, gliding gracefully in my “Julich position” while rarely touching my brakes
on the now very empty roads. The Racer Animals were way ahead of me, and the
Team in Training First Timers far behind, so the roads were fairly empty of other
bikers as I flowed down Monitor.
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The bottom of Monitor came up quickly, then I found myself in virgin territory, the
Front Side of Ebbetts. I don’t believe I have even driven over any of these passes in
the past—I do recall going over Sonora Pass in my younger days, and Tioga Pass a
few years ago on our two climbs of Mt. Whitney. Ebbetts starts along a nice creek
and barely climbs for a mile or two or three (hey, this is going to be EASY), but once
you hit rest stop #4, it kicks up in to nasty, steep switchbacks. It was warming up
by then, now approaching 5 hours in to the ride (10:30 or so), but the climb was
well forested and you didn’t have the sun beating on your back while you suffer up
the climb. About half-way up this climb, I felt my quads start to think about
cramping, but I took a good swig of drink, stood up and climbed for a short while,
and then did some accentuated ankle’ing while seated pedaling to get all the muscles
in my legs stretched out and loosened up. The pre-cramp vanished, never to return
for the rest of the ride.

And on this climb, they started putting Kilometer-to-go chalk marks on the road (as
someone said once, the metric system is more suited to cycling since it certainly
sounds more impressive to cover 208 kms and descend at 85 km/hr than their US
measures counterparts), so you perked up when you started knocking off the final 5
kms seemingly more quickly than the last 3 miles. You seem to come to the summit
as you hit the shores of a mountain lake, but the last chalk mark you saw said “2 km
to the summit” and you don’t level out to go around the lake, you just keep climbing
right to the summit rest stop (#5) and collect that precious Sticker Number 3.

As it was getting hotter, and the Ebbetts climb took more like two-and-one-half
hours, and my stomach was a touch upset from the strain and the heat, I spent a bit
longer than my usual fill-the-water-bottles-in-5-minutes stop and sat around for a
bit. It was then that I started seeing familiar faces: BarryB and Chuck from ACTC,
and just as I was departing, Dan. I sat for a bit on the hillside in the shade drinking
a HFCS Coke (horrors!) and downing a couple of the mini-ClifBars, and I started
feeling human again. The Perpetuem/HammerGel-only regimen had worked in
previous, less stressful centuries, but putting a little more in the gob made me feel
better. I flew down the Ebbetts Back Side descent (seeing Camelbak Patty already
on the climb out of there—she made up the extra run back to the car and more),
and, more horrors!, the organizers had run out of Sticker Number 4 just as I rode
up. A couple of people around me scrounged dropped stickers on the ground, but a
now former sticker-putter-oner turned in to an initial-putter-oner, scribbling “HV” on
people’s numbers in honor of reaching the Hermit Valley rest stop in lieu of Sticker
Number 4.

Another longer-than-planned stop here, with another ClifBar and Coke and a
continuing chat with Barry and Chuck, then it was up the hottest climb of the day,
Ebbetts Back Side. This five-mile climb only took me an hour, but the heat and the
climbs were starting to take their toll on other riders. I saw many more people, and
groups, stopped in the infrequent pockets of shade offered on the mountain road. I
saw one Team-in-Training coach/rider pair stopped on an exposed patch about half-
way up the climb, the rider off to the side of his bike, leaning on his top tube with his
head and elbows. As I got within a couple of feet of him, he let loose—barfing all
over his bike, and himself. I would imagine he was a DNF that day.

