Princeton 600k Ride Report
June 25 and 26, 2005


Controle #1 (Doral Forrestal)
Living 2.5 miles from the start location makes my early morning that much easier: up at 3 am and at the start by 3:30.  I suppose I should have taken advantage of the delayed start, but, instead, made two critical mistakes based on one assumption.  The assumption: my drop bag would be available the first time I pulled into the youth hostel in Quakertown.  Mistake #1: leaving 8 scoops of Perpetuem and two flasks of HammerGel in the drop bag.  Mistake #2: pulling out the last 270 miles of the cue sheet in the same bag (this was just dumb, as it saved me nothing, including aggravation).  Normally I prep (format, laminate, etc.) the cue sheet in advance to avoid confusion, but this time it wasn’t available and my brain wasn’t too clear.  Oh well, I wouldn’t realize the severity of these mistakes until much later.  I was smart enough to leave some critical items in the bag: NiteRider Cyclone (good for six very bright hours or 60 not-so-bright hours), two jerseys, two shorts, a vest, arm warmsers, sunscreen, 1 or 2 Clif bars, toothbrush, toothpaste, mouthwash and a towel.
I stole a few ideas from Ben for this journey and, as is customary for me, went very light, since I’m stuck with a 185-pound engine.  This meant three water bottles (one in my jersey pocket), one HammerGel flask, two Clif Bars (I think I only ate one the whole ride), a tiny bottle of sunscreen, three tubes, 10-12 Advil (I used 3-4), a Sam Browne style reflective sash (easily tucked away), one rear light, one flashing arm band, one Cateye Compact Opticube (attached to my helmet), one Cateye Micro Halogen (good for 3-4 hours with Lithium batteries), four lithium AA batteries and three AAA batteries for my rear light.  I used a fine mesh bag for stashing what little extra clothing I had and held it to my saddle bag with bungee cords (Ben idea #1).  For further sun protection, I made a last minute decision to cut the sleeves off of a thin white polypro long-sleeve shirt and stuff them in my mesh bag for later use (Ben wore a white long-sleeve jersey on the 400k).
The group stayed pretty well together until the secret controle at the Delaware River crossing.  The only casualty so far seemed to be Steve Scheetz, who had wheel troubles about 15 miles into the race.  I noticed Ralph had stopped to take advantage of the facilities at the bridge.  I took my own break to buy some time for Ralph but, as we pulled away from the controle (less a few more people), he was still not with us.  We enjoyed the first real climb out of the Delaware River Valley and soon came to controle #2.
Controle #2 (Pt Pleasant General Store @ 57.5 miles; 7:57 am 7 minutes)
I quickly refilled two water bottles and took advantage of the Sustained Energy (I was without my own supply) on hand.  Diane mentioned another ‘secret’ controle in a few miles.  Ralph pulled in as we were getting ready to leave.  Ben gave the nod and we were off.  I told Ralph we would catch up at that controle.
A few miles down the road, Ben and I pulled into the secret secret controle (apparently, not everyone was aware of the fact that they had to stop here).  The cashier signed our cards.  A few people almost rode by, but we waived them down and reminded them of the controle.  We were off again.

We encountered our first deviation from the route where Curly Hill Rd turned right onto Route 611.  We noticed that Haring Rd. was almost directly across from Curly Hill Rd, but the cue sheet asked us to continue for 1.6 miles, which we did after quickly deliberating, thinking that Haring Rd. might indeed cross over Route 611.  After almost 1.6 miles, we felt pretty sure that Haring Rd. did not again cross Route 611, so we turned around and watched as several other riders continued in the wrong direction.  After getting back on track, all was well until controle #3, the youth hostel and my bag.

Controle #3 (Weisel Hostel @ 78.2 miles; 10:10 am 23 minutes)
Where’s my bag?  When it hit me that the bags had not arrived and were not expected, I got nervous.  I needed dry shorts, chamois cream, a fresh jersey and, although the food was good (sandwiches, chips, Gatorade, Coke, assorted candy, and honey-based gel and bars), I was looking for non-sugar based food and drink (i.e., long-chain carbs aka Sustained Energy and HammerGel; note: in the 2003 600k, I suffered very bad gastro-intestinal distress attributed to over-Accelerading and had no desire to repeat).  No such luck.  Did I mention the rest of my cue sheet was in my drop bag and I would be without directions in about 40 miles?  I shared this with Ben, but had no solution other than sticking with whoever was around when my cue sheet ran out.

