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British Columbia

Randonneur

Marathon Cycling

Editoria

Susan Allen

Summer has arrived! For many the weeks of
training are paying off aswe ride 600 s and am
towards 1000 s and the Rocky Mountain. Asl
write this Rando’ s are dimbing Seymour
Mountain as part of the Triple Mountain
Chall enge or heading upthe Y ell owhead highway
as part of the Interior 600. For others the season
isjust beginning as they gear up to start the
seand seriesin July.

Doug and | have had some tough rides this
spring as Doug came back from a threeweek
businesstrip with lesstraining than usual.
Randonneur riding is 90% mental and I’ d liketo
thank the ride voluntee's and fell ow riders on the
Lower Mainland 300 k the 400 kpre-ride and the
Island 600 kfor keeping our spirits up.

BC Randonneurs Electronic
Mailing List
Mike Poplawski

The BC Randonneurs have a new e edronic
maili ng list: bc-randonneurs@yahoogroups.com.
Tojoin, send an e-mail message to be-
randonneurs-subscribe@yahoogroups.com or
visit http://groups.yahoo.com/group/bc-
randonneursg/join. All discussons about the dub
and of interest to club members are welcome!

Educaing Fergus

Eric Fergusson

A lonefigurein simple Gredan robes gands
deep in thought on the steps of the Parthenon -
the Temple to Athena. A seand figure, the
student Fergus Doltus, ascends the Acropolis
dressd in a strange stretchy black material,
wearing a hard hat with a high intensity light
bound to its front, and a curious bag strapped to
his back fill ed with an improbably orange liquid.
Fergus Daltus approaches his logic master, the
great Socrates...

Fergus Doltus: Master Socrates, have you
heard of this remarkabl e adventure-sporting event
called Paris Brest Paris (PBP)?

Socrates. No Fergus, tell me about it.

Fergus Doltus: Wdll, it' sabikeride. 3500
participants from many places around the world
converge on a Parisian suburb and then ride day
and night through the picturesgque French
countryside out to the dty of Brest in western
France and then back to Paris. Therideis 1200
km long and takes great effort and courage.

Socr ates: These participants must bein very
goad shape Fergus. It sounds like a most
strenuous activity. | suppose they must start the
event well prepared - their bikes must bein
perfed condition, they must be well fed and
hydrated, and of course well rested.

Fergus Doltus: Wdll...yes, yes and no
Master Socrates. It istruethat their bikes are
shiny and in perfed condition, and they do begin
with full bellies, aswedll asfull water battles...but
the timing of the starts - for there are threestart
times - means that everyone begins theride very
short on sleg.

Socrates. Thisisamost curious stuation
Fergus. Explain more fully.

Fergus Doltus: Two o the threestart times,
Master, arein the evening just before people
would normally be going to bed, and the third is
very early the following morning. For thisthird
start, riders do at least get afew hours of dee
before showing upfor the ched in, in the middle
of the night. It' s better than no g at all though
Master Socrates.

Saocr ates: At first glance this plan seans
puzzing. Perhaps with logic, thisis a puzzle we
can solve. Tell me, Fergus, why have the
organizers chosen to start an endurance sporting
event, which depends on the participants being
well rested, at threetimeswhich guaranteethat all
the participants will be dee deprived asthe
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event starts?

Fergus Doltus: Wl it ocaursto me Master Socrates that the
key for the pealliar start times might bein the varying timelimits
within which theriders of the threestart times must compete their
endeavor. You see the 8 pm. group must finish within 80 hours,
the 10 pm. group must finish within 90 hours, and the 5 am.
group must finish within 84 hours. So perhaps the different start
times arereally meant to control theriders finishing
circumstances. Maybe the plan isto have ridersfinish in the
daytime.

Socr ates: Ok Fergus, let'stest your theory. The start times
would result in finishing limitsat 4 am., 4 pm., and 5 pm.
respedively. | seeherein the 1999results parchments that indeed
the bulk of the 90-hour group finishes close to their time limit.
For the other two starts however thisis not so - theriders are
spread out quite evenly, and many would have finished at night.
We @n therefore imagine that perhaps one start time culd be
designed to facilit ate a dayli ght finish for this 90-hour group,
where the riders appear to be more synchronous with their time
limit, but how, Fergus, do we account for the other two start
times?

Fergus Daltus: There is another factor to consider Master
Socrates. For theriders at the fast end of the 80-hour group, Paris
Brest Parisisarace- though many like to pretend that it isnot so
- and for these very fast riders the event takes only about 44
hours. This means that these riders toowould be finishing in the
late afternoon at 4 p.m. after a day of dayli ght spealiness
Additionally, a4 p.m. finish is gedator friendly - no one hasto
get out of bed at odd hours, including let's say reporters. And, if
the pressjust happened to be hanging around at this most
congenial time, then the winners might just find their way into the
evening news, thusimproving media exposure for the event.

Socr ates: Your reasoning isimpressve, Fergus, but we must
remember that only a small number of ridersarein thisracing
group. Surely away could be found to not sacrificethe deep of
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the remaining 98% of the 80-hour group and till achievea
marketable media moment. Consider this also.. just think how
much more quickly these racers might rideif they didn't start in a
seg deprived state. And of course none of this helpsusto
understand the 5 am start time.

Fergus Daltus: Wl anather thought does occur to me
Master Socrates - the answer may be in the nature of the
participants. This event demands that the participants suffer
discomfort, and frequently experience pain. Should not the
organizers design start times that increase the difficulty - the pain
and dscomfort - of the endeavor so that a successul completion
might be judged even more meritorious?

Socr ates: Thisisa posshility, Fergus, but then why would
the organizers not also insist that the participants be deprived of
food for along period before the start, and could the organizers
not also handicap the bikes themsed ves by adding weights or other
impediments? If inhibiting the ridersis the organizers purposg, it
seansill ogical that these organizers would negled other similar
means of achieving their purpose.

Fergus Daltus: Then perhapstheill ogical nature of the
activity isthe key - theill ogical starting times are symbdiic of the
ill ogical nature of thistype of cycling - for what logical person
would wish to put themselves through an event like PBP?

Socr ates: Thisexplanation still seemstenuous, Fergus, but is
no lessimplausible than the other posshiliti es we have explored.
It seens we must concede that the choiceof starting times at Paris
Brest Pariswill remain a mystery. Now make haste Fergus or you
will belate for your physics classwith Professor Archimedes wha
doth await you in the bath chamber.

