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latch onto one of their rear wheels and hence enter their slipstream.  I sit on their wheels refus-
ing to pull through.  The peloton has allowed our leash to grow.  The five leaders up the road are 
nearly about to lap the field.  Irish and Zandy drop of the field in order to assist Gray and Rob in 
lapping the main field.  Seeing this, and seeing that this has caused the two riders that I am with 
to slow, I know that I must go if I am to stay away.  On the following turn after resting for one 
lap, I pull through and at the precise moment that the leading rider signifies that it is my turn to 
pull with a twitch of the wrist, I attack on the inside.  I pedal furiously, grinding out large gears 
in powerful burst of energy.   This dirty deed signifying that I no longer wish to stay with them 
shatters the other two riders. I am now on my own with a twenty second gap over the field.  The 
peloton has come together now.  The five leaders have circled the pack and rejoined the group.  
The two riders who I was with are slowly being pulled back into the field.  I am alone.
	 I grit my teeth and begin the arduous task of attempting to lap the field solo.  The orange 
and black teams notice and realize that it is their responsibility to pull me in.  Three of their rid-
ers jump on the front of the peloton and began taking turns and sharing the workload.  The race 

has been underway for thirty minutes and my heart rate 
despite the cold and the time trial earlier in the day has 
crept up to one hundred and eighty six bpm.  Given the 
cold rain, this heart rate is exceptional.  I take a swig of 
sugary water from my bottle and down an energy pack. 
I duck my head as low as possible looking barely fore-
word, slightly down and methodically stroke out pedal 
stroke after pedal stroke hugging the corners as close as 
possible.  My team, seeing my effort, attempts to break 
up the chase of the field by inter-dispersing their bod-
ies between those of the chasers.  After 15 minutes solo 
I am three fourths around the course ahead of the field, 
and my teammate Rob drops off the back to assist me 
in latching onto the back of the field.  Ten minutes later 
and after being out by myself for twenty five minutes I 
have managed with the help of Rob to lap the field.  Our 
team stands now in an excellent condition.  We have 
three riders who are guaranteed a top six finish given 
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that only six riders have lapped the field total.  My stomach 
is torn to shreds from this effort, my heart rate is pulsing 
and my legs cramp in protest.  There are five minutes left.  I 
know that I will be worthless for the sprint, however I also 
know that I should be able to assist in the lead-out for Rob 
or Gray.  I know that I will feel like shit in an hour once I 
have changed out of my racing clothes and rested my legs 
on a car seat.
	 With five minutes left the lead-out train starts and 
the field reaches the highest speeds that it has attained all 
day.  The train is led by the dominating team in orange and 
black.  Gray is on the eighth wheel, followed by Rob in 
ninth.  Three riders from the orange and black team continue to push speeds of thirty one mph 
around the track.  With one lap to go we are in a good spot.  Gray and Rob have managed to stay 
in the front.  There are four hundred yards left and the sprinters attack.  The field disperses as rid-
ers leap forward from the front.  Ten riders appear to be in earnest contest for the win.  Suddenly, 
a crash- two riders go down on the outside, apparently a casualty of the slick wet roads.  Being 
on the far outside I manage to avoid this calamity as do Gray and Rob,  but the crash does cause 
confusion in the main field.  Gray powers through the finish.  It’s a close call and we don’t find 
out until later that he managed first.  A rider on the orange and black team places second.  Rob 
places third, and I place sixth coasting in at the back of the pack. The rest of the riders who did 
not lap the field receive a placing behind me. 
	 All of the riders appear worn and wet.  Only thirty seven of the original sixty five rid-
ers complete the entire course.  Most dropped out during the race.  I feel as if I have completed 
some great undertaking with the completion of this race.  I’m thankful that I did not crash today.  
Given the circumstances, it could have been an ugly ride home.  I celebrate the day by hugging 
everyone in our car.  I’m glad the weekend is over.  Everyone, exhausted from the day, quickly 
changes into warmer clothes.  We wipe off our muddy corpses and load up the car for the long 
drive home.  Off we go. Another weekend of racing behind us, we head home to Carolina.
		  When we spot a sign for Mellow Mushroom along a highway off ramp half an 
hour into the drive home, we decide to break for a quick meal.  We need to begin replenish-
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ing energy levels for training the next day.  I order my usual, a cheese pizza with spinach and 
mushrooms.  If I have to eat cheese, I might as well attempt to make the remainder of the meal 
healthy by adding the spinach.  The team eats quickly in an effort to get back on the road as soon 
as possible.  I voraciously consume an entire pizza.  I deserve it given the amount of effort I that 
I have put in over the previous two days.  Twenty five minutes later I feel the first pangs of what 
will later be coined a memorable experience.  Pressure bears down on my chest as if a layer of 
carpets was suddenly heaved upon my breast.  My body temperature rises.  Sweat dampens my 
forehead and begins to collect on the notches in my back.  Cramps jerk out from deep within my 
gut. “Oh,” I moan, “we have to stop at a bathroom guys!  I’m sorry, my stomach is killing me!”  