By the time we were ready to leave, Ralph , Pat and Jud showed up.  I took a few honey-gels, filled up with Gatorade and left with Ben, Ralph, Pat, Jud and Nate.  Yes, Nate.  I’ve ridden quite a few miles with Nate and know his riding style (fast accelerations and even faster climbing).  Not my style at all (my body simply goes into the red zone when I accelerate or climb too fast), especially on a ride where I had an 80-mile head-start (he joined us at the hostel) and would enjoy another 140 miles that he would miss.  Ben shared my concern.

After about 25 miles, everybody shared time up front with Nate but me.  Ben and Nate were ahead after a fast downhill and widened the gap when I missed an intersection due to traffic.  That was the last I saw of them.  At mile 115, my cue sheet ran out in the middle of Easton.  I made a quick (though not quick enough) stop at a fast food Italian joint and bought some expensive Italian water and Orangina.  I then waited until the next rider showed up, since I had no idea where to go.
After 20 minutes, Ralph and Pat appeared.  Pat was nice enough to share his extra cue sheet (God bless you Pat!).  We rode to the next controle at Wind Gap.

Controle #4 (Petro Mart at Wind Gap @ 122.2 miles; 1:27 pm 19 minutes)
I realized there was another rider at the controle and thought it might be Ben.  Nope.  It was Jud.  He must have passed me while I was buying water in Easton.  Ben and Nate were long gone.  Pat and Ralph were struggling with the heat and Jud took off not long after we arrived.  I filled up on more Gatorade, enjoyed a Snickers Ice Cream Bar and departed, leaving Pat and Ralph (I thought) until the hostel.

At this point, I started to get a little nervous.  Here I was, alone, without HammerGel, without Perpetuem and the heat was oppressive, though I was still moving.  I soon caught Jud.  We crossed paths a few times, as I missed a turn or two.

Controle #5 (Palmerton, PA @ 147.4 miles; 3:36 pm 5 minutes)

When I arrived at the controle, I began to lose my cool, in more ways than one.  The cue sheet asked for the name of a pub.  However, the cue sheet was off and, depending on how you read it, there were two pubs (one was called a pub and the other was called Rusch Haus).  The location of the actual pub didn’t make sense when you considered how the cue sheet got you back on route and the Rusch Haus didn’t have pub in its name.  I stopped at a gas station and had a Coke and a white grape juice and a water.  They were gone before I knew it and, as luck would have it, the road out of town was steep, exposed, hot and made worse by the fact that the next intersection (to confirm my route-finding) was a few miles ‘up’ the road.  
Fortunately, I was on the route.  Unfortunately, I was quickly out of fluids and there were no stores in sight until the next controle.

Controle #6 (Portland, PA @ 179.2 miles; 5:56 pm 16 minutes)

This would be an information controle: answer the question on the brevet card and go.  When I got to the controle, I quickly realized there was no convenience store in sight.  I asked where I might find one and was told the nearest one was about 10 miles away.  No thanks.  I was bone dry and unable to cool down.  I asked at the sit-down restaurant if I could buy a Coke and fill my water bottles with ice water.  By the time I finished my Coke, Jud pulled up and I was off.
Controle #7 (Ahern’s Country Café @ 198 miles; 7:38 pm 7 minutes)
I made it here without a glitch.  Somehow, I was able to manage a very brief stop and get by without refueling.

I had been concerned for some time how I was going to make it through the night without sleep.  My fears were compounded by the extent of my heat exhaustion, the complete dependence on sugar-based hydration/nutrition and the fact that I would have nearly 100 solo miles by the time I got back to the midnight stop.  Although I had never tried it, I decided early on to buy two Red Bulls (compact and full of caffeine).  I found a convenience store before dusk and, once again, loaded up on Gatorade plus my two Red Bulls.
Controle #8 (Stewartsville Deli @ 219.3 miles; 9:24 pm 1.5 minutes)

The sun was finally gone and night was upon me.  I made a wrong turn on Main St. and soon realized my error.  There seemed to be a house party that the whole town was enjoying.  I got plenty of stares and a few comments as I retraced my steps.  When I got back to the intersection, I found my bearings and was now back in familiar territory, having ridden through here on many brevets.  I quickly found the red awning of the deli, jotted down the answer and continued on, once again riding past the crowd of party-goers.
Controle #9 (Hoot’s Riverside Tap Room @ 229.2 miles; 10:03 pm 6 minutes)