Fergus Doltus: But wait Master Socrates, thereis one further
matter for which | seek your wisdom, and it's a surprise most
glorious. You see | have dedded to arganize my own ultra-
marathon cycling event starting right herein Athens...I'm thinking
of caling it Athens - Sargjevo - Sienna - ASSfor short.

Socr ates: Your initiative does you credit. But tell me,
Fergus, have you considered the thorny question of starting
times?

Fergus Daltus: Of course Master Socrates...| have dedded to
have a start late at night, and a seand start very very early the
next morning so that prospedive participants might seethat my
event islike Paris Brest Paris.

Socr ates: So are you telling me, Fergus, that even though
you are freeto start your ride at any time of the day or night, you
have dosen to send your riders off at times designed to maximize
their dee deprivation, thereby repeating the mistake of the Paris
Brest Paris start times that we have made such an effort to expose
here today?

Fergus Daltus: There's an expresson in the province of my
origin Master Socrates. "Monkey see monkey do."

Socrates: You seam to have learned littl e from our lesson
today Fergus.

Fergus Daltus: | am most repentant oh wise one. How might
| atone for thisfailing?

Socrates: How about 10 "hail Platos', and then ten hill
repeats... Oh, and Fergus...

Fergus Doltus: Yes Master Socrates...

Socrates: Do them on Woodside.

Fergus Doltus: Thank you Master Socrates.



The Route Of The Assssns:
Vancide"300' (200204-27)

Harold Bridge

The history of the Human raceis blotted
with countlessexamples of Stupidity and Ego
going hand in hand. One of the latest is
someonein their seventies attempting the
Vancise 300- twicd At least, the semnd time |
got 83% done as against 50% thefirst time.

The 1994 Juneisxeof "BC
RANDONNEUR" contains an article, "Are We
Having Fun Yet", by Gary Fraser. It describes
the record ride he and brother Keith did on this
torturous compil ation of switchbacks, and it
starts with a prologue that | deem worthy of
repeat:

"191Q Tour de Francefounder Henri
Desgranges extends the boundaiies of the Tour
to include the Pyrenean cols Peyresourde,
Aspin, Tourmalet and Aubisque. At the time
bears dill i nhalit the mourtains andthe roads
arerough stony paths. The dimb upthe
Aubisgue isespedally brutal, andwhil e waiti ng
for the first riders to appear Desgrange worries
that some of them may have dipped over the
edge. At last onerider arrivesonfoat. He
passes by withou comnent. After 15 more
minutes elapse Oscar Lapize, future Tour
winner, pullsinto sight. Glaring & Desgrangg,
he speaks a singeword: "ASSASINS"

1994 Vancower Iand 300km randonree
route planrers extend the boundaies of sanity
to include some of the tougtest hill s your
humble Boswell has ever encourtered.
Courtless $ort snappers cumulatively drain al
the zip ou of my legs. At thistime 15 foot lime-
green bears with pink poms-poms inhalit my
mind. The roads are rough The dimb up
Humpback Roadis espedally brutal. Stephen
Hinde isnowherein sight. Worse till, | susped
heisn't too concerned abou my dlipping df inta
a huckeberry bush. At thetop d the dimb |
pauwse andclick out of my 23 tocth cog. With a
keenly devdoped sense of melodrama | speak a
singeword: "ASASINS".

Stephen Hindeisanice dap but he hasa
problem, he gets bored very easily. Hefinds
thereis nothing more boring than a straight, flat
road. Asaresult he has developed a genius for
route design that avoids as much as posshble
those very boring bits of road. He reached his
zenith with the Vancisle 300route.

Two groups <t out on thisride, the Bonner
Poplawski lot from the Oak Bay control and our
lot from Duncan. A facility opening time
dictated that we couldn't start until 06:45, a

blesgng in someways, asit isquite adrive
from Chez Hinde to Duncan. Assmbled around
the Passat were Stephen Hinde, Don Munroe,
Cheryl Lynch, Keith Nichol and I. After
diverting a wandering old chap who wanted
some Ecstasy or something we set off about
06:50 heading down Island. Thefirst hill ashort
way south was bye-bye time as Keith and
Cheryl glided away from me. Don and Stephen
were well capable of gliding away as well. But
they had dedded | needed looking after and so
for them the ride became a series of intervals
interspersed with stops whil e waiting for me,
usually at the top of hill s.

Asthe morning fog dispersed so the day
showed promise that recent climatic conditi ons
were not forever. And so it was, bright sun
tempered by a cod breeze so the many tree
shaded pieces of the route were till cold and
damp. It was a pleasure to turn off the Highway
at Coble Hill . But being Saturday morning
therewas alot of traffic still . Alongside
Shawingan Lake we enjoyed the scene and the
big sprockets enjoyed the hill s. Stephen's
conscience must have been troubling him going
by the number of times he remarked about how
beautiful therouteis! On the descent of the
Malahat's south side my choice of a 50x14top
(94") was own to be a bit on the low side. But
why pedal at 50+kph?

Turning off the Highway at Sooke Lake
Road, where the others dopped to remove
clothes, my memory from 2 years ago reminded
me that | was about to be faced with Humpback
Road. But instead of relying on memory | tried
to read my route shed and got the next line's
4.3 km aligned with Humpback Road, not the
0.8 km. Luckily theroad | todk was a dead end
and so | only added about 1.2 km to my total.

In 200Q with no previous knowledge of the
area, | was taken unawares by Humpback's 25%
grade uptotherail crossng and had to get off
towalk. But in my cleated Duegis | actualy
dlide back down the hill on the pea gravel
surface Thistime, the road had been resurfaced
and the approach was quite smoath. | got into
my 26x26at the right time and dealt with
Humpback with afair amount of aplomb.