I hooked up with a yellow-jersey’ed gentlemen about my age, I’d imagine, and we
started chatting as we spun up the hot climb. He was considering this Death Ride his
last training ride for a long “Route des Alpes” tour he was taking in a couple of
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weeks, and we had a nice chat about riding in Europe as we climbed. Talking with
him distracted my mind from the hell I was putting my body through, and in
seemingly little time I was done with the climb. Back up to the top of Ebbetts, I took
another 15-minute break, and another Coke and ClifBar. I was using Espresso
HammerGel, which has caffeine, but the phony sugars and caffeine in the Coke
perked me up for the very technical descent from the top of Ebbetts. By the time I
got back up there the second time, the large ice chests that had been stocked with
Cokes and other soft drinks were now empty except for ice slush. I alternatively saw
people washing their faces, dunking their heads and/or skullcaps, or filling their
water bottles from the slush. “MMMmmm, electrolyte drink!” Going with the flow, I
dunked my Coolmax cycling cap that I was wearing under my helmet (I flipped the
bill down to shade my eyes on the climbs and up when I was hammering the flats or
descending—it worked well that day, and the blue matched my team kit and
Rabobank helmet) and the ice cold water flowing over my body gave me instant
energy, and I was off again!

This is where my descending MoJo kicked in—I flew down this descent, complete
with a bunch of tight switchbacks, then got to the “flat” run out back to the Monitor
Pass intersection as I kept my high speed working, blowing by everyone. I
considered blowing by the Lunch Stop at Centerville Flat, but my stomach was
growling for a bit more than more liquid food, so I parked myself in some shade after
getting a half turkey sandwich—just turkey, one slice of Swiss, and one slice of whole
wheat bread. I saw Chuck again, and chatted with him in the shade on a folding
chair, then was off again, hammering the gentle descent. I hooked up with a long
train of a yellow jersey’d team, which turned out to be the team my climbing
companion on the backside of Ebbetts was with, and as I worked my way in to the
group, there he was again! As the road started climbing eventually in to
Markleeville, he and I fell back from the younger guys and he and I started working
together to get the old farts back to the Turtle Rock start and out toward Woodfords,
Pickett’s Junction, and the Carson Pass Holy Grail.

I never got his name, oh yellow jersey’d one, and I forget his number, despite
staring at it for mile after mile, and we separated when I stopped at Dan’s pickup to
freshen my water bottles and shoes. I saw the chrome “lightening” shoes were
gone, so Dan must have passed me when I stopped at the lunch stop (he bought a
turkey sandwich in Gardnerville the day before and ate it at the truck instead of the
lunch stop), so I changed my shoes (and I should have changed my gloves as well
since my palms were getting tender from all the standing climbing) and took a
couple of Endurolytes (which I had intended to take with me but left in the truck)
with a liter of water, briefly entertained bagging Pass Number Five, but, just as the
guilt trip hit me at the bottom of Alpe d’Huez last year, the crushing “my cycling
buddies will give me nothing but shit if I don’t do it” and “It’s only 10 hours in to the
ride, and long before the Pickett’s Junction cut-off, so I’d be an idiot to have trained
and suffered this much to stop now!” Had I been closer to the 5:15pm cut-off, I
might have saved the energy, but I piled my tired bones on to my trusty steed and
headed off to Woodfords.

There was another rest stop there, but I quickly continued since it was mostly
downhill to there and I was fully stocked, so I started the ten-mile slog up to
Pickett’s Junction. As you start climbing, the afternoon Sierra westerlies are kicking
up, blowing right in your face as you struggle up this long climb. Dan and Craig
(who has done many Death Rides but decided not to this year) warned that because
of my “broad shoulders” I would gather lines of people behind me seeking shelter
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from the wind on my back wheel. As I hunched over, climbing between 3 and 5 mph
up the constantly varying grade, I thought no one would be following me this slowly,
so I kept my focus on the road in front of me as I climbed. Some riders passed me,
but after a couple of miles of this slog, I sat up and looked behind me and damned if
there wasn’t 10 riders drafting behind me, looking rather sheepish for not sharing
the lead at least once. Such is the lot for big riders: we pull all the little guys along
like domestiques for the pros and get very little reward for it.

