SEPTEMBER 12, 2009 OTIS to PORTLAND - 137 miles



rew from Studio Velo - two wrenches, two late entries, a tour guide and a literal nobody - was not only
aphe Genllemn’cnoe,hrtﬁniiﬁ\g competitively in second place. Granted, our two late entries
q ¢ cex-rowa,buuﬁl ...we had 6 flats!

for so and prize momyaml«ldlmw)
ff %&I‘T&l‘h ght World champions, was poised to stand
apecnl race? It’s simple, ml Individually, none of us was going to win an unsupported 137+

mile road race over hill anddale gravel and dirt, and through amaﬂbg But in a team race, on a cannonball run, it’s not about
the individual. It's not about ego and it’s (hﬁllte not about how l-ﬂi-‘l‘l-ld-‘l'l-‘laﬁ‘ Nq, n't maké the sum of the A

parts worth more than the individual pieces you simply will not do well, oreven ha ind in the end what’s the
difference? Ultimately, it’s all about the fun - at least it was for us. .

Scott, the team captain, was laid out with a fierce cold and in a Nyqu p. Notthat it mattered on race
day - he simply ignored the fact that he couldn’t breathe or even finish olir *flat, easy” (thank$again Brad) warm up ride the day

Valley, Either way, he rode strong and drove Bttle — mnemadﬁmmabed.‘-
Chris, with the “Cat 17 calves, is the guy who's never racing but always in the mix on sal &u_bpofcinhandhqﬁm

and then turning himself inside out tln soccer field during his league games later that day. If - had the same endurance
to finish those long four hour legs of car road trips.

The two shop owners were %ady the strongest riders and the wrenches that kept us in the race flat after flat after flat - not to
mention the escorts for one of our cramping riders up the final climb.

Todd is the tireless organizer, administrator, co-founder, treasurer and secretary of our club — and our most

50 race days under his belt thisseason. He burned the early matches to leado&c:ae group afterev.

fought off cramps, vomiting and, almost, a couple of teammates to stay on the mﬂ ‘the race

at dinner that wanted to lead the charge out into the wilds of Portland nightlife. B ~
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o dmdretxmhgsdﬂ\etrp.mdlmhonhe’
nvhwhiemw-%award orthy, profess |
the affects of a bad crash a couple reeks bz

ere was me. | brg
187 miles but
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e all iding tubeless nextyear, | Allez Studio Velo!
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OREGON RGR ROUTE-137 MILES













RGR - A Wounded but Happy 'Soldier'
137 miles 6,900 vertical feet of climbing, 7 hours and 29 minutes ride time and a conplete melt down at on
the last climb 125 miles into ride. What is a complete meltdow 11 For me it is when both legs start to cramp, |

am talking, every muscle from my knee to my hip, ar "‘"ﬁ'fe'ﬁds?) grab the back of your jersey and make
sure you o't sit on the side of the road. For a 1y on

e v as experienced leg cramps at the end of a hard

ride you know how painful and dd)ilitaﬁrg hey ¢an be. Both Chris and Scatt, sometimes together and
sometimes alone, pushed me for over two milés up the last climb while | whined and moaned like a wounded
soldier lying for dead on a battl e field. It is mo 1ents like this that you find out who your friends really are and
how a real team race diff -_.-,-_;: rom regul im” races. |

; hts have produced hours of stories to betold for: yearswm J_ _
iCe many ?ecml days on the bike, andtl\e gmqte}‘t ones are the
2§, The satisfaction of being part of a team fat ‘exceeds any personal

This race and the accompanylng days
have been very lucky in my life to expe
ones you can share with your riding bt

‘I
l

achievements. ;:

|
| often say that t,he people | most e . laéLln  with are the ones | can spend three hours in the car with riding
to and from the race. In this one wafkend,m‘tmvela&on planes and by car for many hours and the effort and
commitment demonstrated by« ! members of the team made this amazing weekend happen. We
overcame a 5am departure 1o get wﬁ\e mce (getting up at 5am is not something | have always been successful
at, not to mention we were ou mtil late the night before fueling our bodies w/ pasta and bread for the long
haul), missing race waivers, a cold (Scott was on a steady regiment of Nyquil), flat tires (Brad had 4 flats plus
the rocks Scott put in his tire while repairing the first flat), and Tom also had a 1 inch slice in his rear tire
round mile 105 05, missing van keys (one key i gone the other was locked in the van, and it took more team
rk van door open that K to get 2nd place!), and a long line at Voodoo Donuts in
acked lesser men, just to mention a few. For the most part | enjoyed very little
fip other than showing up and riding my bike, and for that | must thank, Tom, Chris
. ris. | also want to wish a speedy recovery to Colin for whose miss fortune (Colm
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By Chris Hobbs
The final checkpoint at mile 117 marked the final dash to the

~finish line; only.20 like a short distance,
but it is not after over 6 hours in the sa thqe

was a shamp climb to deal with.
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At the checkpoint we were 7 minutes down on the leading
team. That is a lot of time to make up in 20 miles, but if they
had some of our luck and got a flat (or 5 or6), then they would
be ours. 3rd place was not farbehlnd s0 Itﬂd‘bca hard
push for the line. — —

From the checkpoint we were free to take an
line, which also meant that there were no longer any turn

markers on the road to guide us. So, of course, it was at this
moment that my y Gamnin,  we

faded to w quig@y

with a t
s at 20'rph while hundreds of
fsndlltes beep theirapproval.
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“ e great (it took me 80 miles to wamup).

route to the finish

pon to find ourway,

T to navlgnte -
pmri%y turn dimﬁm not the same as

previously done, was mﬂdilfchlppa Come to think of it,
he was chipper the whole ride, Ah, the innocent joy of not
knowing what you are getting y

| kept an eye on d\ufmmysw Up owards
Wm'm;ﬁm;. Wow that was a long climb, and

no flat sections to give you hope. Just pain, and the knowledge -

that from the top, it was all do I b the line. | felt good

enough to give Brad a light pudl was not particularly helpful

in terms of making him go faster, but it was good kamic payback

for the pushes | received early in the ride when | was not feeling
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We finally made it to the top. There were tears in Brad's eyes—
, saddle sores...who knows? Our bull moose made it
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SHARE THE ROAD







	page 1
	page 2
	page 3
	page 4
	page 5
	page 6
	page 7
	page 8
	page 9