When | got to the Sooke Highway, #14, |
wondered if Stephen and Don had got ahead of
me during my detour. But almaost immediately
they were there and provided me shelter and
comfort into the west wind, provided | could
stay with them. In Sooke we turned off for the
convoluted Otter Point circuit that finished up
with an exhilarating drop down Kemp Road
back to #14 and the 75.6 km control at Sea
Otter Cove. Here Carol signed cards at 10:49,
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Coming Events

Triple Mountain Challenge —
Jun 15

8 am: Grouse Mountain
Parking Lot

Danelle Laidlaw 291-2508

S Interior 600—Jun 1516
Ray Wagner 2505457165

Peace Region Pop. — Jun 15
50, 100 km: Fort St. John
Wim Kok 250-7854589

1000km—Jun 2123
Various options—seeweb
Eric Ferguson 7336657

Peace 600km—Jun 2223
600, 400 km: Fort St. John
Wim Kok 2507854589

CanadaDay Ride—Jul 1
8-9:30am: 135 km:
Fort Langley

lan Stephen 5764425

Peace Region Pop. —Jul 1
100, 150 600 km: Fort St. John
Wim Kok 2507854589

Lower Mainland 200~ Jul 7
7 am: Fort Langley, Marina Park
Frances Caton 8393801

L. Mainland Shots—Jul 7
7:30am: 150 km

9:00 am: 50, 100 kn

Fort Langley, Marina Park
BobMarsh 467-7065

Lower Mainland 300~ Jul 20
5 am: North Vancouver BC Rall
Station

Barry Chase 2664214

Victoria Popuaire —Jul 21
9 am: Oak Bay Beech Hotel
Mike Poplawski 250-882:1239

Rocky Mourtain 1200—

Jul 24-28

Kamloaps

Danelle Laidlaw 7370043

Victoria 200km— Aug 3

8 am: Tim Hortons, Gateway
Village

Mike Poplawski 250-882-1239

Seattle 200km— Aug 3

6:15 am: Bremerton Ferry Term.
Terry
Zmrhal

terryz@microsoft.com
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58 minutesinside limit.

Hwy #14 back through Sooke was busy but at 91 km we
turned onto Gill espie Road to seek out more monstrous hill sin
East Sodke and Rocky Point. And so through Metchosin, to a
"Seaet Control" outside a Danish Bakery (Revival and Survival!)
before dropping down to the Causeway acrossEsquimalt Lagoon
and upto Colwood and View Royal.

Over the blue Johnson Stred Bridge | wasin familiar
surroundings and didn't need any help navigating through the
dense traffic of Downtown Victoria to the hairpin loop west of the
Legidative Building. It remained just to foll ow the wastline
along to Oak Bay where the misgng Carol caused some
consternation. A cdl phone determined she was looking for
Cheryl and Keith somewherein the vicinity of Sidney. The derk
inthe 7-11, 1480 km control provided a signature at 15:30, 67
minutes to spare!

| was wondering at this point whether | was going to survive
and dedded | would need enough time at Sidney, 1853 km, to
stop for ameal. The Saanich Peninsulaisn't too difficult and we
maintained steady progressjugding time and remaining energy.
Shortly before Sidney | began to fed the occasional thump under
me and on chedking realised | had a slow leak in the back
Continental Grand Prix 3000 70@x25, the first puncture since
ingtalli ng them in September last year. | dedded apump upwould
get meto Sidney, which it did at 17:53 according to Caral's
reckoning, and 1 hour and 13minutesin hand.

Serviceat the Pantry was fairly quick and with help from all
concerned | changed the tube after finding a small pieceof glass
had cut through the tyre. We set off for the deli ghtful loop round
Land's End before West Saanich and Wall ace Roads took me into
strange @untry. By thistimeit was dusk and our lights were on
for the acid test on thisroute; Prosped Lake Road. Coming asiit
does at 222 km the frequent and brutal climbs provide a block to
progresslike no aher. At this point too my left hand Ergopower
gear lever was jamming upso that the rapid gear changes such a
road requires were not on.

Progressto the final control at Colwood was painful. |
unshipped the dhain a couple of times, at the start of aclimb o
course, and that had mewalking in clegts, very slowly. | told Don
and Stephen to presson, but they wouldn't and despite my
convictions to the mntrary, Prosped Lake Road did finally come
to an end. | had been having dfficulty keeping the bikein a
straight line and | was wandering al over theroad. Riding the
Highway under those cnditions and with a painful kneewas not
on and so | quit at Colwood.

Don and Stephen had 11minutesin hand there and provided
they didn't waste too much time they should make up time from
the summit of Malahat to the finish. Observations from the
pasenger seat of the Passat suggested the traffic on the Highway
was fairly light and so the lads had a fairly easy ride to Duncan.
The only consternation was sme Club turning out as they passed
by just before the finish, which they reached at 02:33 with a bit of
amargin on the 20-hour limit.

| understand that even Cheryl had to walk some of the
Prosped Lake Road hill s. Gary Fraser writes about his 23
sprocket. | prefer double dhainringsto triples, asthe simplicity is
an improvement. But thereis afantasy in vogue at present that
low gears nead atriplering. If | could get theright chain set |

would use adouble al the time. Something like 47/28 would do
fine. But | would also be prepared to change sprockets to suit
whatever | was planning to do. It doesn't make sense to tackle a
ride such as this with an inadequate battom gear.

My thanks to Stephen and Caral for the weekend. | had a
greet time despite the 300

Top Ten Reasons | Returned to Randonneur

Cycdling
Gary Fraser

10. My 8 year suspension for testing positi ve after the 1994 40K
finally came to an end.

9. | missed the warm, introspedive onversations with Keith and
Ted as we used to casually pedd e the back roads of the Fraser
Valley.

8. My new crew (mega-bucks lawyers Tony Crossnan, Alistair
Wade, Jerome Marburg, and Oleh lInycky - colledively the
"Wheds of Justice') are paying me $1,300 fer ride.

7. 1 neal the UCI points.

6. Keith's promise that a new road has been constructed which by-
passes Woaodside Hill .

5. The new B.C. rando rule all owing those riders 45 years and
older to use small eledrical motorsto suppgement pedal power.
4. I'm ableto eat bananas again.

3. Fond memories of the Marysvill e main drag on a Saturday
night.

2. The prize money... the glory... the sponsorship opportuniti es.
and the number one reason I'm back in the sadd e | heard that
Harold finally gave up toe-clips and | had to seethis astonishing
turn of events for mysalf.