Another thing I noticed is that riders that looked a lot stronger than me, and should
be climbing faster than me were either glued to my slow-moving wheel, or they’d
pass me, then stop for a bit, then pass me again, leapfrogging me all the way up. I
rolled in to Pickett’s Junction right about 4:30pm, with 45 minutes to spare from the
cut-off. As I roll in to the rest stop, I see this image of this white-helmeted man with
a jersey I sort of recognized, but wearing blinding chrome shoes, suddenly beating
me about the helmet and shoulders shouting, “Markie, old boy, it’s so good to see
you! You are getting your Five Passes, brother!” Damn, I barely had time to catch
my breath and here I am being assaulted! I also hooked up with Barry, in an Alta
Velo team kit whose riding buddy “vomited out” of the ride on Ebbetts, and Chuck, in
an Oscar the Grouch jersey, and the four of us (Dan too) are in the shots I have
under the “Carson Pass, 8574 Feet” sign.

After Dan calmed down, and I caught my breath, downed another Coke and set off
for the summit. I felt a surge of energy and hit a long flat meadow with a long train
in tow, hitting 20 mph with over 100 miles in my legs. Dan was right on my rear
wheel, his usual position, and I pulled that train for several miles until the road
started tipping up where I fell off and started the final few miles to the top. Dan,
feeling friskier as the road climbed, got a bit ahead of me, and at about two miles
from the top, he pulled off to the side of the road and as I came up, shouted, “Stop
and get your head together!” but shook him off and continued cruising up to the top
because I didn’t want to stop the rhythm, however slow I was ascending. Death
Ride Dan warned me as we drove up Carson yesterday that he might get verklempt
since this would be his last ascent in his last Death Ride, but I left him to be choked
up and reflect alone and continued on up the final steep pitch leading to the summit.
Frisky Dan climbed past me about a half mile before the top, and I figured I would
get another beating about the head and shoulders at the top of Carson as he would
beat me to the top.

I rolled in to the Carson Pass rest stop, completing my Five Passes, at about 6pm.
Dan greeted me with much less enthusiasm this time, and I got my magic sticker
and my Fudgesicle. I occupied a plastic Adirondack chair for a few minutes, and got
a shot with Dan holding an Alameda Sun newspaper…maybe we’ll make the local rag.
The four of us stayed at the rest stop for about 15 – 20, then cycled the quarter mile
back to the Carson Pass sign, were we got some pictures and then started the final
descent (with a little bit of climbing at the end) back to the pickup.

I was feeling fine, so I let her rip, barely touching the brakes on the entire descent.
I usually hold descents at about 45 miles per hour, particularly on rough, straight
descents like Joaquin Miller, but I caught a glimpse of 50+ mph on my cyclometer as
I kept my eyes glued to the now-flying-by pavement. It was not a very technical
descent, so you could haul-ass as fast as you could, and I got some separation from
Dan. I was descending with a guy in a red, white, and blue jersey, but when I
swung left to go around a slower rider, he busted past me on my right without a
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warning, pissing me off. I caught him in a slightly gnarly stretch and blew past him,
and I never saw the ass again.

Another right at Woodfords, then a short but shocking-to-the-legs climb got me back
to the truck in a snig over 14 hours elapsed time. As I came up to what I thought
was Dan’s truck, I saw some women hanging on the tailgate which caught me aback.
I think this is Dan’s truck, but I can’t be sure since there are these strange women
hanging about, but this looks like the place we parked….ahhhhh, maybe there is
another hill to climb, but as I got closer I recognized Anne, Dan’s wife. She had
driven up from an appointment in Farmington with a friend and her daughter to
greet Dan at the end, and get from him the ironclad guarantee that he would NEVER
NEVER EVER do the Death Ride again. He came rolling up about 10 minutes later,
she got her promise, and we all hung around debriefing for about a half-an-hour
before we went our separate ways—Anne and her crew back to Alameda, Dan and I
back to Incline Village.