In the driver’s seat, Gray responds “I’ll pull over as soon as I see an exit.”  I console myself that 
cycling has brought me a great capacity for patience and set about waiting for the next exit with 
a bathroom.  To my right, I notice that we are approaching a crossroads and with a cacophonous 
yell belt out upon first sight “There’s one!”  
	 As we pull into a grassy patch within the pavement cracked parking lot, I notice that this 
station  is not one of the newer models containing cooked confections, micro-beers, and a variety 
of refreshment concessions.  This station is one of the older models found in less traveled, rural 
areas of the country.  The station has four pumps, all requiring that credit card be paid at the reg-
ister as opposed to at the pump.  There is a service station attached for oil changes and light re-
pairs as well as a section of bathrooms located behind the concessions area.  Upon seeing the rest 
rooms, I make a run for them as quickly as possible while my teammates scour the concessions 
area for preferred snacks.  I use the facilities – the ladies rest room in this case as it is the only 
one open.  I hover over the toilet bowl not wanting to touch any part of it with my body.  I aim as 
best I can and release.  My body finds sweet release.  Cycling endorphins mixed with spinach can 
tear ones stomach to pieces.  My attempts at aiming are less than ideal.  Not feeling obligated to 
alleviate the awkward situation my asking the store clerk for a mop, I hurry to the car, hiding my 
face in shame, as I pass a woman walking towards the women rest room.  My teammates relieve 
themselves using the mens bathroom, buy some candy for the road and hop back into the van to 
move on our merry way.  As we leave the parking lot, I can see the woman whom I passed in the 
hallway glaring out the windows of the station at me. C’est la vie. 
	 The van climbs over a mountain pass, and I surmise from the growing line of cars in the 
distance that some obstacle lies ahead.  I close my eyes again, readjust my position, and think.  
My mind drifts to the hours of training that went into the preparation for this weekend’s race.  In 
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full disclosure, the events that occurred over the weekend 
must be attributed to the previous races and training that my 
body had endured up until that point.  I wouldn’t have been 
so successful if I had just started riding.  My preparation, in-
cluded hours of deprivation, hours of riding, hours of cham-
ois time, and hours of hunching over a metal bar mounted 
over two thin wheels.  
	 For years, my life has consisted of steadily increasing 
hours and miles on the bike.  I ride anywhere from fifteen 
to twenty five hours per week based on the training cycle 
that the given week falls upon.  My life consists of steadily increasing base miles on a rotating 
monthly basis.  Months are marked by the number of hours to be completed that month.  Months 
are further broken down by week durations.  Such as fifteen hours, seventeen hours, nineteen 
hours, followed by a twelve hour rest week, at which point the cycle continues again.  Weeks 
are further broken up on a daily basis by workouts to be completed.  These include generally, a 
sprint workout once a week, a long five to six hour day, a threshold or time trial day and a day of 
hill workouts.  Other days, are normally rest days or race days.  This cycle continues endlessly.  
Not the average college or for that matter life experience.  The road winds on. What else is there 
to do but think.  We are all tired from the weekend.  Some hours later, the van arrives back in 
Chapel Hill.  We unload our gear.  Gray and I carry our equipment into the house and say our 
goodbye to the guys.  
	 The next day I spend two hours cleaning and repairing my bikes.  Maintenance, for a cy-
clist, is a continuous process. Then, as if I have forgotten my pains from the day before, I hop on 
the bike and go for a ride.  My legs hurt as I spin the wheels.  I am removing the lactic acid from 
them.  If I take a day off then my body will begin to truly heal at which point I will feel awful 
from exercise withdrawal.  I remind myself that painful though it may be now, it is best to take 
active recovery.  I smile as I ride down the lane looking forward to catching up with Gray and 
Rob. 
	  I think that typical as it was, this must be a weekend to remember.  A weekend of rac-
ing like many others yet distinct in its own spectacular way.  I’ll remember it for the rest of my 
life because of the pain, because of the effort put forth but mostly I’ll remember it because of the 
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friendships.  The sport of cycling is a great sport.  It allows one to be an eternal kid.  It allows 
one to experience on a basic, physical level the substance of ones own humanity.   How fortunate 
to get away with friends and ride bikes for the sheer joy of it, the exhilaration of feeling life and 
energy so elemental running through tendons and muscle.  There is a certain simple magic to the 
experience, and the opportunity to share it with friends.  If you want to know who you are, what 
you are capable of, then ride a bike, and ride it hard.  You won’t be disappointed at what you 
find.  None are. 
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