As I pulled in to this biker bar along the Delaware, I realized it would be yet another controle without proper hydration, though I could have readily enjoyed a beer.  I noticed some guy chatting with the bridge ‘guard’ and we exchanged pleasantries.  I even got a ‘Hey, Lance Armstrong’ as a patron made his way into the bar.  Seemed friendly enough, but this controle would test my patience and restraint.
Although the brevet card mentioned a ‘sign-in’ sheet, the bartender quickly dispelled that notion with a simple shake of his head.  On my side of the bar, three fellow bikers quickly acknowledged my unlikely presence.  The loudest and most toothless of the bunch shared his disdain for bikers of the motorless type.  “What’s with the bikers?”  “I hate f#ck!n bikers!” “Slow me down and block the f#ck!n road.” “Let me at ‘em and I’ll kick their a$$.” And on and on (I was sure glad I didn’t have time to shave my legs).  His buddy did ask me if he should hold Toothless down so that I could introduce him to my fist.  I declined.  By now, the less-than-effusive bartender had scratched his initials (probably the extent of his literary skills) on my brevet card and I made haste to the door.
I discovered the chatty guy outside happened to be the owner.  He wasn’t surprised at my exchange with Toothless and added, “You shoulda asked me.  I coulda signed it.”  I walked my bike across the bridge and forged on – with my eyes and ears peeled for a swerving, squealing hog waiting to smear me across the road.
Controle #10 (Weisel Hostel @ 246.8 miles; 11:28 pm 60 minutes)
I rolled into the hostel around 11:30 pm to find Ben in good spirits and, more importantly, my drop bag!  I took a quick sponge bath, changed, softened my shorts with chamois cream, re-applied my second second skin (I forgot to mention my other secret: second skin to my sensitive spots), filled my water bottles with Perpetuem and made sure I had plenty more of that and HammerGel in my saddle bag.  Dinner was relatively light.  Barbara and Heather were great hosts and had spinach lasagna ready in minutes.  I think I had a slice of bread, some bean and pasta salad and a cookie.
At this point, I wasn’t sure if Ben was upset at ‘waiting’ for me or if he was actually tired.  He was rolling around on the floor and soon appeared to be napping.  We hadn’t shared too many words and I had let him rest.  By 12:20 am, I was nearly ready to go and told Ben I could be ready in five minutes.  At this point, he was non-committal.  I said I needed to brush my teeth and figured we could re-assess when I returned.  When I got back, Ben had made it upstairs to bed.  I debated waking him, but the ladies said he asked not to be woken.   Hmmm, I was off by 12:30.  I figured I could hit the Doral by 10:30 am: 140 miles for 10 hours (14 mph avg).  Seemed safe, especially since the last section was advertised with 3500 feet of climbing.
Although it wasn’t that cold, I started with a vest and arm warmers, knowing my fatigue would cool things down.  My new best friend shined brightly off my handlebars.  I knew the NiteRider Cyclone was good for 60 hours using the three LEDS at a couple watts and six hours at 10 watts.  Doing some quick math, I figured I should save some battery life by using the LEDs in order to ensure I could make daybreak with as much bright light as possible.  I ran the LEDs for about an hour, briefly turning on the bright mode at turns.  By 1:30 am, I was confident I could rely on 10 watts until the sun came up.  It worked.
Controle #11 (Milford Post Office @ 269.6; 2:41 am 5 minutes)
My pace was still comfortable, considering I had ridden solo for nearly 225 miles and it was pitch dark.  The combination of good lighting, empty roads and plenty of caffeine seemed to make all the difference in the world.  When Sandiway and I rode through the night on the 2003 600k, we lost a great deal of time navigating through the dark with poor lighting.  Tonight would be different.
I wasted no time and moved on.  Somewhere between here and the next controle, I finished a second (lukewarm) Red Bull.

Controle #12 (Quick Chek Food Store @ 298.6; 4:29 am 17 minutes)