Death Ride Summary and Cliff Notes:
Here is a summary of the climbs, with the pre-ride goal of getting the first four
climbs done in two hours elapsed each, so looking at my Polar timings in the screen
shot below, and when I punched my lap timer at the top of Ebbetts Back and my
total elapsed time read “8:00.49,” I felt the inner elation of hitting the four-pass goal
about as accurately as a person could—literally within a fraction of a second. At that
point I knew I could hit Pickett’s Junction, the final cut-off point, well within the
5:15pm goal, and I would get all five passes barring a major mechanical or bonk.
There is nothing like laying out a plan weeks in advance and hitting it on the nose.

Climb Elapsed Time Avg Heart Rate Ascent Avg Grade Avg Cadence
Monitor Front 1 hr 42 min 145 BPM 2830 Feet 2.6% 38 RPM
Monitor Back 1 hr 39 min 149 BPM 3020 Feet 6.1% 56 RPM
Ebbetts Front 2 hr 30 min 142 BPM 2795 Feet 4% 59 RPM
Ebbetts Back 59 min 55 sec 139 BPM 1565 Feet 5.8% 59 RPM
To Picketts Jctn 1 hr 7 min 134 BPM 1240 Feet 4.4% 58 RPM
To Carson Pass 1 hr 54 min 130 BPM 1495 Feet 2.8% 60 RPM
Total Day 14 hr 8 min 136 BPM 14550 Feet 60 RPM
Saddle Time 11 hr 45 min
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And as the twenty of us mingled around before and after our ride, I feel like I had
been let in to a new exclusive club: Death Ride Five Pass Finishers. I know now
what terms like “the Frontside of Monitor” and “the Backside of Ebbetts” truly mean,
and everybody was very stoked talking about their personal experiences on the ride.
Everyone in my group was a Five Pass Finisher, and Patty, the woman who forgot
her Camelbak at the start, put in an extra 12 miles just for fun! As I’ve said before,
I am a “delayed reaction” kind of guy…cycling monster centuries and other epics
really takes it out of me, and while in the moment nearing the end I am in more of a
mode of “let’s get this damn thing over with” rather than “Yay, I’ve done something
very few people are able to do!!” or other some such arm-pumping, flag-waving
celebration. Death Ride Dan is much more of the latter, me the former. But now
two days removed from the event, I now feel the enormity of the accomplishment,
feeling stoked like everyone else, and went and ordered the Five Pass Finisher jersey
despite the fact I have far too many jerseys. I may frame this one, with my bib
number and those ultra-precious stickers.

Epilogue #2: Thursday, July 19, 2007
I got a request from my ACTC Argonaut riders to tackle Bohlman Road on today’s
ride: Bohlman is a very steep 4.7 mile climb that rises quickly just outside of
Saratoga, with an average gradient over the entire climb of 8%, with long stretches
of 15 – 20%...a real leg killer. Since it is the biggest MoFo we climb with that group,
I took the 34 X 34 equipped Trek 5200 that I used for the Death Ride. After getting
home on Sunday, I just put that MoFo bike away; I should have cleaned it up and
inspected it after dripping sweat all over it for 14 hours, but I didn’t. So, pumping
up the tires at my ride start in Saratoga, I noticed some bare patches with threads
starting to show on the rear tire. Opppss! Well, I run with Mr. Tuffy’s so that should
protect things until I get back home and can throw another tire on there. So, off we
went and about an hour and a half later, 10 miles in to the ride at the top of the
climb, I stop and look at the tire and it looks like it’s wearing a Mohawk. I pretty
much wore the tread off all around the tire, and the underlying threads of the casing
were fraying up along the middle of the tread.

So up to 20% grades means a 20% descent, so, trusting that the Mr. Tuffy’s would
keep me from a blow-out, I SLOWLY began descending, with my co-leader following
behind in case I did blow…after seemingly long, tenuous descent, I got to the bottom
blow-out free, then continued on the flats back to the 4Runner, one lucky son of a
gun. Considering I only went 10 miles further from the end of the Death Ride, I was
pretty damn lucky then rear tire didn’t severely deteriorate DURING the Death Ride.
I DID inspect the GP4000’s before the Death Ride, and the “wear bumps” on the
tread still showed, so I thought I had sufficient rubber to meet the road. Turns out I
was wrong. I put these GP4000’s on this bike about a month before the La
Marmotte ride in 2006, so I probably should’ve done the same thing this year and
put new tread on about a month before this Epic. Another lesson learned, because
you tend to lose focus on what’s going on with your bike during a ride, and it could
have derailed my five pass bid had my tires shown so much wear earlier in the Death
Ride. Lesson learned!