The Reason | Still Use Toe Clips
Harold Bridge

Further to Gary Fraser's "Top Ten Reasons he Returned to
Randonneur Cycling": Heis about 8 years out of date with the
rumour | had gven uptoe dips. | tried to do so during the winter
of 199394. My feda wouldn't cooperate. It was all right during the
winter when | was going out for alittl e 2 hour ride. But on a wet,
cold March day when | did 2200 km ride my fee complained
dreadfully. They have been spailt by being accustomed to soft
leather uppersthat fit li ke a glove and those plastic bods from
Shimano were a cruel awakening for my fed. It was a $200
experiment but | was able to fob the shoes and pedals off onto
someone.

When cliplessracing systemsfirst came out | couldn't seethe
point in using them if | still had to walk around at a control like a
wounded duwek. | figured then that it would be niceif someone
created a system where the pedal had alump on it and the shoe
had a mating hole. Lo and behold Shimano produced their SFD
system which seemed to fit the bill exactly. But not for me.

I guessl'm stuck with toe dips. | have 3 bikes. | have top
quality pedals on each of them. One pair of Campy pedals came
from UK with mewhen | emigrated in 1964 Replacing worn out
equipment with new stuff is one thing. But throwing away
perfedly good equipment just becauseit's old fashioned doesn’t
make sense, espedally when on a pension.



Asmy black wooden soled Duegis, really meant for sprinters,
were looking definitely the worse for wear | whinged to Duegi's
website. They direded me to john.dacy@businesscycles.com in
Miami. He had made a bulk order of the latest version of Duegi's
sprinter shoes and had a pair of 42 left. | coughed up with
exchange, about $350and have them ready for when the old ones
give up. Certainly, getting into toe dips at every traffic light and
hobHing around on cleats are a nuisance But on the pedals there
is nothing like wooden soled Duegis with soft leather uppers. My
arthritic ankle appredates the support from the wooden sole too.

With those Duegis and my handmade Briti sh Leather touring
shoes from Reynolds | can't seeme going to cliplessin this
lifetime.

TheTwist In The Tall: Lower (and Upper)
Mainland 300- 200205-04

Harold Bridge

The building contractor who employed carpenter Michel
Richard on expensive houses on Westwood Plateau has alot to
answer for! It gave Michel alot of nasty ideas. To make matters
worse, Michd's co-conspirator Karen Smith has friends who live
in abig housein Anmore, close to Buntzen Lake. They
succumbed to her charms and agreed to have the final control at
their house, and that didn't close until Sunday at 00:43! Of course,
having aroute wordinator who is always looking for new roads
to use doesn't help; he goes along with these schemes.

Asameans of avoiding a drive home after along ride|
usually arrange with the organiser to start an hour early and do the
last part of the route first. That is, if the route passes by home and
thisone did. But the 14.5 km to Anmore was going to take me
about 75 minutes and | would be outside the time limit by the
time | got there. So, | rode the Vancisle 300the previous week
instead. But, having not finished that | dedded to give the lower
mainland one a go. Not having tackled long climbslike
Westwood at the end of a 300 before | wasn't sure what my
response would be. If | lasted long enough | would find out.

Forty-eight riders assembled at Burnaby Lake for the 06:00
start that actually happened at 06:05. That rain would acocompany
them round the Fraser Valley was a given. Asthey gall oped off a
sedate group quickly formed the rear guard and | was dragging
out the back on every dope, | felt dreadful. Heart rate normally
around 120went upinto the 140s as | strugded uptoward the
Pattull o Bridge. | knew that thefirst 20 km would take forever.
The hill s put me out the back and vulnerable to green lights
suddenly turning amber.

Finally, as we got up to Whall ey we gathered together ready
to get ralli ng along the Fraser Highway. But of course, there's
traffic lights at every intersedion and oneisthrough Langley
before therouteis clear of the blight of suburbia. For a change we
went south on 240th to Zero Av as our approach to the first
control at the Canada Customs gation. Here a shivering pair of
Codks, Doreen and Gordy, were stamping and timing cards. They
also had food avail able, something we haven't seen lately.

Those who still have speed in their legs can afford to waste
timeat contrals. | can't. Get al donethat hasto be done, grab
some food and eat it on the way: "The sooner we start the slower
we @n go" is a Briti sh Club motto and applies very well to riding

BC Randonneur

randonnees. It was a whil e before all were @ught up and apart
from the lumps on Vye Rd we were able to ride aomfortably to
Yarrow. A public facility caught my eye there and | off the back
by a few minutes when my front tyre went flat shortly before the
Vedder control. The event organiser being very helpful and trying
hard to make up for the auelty that was to come supervised the
tube replacement.

| was beginning to settle down and started to think | could get
asfar asthe halfway control at Johnson Slough. A big bowl of
soup and muffin at the Vedder control made me fed human again
and we set off on avery flat, wind asdgsted ride for the next 44
km. Aswe headed east at the Agassz intersedion we were ableta
chedk on the progressof some of the erlier riders fighting the
headwind back from the cntrol. | noted that Gary Fraser had
dedded to | et brother Keith do his own thing, while he, Gary,
took what shelter he @uld from a couple of other riders.

Last in, first out, | didn't stay toolong with Bob and Patty
Marsh at therest area. | wanted to take my time on that drag back
west so | could go owver thetop in company. It isagood road with
awide shoulder so that a7 rider (Sharkey, Caton, Bail ey, Bose,
Brodie and Fletcher being the others) revolving paceline was st
upto get usto Agassz as efficiently as posshle at about 18 kph
into that stiff wind.

It was going to e a dog acrassNicomen Island we thought.
Thetrip upto Harrison was uneventful and it was a pleasure to
use the back roads before hitting Hwy 7 and Woodside Mountain.
Jack Sharkey on his ATB was having dfficulty staying in contact
and | think had to walk Woodside. | almast got to that, but a 26"
gear (26x26 just about got me through that. A big incentiveto
stay in the saddle was the deats on my shoes. Bob Bose on 30x2€
(30") but wearing SFD's was encouraged to walk. (I've got 2
granny rings going spare Bob, a 26 and a 28; want to try them?).

It is said the sun shines on the righteous. It could also be said
thewind drops for the righteous and once over Woodside we had
afairly comfortable ride back along 7. The westher had cleared
up and the wind had dropped. THEN, we met the Mad Woman of
Deroche. The policeman asked meif | wanted to lay chargesand |
dedined, asthere was no damage or injury. (But in fact |
discovered 2 days later scabs on grazes on my kneewhere | had
hit the road). Jack, with a daughter in Abbdsford, dedded he
would quit at Deroche and the Mountie gave him aride.