Once again I was in familiar territory and thrilled to pull into the Quick Chek.  I was surprised they actually had a few customers.  My reserves were low, so I topped off my bottles with Perpetuem and enjoyed a breakfast sandwich and a jelly donut for quick fuel. Still no gut problems from a few too many gallons of Gatorade and Coke.
Until now, I paid no attention to my cumulative mileage, focusing instead on distances from controle to controle and resetting my mileage at each controle.  I was, however, curious to see how far I had gone in 24 hours and made a point of noting that: 311 miles (I later discovered the cue sheet had me at 298.6 miles.).  This disturbed me a bit.  I remember Ralph saying he did around 370 miles at the Michigan 24-Hour Challenge the week prior.  Granted, it was flat and this ride was not, but I kept thinking the last 140 miles was supposed to be relatively flat.  Why was this taking so long?  Sandiway and I finished in 2003 in 29.5 hours and that ride actually seemed to have much slower sections.  I had done the math several times and it just didn’t add up.
Not far out of the controle, I pulled off the road as the sun started to come up.  I needed some sleep.  I sprawled out in somebody’s driveway, with my head on my helmet and dozed.  Within one minute a car slowed in front of me and drove off.  Not two minutes later, a cop pulled up and asked if everything was ok.  “I’m just resting” and he drove off.  When I got up after 19 minutes of snoozing, I noticed he was parked about 200 yards away in the grass.  Oh well.
When I realized Jenny Jump was on the menu, it started to hit me what was wrong: this section was not flat.  I’m ashamed to admit this, but on the first steep section, I decided to stop.  Rather than not move, I actually walked the bike for a few minutes, which kept me from red-lining and still gave me some recovery.  This ‘strategy’ would repeat itself at least one more time.
Just before Pequest Rd (mile 322 on the cue sheet), I took another rest for 14 minutes (7:17 am).  Running through my head were worries of somebody passing me as I napped (lightly).  Those thoughts were soon replaced by images of the route designer splayed and flayed along the road.  After a wrong turn at Musconetcong River Rd (cue said cross, but should’ve said left), I came to Point Mountain Rd., which went unnecessarily up for far too long (especially at 335 miles; 350 according to my computer).  Off the bike again for a few minutes.  Cursed route designer!  May you climb from the bowels of hell into the Valley of Death.  Blessed triple!  I know you are in my future.
Controle #13 (Exxon Station @ 341.4; (9:55 am 7 minutes)

This controle was to be unmanned, but I was very happy to have some company as Leroy flagged me down.  I had worried for some time that people may have passed me during my two catnaps, but Leroy quickly allayed those concerns – the poor guy had been waiting there since 8.
The sun was starting to warm things up and my body was not liking it.  I just couldn’t seem to keep cool or get enough fluids.  This was worsened by the fact that I added six miles to the route where Route 512 turns into Black River Rd.  The mileage on the cue was off and I continued on Route 512, which goes left at that intersection (I should have gone straight onto Black River Rd.).  After 3 miles (the next turn) of climbing and one long descent, I turned around and suffered the return climb back to the route.  All the roads seemed to be exposed (no shade) and the sun was relentless.  I had switched to my long sleeve ‘sun-stoppers’ but was simply parched and burning hot.
I made a quick pit stop at 11:44 am (8 minutes), but was relegated to Coke, some water and a little bit of ice left in the machine.  The second I filled my bottles, I was empty.  I knew exactly where I was, but also knew that I wouldn’t find relief until the end.  
Controle #14 – the end (Doral Forrestal Hotel @ 385.5; 12:58 pm)

Seeing no friendly faces, I began to wonder if I was in the wrong place.  Perhaps they moved the finish to the Westin?  I found my sanctuary in the lobby, had them sign my brevet card and borrowed the phone to call Diane.  She and Steve would be there soon.  I immediately checked my stats and found the last 140 (turned 146) miles had 7900 feet of elevation gain, more than double what I bargained for.  Total mileage was 401.7 (280 solo), but what’s 16 miles after 600km?  Total elevation gain was 22,300 feet.  I later discovered I had nearly four hours off the bike.  Ride time: 28.5 hours.
Diane, Steve and Kyle kept me entertained for an hour or so.  At one point, I had a flash of faintness and nausea (the only one the entire ride), which subsided after I sat down and cooled off.

By the time I made it home, all I wanted was rest.  I was able to fit in a three-hour nap and finally got some grub around 9 pm.  Surprisingly, I was able to teach my 5:30 and 6:20 am spin classes on Monday – recovery, of course.  Tuesday would bring our weekly slug-fest, which I expected to be five miles of warm-up and 35 miles of wishing I had stayed home.  For whatever reason, I was able to suck enough wheel to stay with the lead group.  

It’s strange how these things work.  I was dead for a week after the 400k and somehow quickly recovered from this march.  I’m convinced it had to do with the fact that my HR averaged 137 for the first 260 miles and 111 for the last 140, with very few forays into the red zone.  I still have nerve compression in the middle toe of my right foot.  I can’t imagine nearly doubling this ride.  God help anybody who’s got a 1000k or 1200k in their future.
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