And to think I was descending at 52.9 mph off Carson with such skinny
rubber…<<Shudder>>
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The Bottom Line Ranking: Thursday, July 26, 2007
Now that I’ve had almost two weeks to think about the accomplishment and reflect
on the training that led up to the ride, and the ride itself—this ride was certainly not
the hardest thing I have done on a bike, but it definitely ranks in the Top Ten on my
list of “Most Difficult Things I Have Ever Done to Myself” List:

1. La Marmotte (in France), July 8, 2006, the “Death Ride” of Europe,
122 miles, 17,000 feet of climbing, a supreme suffer-fest “vacation,”
added below as a “prequel” to the year’s log,

2. the Mt Hamilton Challenge, 2007, uncharacteristically hot April day, as
described above,

3. my group’s failed summit on Mt. Whitney, August, 2000: I went with
Janet and friends Nellie and Jerome, and Jerome got altitude sickness
and I ended up carrying his backpack, along with mine, for a spell (we
only got to Trail Camp at 12,500 feet before turning back),

4. the Santa Cruz Mountain Challenge, Aug 6, 2005: another
uncharacteristically hot day in the mountains above Santa Cruz (damn
Global Warming!) and I suffered quite a bit up the steep Jamison
Creek and long Zayante Road climbs, but I didn’t suffer half as bad as
Mike McC from my ACTC Group, 100 miles, 8,000+ of climbing, and 8
hours in the saddle,

5. the Grizzly Peak Century, 2003: got fried on the route change (and
nasty climb) in to the lunch stop at the new high school, then suffered
a severe hot foot up the (now easy to me—it’s amazing how climbs
that bit in the past become no-brainers now) Pinehurst-Redwood-to-
Skyline climb, then had to turn around and suffer back to the start in
Moraga with said hot foot,

6. the Death Ride, 2007: 125 miles still wasn’t the farthest I had been on
a bike (so much for the advertised 129 miles), and the 14,550 feet of
climbing wasn’t nearly as hard as La Marmotte’s climbing, and the
weather largely cooperated—so I was able to bag this MoFo rather
comfortably in my first attempt!

Other than the brief crisis in confidence I had about a month before the Death Ride,
where I had some pretty weak climbing rides up Palomares, Fairfax-Bolinas Road,
and Mt. Rose Highway over the period of a couple of weeks, my training plan worked
smoothly and ramped me up and peaked near perfectly for the Death Ride. I expect
the “crisis” may have been caused by a bit of overtraining at that point in mid-June
(doing difficult and long weekend rides along with the long and difficult Argonaut
Rides on Monday and Thursday nights, AND the extra nasty climbs I was doing on
Wednesday nights), but backing off a bit and changing my gearing on my 5200
pulled me out of my funk and got me going again. It may have been a blessing that
Dan and I cancelled our “Death Ride Training Camp” because I may have added to
the overtraining by adding a few 60 – 100 mile days in there with corresponding
difficult Sierra climbs. Instead of hammering it out with Dan, I mostly lounged
around the Incline house and only did one ride that July 4th Weekend. Probably
saved my Death Ride…

In contrast, just a couple of days before La Marmotte in 2006, I climbed Mt. Ventoux
TWICE, up the Bedoit route on July 4th, and up the Sault route on July 5th just days
before that 122 mile MoFo, so I had no chance to recover and get my body ready for
the REAL ride. But, I was in France, on a cycling vacation, and you just can’t resist
climbing two of the most mythical mountains in all of cycling (Ventoux and Alpe