A roadside onference between Lake Errock and Deroche,
another one in Deroche where the woman had parked her
Plymouth van by the phone bax and yet another one on the
approach to Misson where the Mountie stopped us to colled
names, date-of-births, phone numbers and statements all must
have @st the best part of an hour. Then we stopped at Rocko'sin
Misson for more soup before heading for Maple Ridge about
20:00 hours.

We arrived at the antrol in the rain. David Blanche did a
trojan job signing cards there. One of my rear lights had quit on
me, the one on the left of course. Michel swapped the good one
and the bad one. He also tried to get my BB generator working.
We bath asumed it had succumbed to therain and | had to do
without that big beam. In thelight of day on Sunday | saw the
problem. One of the spade terminal's had become disconneded!
Think positively! After the Maple Ridge meander, by the Pitt
River Bridge, | had to stop and replace dead batteriesin my
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Cateye Halogen. Abaut then atoat-toat from awhite Chryser van
denoted the McGuire passng by.

On the previous Thursday | had ridden from Port Coquitlam
to Port Moody viathe Westwood Plateau and Anmore route. | had
planned to go the whole way to Burnaby. But whil e re-toathing
my chain at Anmore | realised my pump was gill sitting in the
Hinde's car on Vancide. Sol turned for home. Theride from
Oxford St at #7 Hwy to the Anmore wntrol had taken 1 hour 4
minutes riding time or 70 minutes total. | guessed | would need
between 80 and 90minutes at the end of a 300. That meant | had
to beat Oxford St by 23:15, latest. If | didn't makeit | would go
round the @wrner home.

We reached that watershed at 22:25 whereupon Bail ey
punctured. About 23:40 we set off, everyone following me, as |
was the only one who knew where he was going. | will draw a
veil over the traumatic grunt to Anmore, sufficeto say we got to
the cntrol more-or-lessat midnight, confirming my estimate.
Descending Sunnyside with a hint of snow in therain was made a
bit of an adventure without my 6v Union headlamp and with
brake levers getting very close to the 'bars.

But it was all over bar the shouting and once on the Barnet
Hwy Bose took off like a scalded cat. We were together aswe
turned onto Sperling and I, smelling the barn, took off asuming
everyone was there. Got to Broadway and had to wait for them
al. Round the crner to find a happy MissSmiff ready to sign our
cards at about 01:30 Sunday morn. But, where was Bail ey? He
scraped in just in time having punctured again somewhere over
the 300 km mark and virtually walking distancefrom the finish.

Now, threedays later, I'm till ti red. My |eft knee where all
thearthriti strouble started in 1994 isclicking and groaning. But |
got anicepin, designed by the very same MissSmiff! Thanks
guys, don't doit again, eh?

Life Lesoonsfrom Cycling

Smon Goland

Some thoughts that crossed my mind dwing, and after, a 30C
km bikeride on May 4. As| had penty of timeto think, | was
looking at how the basics of cycling can apply to ane'slife.

Paceyoursdf. It is6:00 AM, and therideis about to begin.
Thereisacertain excitement in the air, and | can fed the
adrenalin rushing through me. Perhaps mixed with a bit of fear.
Will | makeit? And then, when theride starts, | am cycling fast,
running ahead, as if escaping from my own doubts and concerns.
After awhile, | dow down, relax into the ride, and find the pace
that will carry me through, towards the end, about 18 hours later.
Just likein life, when you arein for thelong ride, slow down and
find the pacethat will t ake you to the end. Take a degp breath,
look towards the end goal, and find the right pace that will take
you there.

Use gears. Gears on a bicycle help us dow down and go
faster. Moreimportantly, gears help usfind the right speed with
the least effort at the right time. Learning how to work our gears,
on ahbike or in life, can go along way to helping usin the manner
in which we are going anywhere. Learning how to use our gears
while gscling, aswell asin life, isalife-long lesson. Some of us
unfortunately spend our life riding into the wind, pedaling hard,
wondering why lifeis such an effort. Alas, the fastest gear is not
always the most efficient oneto use.

And, while using gears, listen to your body. On thisride, |
discovered that | had a habit of looking at what gear | was on, and
whether it isthe "right" gear to use on that particular terrain or
whether | "should" be switching gears. | don't know where this
habit is from, but it made alot more senseto simply li sten to what
my legs where tdlling me. They knew when | nealed to gear up or
down. Our body always knows what isgoing on, and is
communicating it constantly. Just stop to listen, preferably when
it iswhispering quietly, beforeit getsto loud screams.

Parts of theroute | was cycling by myself. Parts with other
cyclists. At times chatting, and at times being quiet, dego into my
own world of thoughts. Just like the balancein life, between
being with people, talking and conneding, and taking time for
solitude, spending it in the company of your own thoughts. Both
are necessary; bath are equal partnersin aperson'slife.

And | also reached the "cycling wall" - if thereis such a
thing. The experiencewas smilar to thewall | hit two years ago,
whil e running the Vancouver marathon. The @mnversation in my
head went something like: "It is cold, | am wet and not enjoying
the ride any more, my muscles and knees aretired and in pain,
and why am | doing this ride anyway? Why would | even want to
think of doing the longer rides?' And, just likein life, when you
find yoursdlf in one of these situations, what often worksis
focusing on one simplething at atime. One small step after
another. And another. And then one more. Just keep the
momentum going, for the smplereason that there was areason ta
bein that situation, or the bike ride, to begin with. Or even for nc
reason. Thisisthe only way to move through the pain, bath
physical and mental. And then it all went away, suddenly, without
awarning, and | was back, cycling and enjoying theride.

And | wish you the same - just move through whatever seems
to beimposshble at the moment, and enjoy theride. Thereis
aways mething on the other side. Defeat is really temporary
only. Giving upiswhat makesit permanent.

"If you want a rainbow, you have to put up with therain." -

Dolly Parson
|Idand 400

Sephen Hinde

Therideto Tofinois normally reserved for the lonely 600km
rider, but the organizer felt li ke a challenge, so the Nanaimo--
Tofino route was dusted off. Being an Idland ride, we like to add
small challengesto the route, so the plan was to have Cheryl
Lynch and Keith Nichal start in Parksvill e at 4am, and chase
down the other riders (Karen Smith, Michel Richard, Susan Allen,
Doug Latorndll, Stephen Hinde), who were to start in Nanaimo at
5 am. Unfortunately, Susan had some minor bicycle difficultiesin
Horseshoe Bay--a pieceof wire wrapped itself in the rear spokes,
pulled in the deraill eur, and bent that nice new Vitali frame. So,
Doug and Susan didn't even get on the ferry.

Shortly after 5, still dark enough to require headlights, Karen,
Michel, and Stephen set out for the west coast. Only 5km from
the start we saw Cheryl and Keith, already 30 km into their ride,
heading for the wntrol. At our first pit stop by Lantzvill e, the sun
broke the distant horizon, and the dear skies framed the Tantalus
range near Squamish. We were wearing our warm clothing, asthe
headwind was cold. Climbing out of Nanoose, we first saw Mt.
Arrowsmith, a distant snowy monolith. "Port Alberni isthe other



side’, | explained to Karen. "Really? It looks © far away."

We pressed on through Coombs (the goats are still on the
rodf). Thesmall climb past Little Qualicum Fall s helped warm us,
but my fed were starting to tingle. "Not to worry," | thought, "the
big climbisjust ahead." After Cameron Lake, and ancther stop in
Cathedral Grove to admire the trees, we tackled the hump. Thisis
a3 km 8% climb, with a short stretch of 10%. By the top my fed
were beginning to tingle as the bload returned, but the wonderful,
swoaping descent into the Alberni vall ey (on fresh pavement!)
soon put them back into deep freeze. In the distance, the western
mountains were pure white.

A 25 minute stop at the 7-11 (the hot chocol ate speeaded the
thaw), with control chedker Carol Hinde running round in shorts
(just to make us fed readlly cold), Cheryl and Keith pulled in.
Keith had had arocky start to the ride (he had knocked wheds
with Cheryl at the start, and had come to an abrupt stop) and was
sporting some impressve road rash. He was grumbling mightil y,
but was determined to push on, so we were off into the
wilderness Between Alberni and Tofino there are predsely zero
services and onerest area. Theride along Sproat Lake was
magnificent--the water was glassy, the sky bright, the mountains
stegp and snow-covered, and everything was green. And that was
just the refledion. At a photo stop, | finally removed my rain
coat--1 was down to my Rando jacket and tights! At the base of
Sutton pass we @me acrossa bear cub that had lost afight with a
car. Cheryl, being curious, found the bear till warm. At the top of
the pass Carol was waiting to sign our cards, fill our water
battles, and provide encouragement. So, it wastime to be bad--
down to shorts.

From Sutton Passalong the Kennedy river, there are some
wonderful views of deep gorges and rushing water, most of them
invisible to the motorist. Soon, paradise ameto acrashing haltin
the form of Hydro hill, a short (800m) climb posted at 18%. And
then you go down the other side. And then you go up the next
one. And then after afew kil ometres of up and down, the road
descends another 18%er to Kennedy Lake. From hereto the Long
Beach junction is 15 km of just average riding, with a nice ocean
breezein our faces, and a5 deg. drop in temperature.

With 5in aline up the peninsula, thewind ddn't seem so
bad. The large bear at the side of the road was gooked by the
strange sight, so we didn't get a close look. That may have been a
goad thing, considering the size. Theroad doesn't actually run
beside the ocean, except for one small stretch at Long Beach
itself, where the azure water meds the verdant land in aline of
sparkling surf, crashing in fury against the ancient granite,
producing yet another grain of ... (Sorry about that--I don't know
what came over me!) After leaving the park, the road undulates
past motels and campsites, Crab bars and Whale toursinto the
environmentali st capital of Canada. 9 hours and 48 minutes for
the 200

Carol met us again, as we settled outside the Common L oaf
Bakery (our usual haunt--the Alley Way Cafe--was closed) to
replenish. Cheryl and Keith left just ahead of Karen, Michel and
mysdlf. "Well takeit easy--you'll catch usin notime". Well,
Keith, you forgot that we couldn't passthat poetic stretch one
more time without something coming amiss so it was past the
surfers, over the logs and onto the sand. Oh how we wanted to lie
down in the sun for therest of existence And therewasn't a snake
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in sight. "Back on the road, you scurvy lot" prodded some aue
organizer. Cast from Eden, the world seemed a harsher place so
we dragged our sorry butts back to the junction.

In reverse, the hill s after Kennedy Lake are ezen more
formidable. Or perhapsit isthe extramilesin the legs? At the
start of thefirst climb our averageis 19.9 kph, just below
schedule. At the start of climb 2 it's dropped to 19.8. "Not bad,” |
think. After descending climb 2 it's down to 19.6. Oh well, |
really didn't want to break 20 hours. Climbing Sutton Passin
reverseis anone event. With a mild tailwind and a gentle slope,
you are up before you know it. And there'sthe tedpoint--Carol
with food and water. And all the dothes go back on, asit isnow
after 7 pm, and cold. The descent off Sutton Passis usualy the
fastest portion of theride--I hit 785 kph, thesameas| did in '95,
and '94, and '93, and '92. However, | am going too fast to seethe
spooked bear cub clambering upthe treethat had Karen and
Michel uuhing and aghing. Just outside of Port Alberni, it was
timeto turn on the lights, and to wake up Carol, deging at the
side of theroad. "Keith and Cheryl are just ahead of you--Keith
had aflat." So, into Tim Horton'sto fortify for the dimb back
over the Hump.

Climbing out of the Alberni valley isaone hour exercise, just
grind away, and the top will arrive. And thereis Caral, just
cheding to seeif we're ok. "Put on all your warm clothing--the
descent will befreezing." And shewasright. | had to stop half
way down to control my shivering that was threatening to put me
in the ditch. From here, in the dark, the road back through
Coombs to Nanaimo was tedious. How we envied Keith and
Cheryl, finishing at Parksvill e (20 hours and 20minutes). How
we wanted to get to bed! We were not very efficient, but finally
we reached the north edge of Nanaimo. "We auld still break 22
hours," suggested some fod. That was all the encouragement that
Miche needed. We were off, ala Bonner et al, through town with
thelong descent, to arrive back at the start in 21 hours 57
minutes.

Thisisahard 40Q and not oneto set personal records, but
under the near ideal weather conditi ons that we experienced, it is
aride that makes you come back for more. Perhaps I'll do this
again next year. Spedal thanksto Carol who drove usto the start,
saw us at every chedkpoint, made sure we were till awake after
dark, and then waited for us to finish.

Rice Energy Bar Recipe

Smon Goland

| recently stumbled upon an interesting redpe, which | tried
during the last 300ride. Hereit is:
1 cup medium grain rice, cooked in 1 cup/250ml water
4 tbspwild rice
1 cup organic granola
1/2 cup eech: chopped cashews and chopped dried apricots
4 thsp eech: raisins and chopped dried dates
1/2 cup eech: al-purpose flour and packed brown sugar (personaly,
| use alot less sigar)
1 tsp baking powder
1/4 tsp cinnamon
1 ml salt pinch
3 thsp buter, melted
2 egos, beden, or 3 eggwhites

* & & 6 o o

* & & o o



2002 Issue 3 May-June

1 tsp vanilla
1/2 cup maple syrup
1 thsp sesame seals
1 thsp flaxseed
Codk riceaccording to package diredions. In alarge bowl,
mix together medium and wild rice, granola, cashews, apricots,
raisins, dates and flaxseed.
In small bowl, combine flour, brown sugar, baking powder,
cinnamon, and salt; stir into ricemixture.
In separate bowl, combine butter, eggs, and vanill g; stir into
ricemixture until well combined, using hands if necessary.
Pressinto 10 /2" X 15" (26 cm X 38 cm) baking pan; stop
with maple syrup and sprinkle with sesame seeds. Bakein 325+
(160C) over for 20 minutes, or until golden brown. Let cod and
cut into squares. Wrap each bar until needed or freeze.
And then watch yoursdlf finish the brevetsin half thetime...

Idand 400(Victoria-Union Bay) Notebook
Mike Poplawski

Thisislong. You now have the option of doing thisride or
reading abaut it.

Ahh, so you've dhosen arambling piece rather than a piece
toramble.

Okay, the Island 400 kn Brevet of May 11 started from
Victoriawith the familiar odd couple of Ken Bonner and your
humble narrator, wanna-be Mike Poplawski.

Ken starts out at his own pace and | try to hang on hiswhed
aslong as| can, which some day might pay off for me--1 was
hoping today would be the day. After about 20 some minutes, on
thefirst Malahat climb, | reali zed that | wasn't going to stick with
him much longer, and | turned my effort down to my comfort
level, which |eft me behind. Considering what happened the rest
of the day, | have to wonder if it made any senseto hang on as
long as| did?

The Malahat was very dark--a new moon, so lots of stars out
(and one well up the road by this point), a reasonable number of
trucks, no yahoos gotted and a pretty view of Sidney's light show
before the sun came up!

| didn't have to share my descent into Bamberton/Mill Bay
with any drivers, which was great! The shoulder coming down the
Malahat is not good, whil e the regular road surfaceis, and |
practiced my hands-on-the-tops descending. As | put my chin on
my computer, | was none other than the Falcon, Paolo Savoldelli!
Well, okay, I'm merdly dressed like a Saem rider, and 62 kn/h is
not exactly a blur. Damn.

My first stop of the day was between Mill Bay and CobHe
Hill to put on a set of liners under my thermal gloves. | chedked
my computer to seethat my stop only took two minutes. NB This
is blatant foreshadowing.

Upon arriving in Duncan, | did what any sensible randonneur
would do who wanted to get out of the ald for afew minutes,
fuel up and replenish suppies-—-| stopped at a randonneur-
approved establi shment for soup, hot chocolate and a biscuit. Yes,
none other than Tim Horton's! After 2:20riding (I still had hope
for agoaod ride time, you see, | made note) | would stop in for 15
20 minutes, have agoad feed and get ralli ng.

Thisiswhere the adventure starts.

I had my first experienceof losing body heat whil e eating
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warm food--no matter how many spoonfuls of broccoli & cheese
soup | ate, or how close to my core (read: crotch) | placed my hot
chocolate, | could not stop shivering. | tried to dry my supposedly
moisture-wicking synthetic turtlened, but | think it must really
work only when it can wick moisture into ancther fabric layer.
Something like that, because the washroom hand-dryers were
making almost no headway. Finally, after amost an hour of
shivering, it ocaurred to me that my longsleere o/cling jersey was
safe and dry on my bike, and that putting it on might do thetrick.
It did, and at 6:30 (and over an hour off the bike out of 3:30 event
time), | was on my way again.

(Actually, thisreminds me of the halfway point of the Fleche
| rodein 2001 only when the 2001 A Fleche Odyssey team
reached Marblemount, WA for breakfast, there were no dry
clothes to change into, and the restaurant we were eating at must
have had A/C that turnsitself on when it rains outside. | hit the
road shivering that day.)

Things were uneventful up to Nanaimo, except for my
blundering at atraffic signal entering Ladysmith (I was gawking
at some erly-morning cyclists heading for Chemainus Road) and
running ared light. Oops. | kept my head down and was reli eved
to seeno flashing lights. | was watching my computer and noticed
that | still had ashot at reaching thefirst control around 800AM,
which isthe time | made the previous two times |'ve done this
route. | arrived alittl e later, about 8:15, and picked up some food
at the 7-Eleven--some Carnation Instant Breakfasts and the
obli gatory banana.

Herée's a bit of deliciousirony: after asking Ken about
Carnation Instant Breakfasts at the start of theride, he
recommended them, since he felt they tasted better than the Boost
or Ensure drinksthat I'vetried in the past. Well, | got to confirm
Ken's apinion twice--bath on thefirst can, once exch way. Sorry, |
had to say it.

So here | was, 108 km into theride, and experiencing the
predous novety of becoming ill during a brevet. | took some
deep breaths, sipped some water, mixed some more Hydra Fuel
and like any bdd randonneur would, | pointed my bike north. The
sun was out, and | was going to ride my bike all day, knowing
that | was writing a good story.

Therest of Nanaimo was cod winds and stop lights, but it
ended soon enough and it was back onto the newish highway for
some auising. It really was a beautiful day to ride, and the winds
behaved themsd ves--nathing too harsh either way. The
mountains were gorgeous.

Thinking about getting some food in me again, | stopped at
the Subway in Parksvill e for a small sandwich a Mountain Dew
and a codkie, and hoped it would stay down. Satisfied after the
short stop, | admired alocal (some dude who walked with a cane,
unnecessrily) and procealed onceagain, food staying down but
dogging me with about 20 minutes of hiccups. Loads of fun--I
haven't had hicacupsin how long?

The stretch through Quali cum was beautiful, as usual, and |
made good, steady progress It does help to know theroute! As|
sensed my supgiesrunning low, | stopped in at Bowser for the
first time ever at agrocey store. | can't remember the name of the
store, but it was popular, and it was no seaet why--it was a local
cold bee & wine outlet.

After abrief scare (empty toil et paper dispenser) and



immediate relief (roll s on the toil et tank) and arefill of water and
alittl e bite, next stop was the the turnaround control at Union
Bay.

I'm not sure wherethe 160 km mark on therouteis, but that's
where | saw Ken heading the other way, moving as snoathly asa
Swisstrain moving along to the next Hof. | immediately tried to
think of ways to put a positi ve spin on being over 80 km behind
the champ...

Union Bay was smply glorious--again, the view acrossthe
strait was smply amazng, and the Union Bay market has a
wonderful ice geam coder fill ed with goodies chill ed to a perfea
temperature. Not really nealing to, but just enjoying the moment,
| put on some more sunscrean, enjoyed an Oreo Bar and a few
other things whil e laying on a patch of grassoutside the store
enjoying the wonderful sunshine and temperatures of the erly
afternoon.

If you haven't been to the Union Bay market, it has all kinds
of quirky deaorations. The one that stuck out for me thistime was
alarge urn with an ash tray on top. Painted on the urn is Bugs
Bunny (copyright infringements abound here) smoking a cigar,
and the urn is emblazoned "Ash-Hole". Littl e things like that
make these rides worthwhil €l

Back on the road, my suspicions were @nfirmed--I had been
riding into a headwind for about an hour into Union Bay, and |
had the wind working for me on the way south. Thiswas
espedally comforting, sincemy 2001ridefdt like | was pulling a
parachute, and | distinctly remember not shifting into my large
chainring for several hours.

So, with the friendly winds, | had a delusion that after a 10-
hour trip north, | would have a hegative split on my ride and have
something like the sub-19-hour ride | had in 200Q A randonneur
full of hope!

| was back in Bowser for another fill -upin seamingly no
time, and to my surprise | saw the house opposite had a bicycle
hanging on the front gate. Whoever lived there advertised some
kind of bike museum, and if only | had | been making Bonner-
time on my ride, | would have deded it out. Next year, eh?

On my way through Qualicum Beach, | stopped likel had the
year before--last year just to lie down and wait for windsto die
down, this year to fix adow leak that came on after a series of
railroad crosdngs. (I found | had a snakebike puncture, so I'm
guessng that's what it was.) The fix of my front tire was quick
enough, and after a brief stop at a public washroom, | was on my
merry way again, but | was noticing that | was not riding
particularly fast. My body just wasn't taking to water and food the
way | liked, but | never felt like | wasin any real jeopardy of
finishing theride.

My riding was, like | said, not my best, but | found | was able
to stand often without any cramping problems, so | felt very good
about that. | felt good that | could relieve the presaure of the
saddewell and kegp my momentum up pretty consistently. My
average spedl on the bike was gaying right around 265 km/h all
day.

It was darting to cod as| madeit to Nanaimo and its sries
of traffic lights. Unfortunately, strip mall hell i s no placeyou
want to stop over and over again to admire "scenery”. The third
control came at 5:32 PM, after 294 km, and | had about 109 kn ta
go, including the Malahat. | knew I'd be using my li ghts!
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The air became alittle mder every hour, and | made a few
stops for clothing adjustments, which got alittl e annoying, but |
did fed good abaut the breathers. Thiswas a survival ride, and
the Sour Patch Kids | was using as Happy Food were probably
not helping my stomach in thelong run. | found | wasn't really
drinking alot of water or sports drink, but | kept on going, which
was the important thing.

My last stop was my traditional onein Cobde Hill for my
Coke and nacho chipswhich | so savour...| was glad to have
made it to the store by 9 PM, sincethey close then. My appetite
had left me, so | left some of each goadie behind, and it was on to
tackle my nemesis--the dimb aut of Shawnigan Lake.

Battling drivers who don't turn off their brights (1 gavea
happy nod to those that do), | felt good about my ride up the hill
which in the past has |eft wondering why | do theserides at all.
Thistime, with only a minimum of 30 x 27riding, | was up and
out of there in what seemed like no time, and back to the familiar
comfort of the darkened Malahat descent. Time to bundle up!

The ride down was no problem at all, until | approached
Goldstream Park, when it hit. Okay, *they* hit. | ran over what
seaned to be two pieces of lumber or branches (I was moving
over 40 km/h, and it was quite dark), and thankfully, they were
perpendicular to the roadway or else | might not be writing this
story. After bringing my bike to a stop about akm later, with only
aflat tire the apparent damage, | walked to a clearing | knew was
up ahead just acrossfrom the Goldstream Park parking lot
entrance

When | arrived, there was a couple waiting for mein their
truck to help me out, for which I'm grateful--1 even sent anoteto
the Victoria Times-Colonist thanking these anonymous peoplefor
stopping to help, and explaining just exactly why a) someoneis
riding the Malahat at 10:00 PM and b) why they won't accept help
when their bike doesn't work. I'm glad | had a nicenight and
some power left in my halogen headlamp to make a simple rear
tire dhange. The whed banged against my brake pads, though
(turned out | had a dented rim), so | had to limp home with only &
front brake for the last 15 km. Both bike and rider, battered and
weary, made their way out of the park and on the way home.

At 11:30 PM | reached the finish, and after my longest-ever
400at 20:30, | was done, but | knew that this had become a 2-day
adventure, as| wouldn't get home until after midnight. What a
day to be arandonneur, though, with the beauty of thisride (I
estimate about an hour of five off the bike was due to how nice
the day was), and the residual thought of improving my speed and
efficiency to enjoy al of thisin the daytime some day! But as a
mere mortal who can't ride a400and be homein time for dinner
and dancing, I'm glad | have a pin from this ride, and a story or
two to tell (I've probably forgotten something good). Fantastic
stuff!

If you don't need some clothing- then you
haven't been riding enough!
Danelle Laidlaw

Don't forget we have shorts and a few pairs of tights ($55- Visa,
$50Cash/chq) and jerseys - $75(BC and a few Cdn) for sale -
contact Danelle at 604 2912508



