Now I understand what they mean when they say “Texas is flat!”  Because TEXAS IS REALLY FLAT!!!
Let me say thanks to all the well wishers and Twitter followers and congrats on the return.  I never thought so many would follow us.  Let me apologize for my sloppy typing on my I phone on Twitter but it was hard.

My ride report is long, we had a fantastic time and climbed lots of hills so if you don’t need the details, hit delete now. If you have nothing to do read on.

Shenandoah 1200km

So the big story is the fantastic adventure thru one of the most beautiful places in the USA.  From the tiny towns with store fronts at the edge of the road, the old homes at the road’s edge, the immaculate lawns (and I mean way more than immaculate-gorgeous), the historical battlefields and cemeteries and monuments, the stone fences, the hollers, the hills (oh, the hills), the Blue Ridge Mtn Pkwy, the babbling brooks, the forests, the mountain passes, the Shenandoah Valley, it was all way more than words can describe.

And then we got to ride our bikes for four days and forget that the world exists any place else.

Advice:

I was to hear the best advice in the last 10 miles of the ride from a friend of Oscar’s (oh his name was Gator). The friend was on the phone -  “Stay on the bike, pedal, pedal, pedal!!!!”  And that’s what we had done from the start and that’s how we made it.  Later I would realize I heard that same advice with different words from the world’s greatest randonneur (as his legend goes) -- Paul. He was instrumental in getting us thru Saturday night when the Funometer ran out.  Other great advisors were the North Carolina Randonneurs who told me “oh no you don’t get that much sleep, you need to be back on your bikes in an hour so you can make the next control.”  And we made it thanks to them!  We took some great advice from others too like our own Dan D and Mark M whose advice got us started on our adventure.  Thankfully we were smart enough to know to listen to good advice when we hear it.  Thanks to all.

The hardest part:

The amazing part is how well I came out of this ride. I can honestly say my tendons are fine, my knees are fine, my legs, my butt, back, neck, hands, every part of me was fine at the finish. The hardest part was exhaustion. We rode easy and long and way past exhaustion and only one time did we ride past fun!

The roads and my butt:

The roads were silky smooth black asphalt, made you go AAAHHHH !!!!! We were 12 miles into the ride before I hit a bump and I yelled out, hey why didn’t you call that hazard? I’m sure the smooth roads made a big difference in our butt performance, which was wonderful. I use Assos and lots and lots and lots of it. I carry a small tub of it with me and use it every every every time.  I arrived at the finish with a tired butt, but a totally healthy butt.

Things I did right:
The hills:

I never pushed the hills, I would just spin and spin.  The hills never stopped, there are no flat places, just up and down. And there was no mind game problem with that, I accepted that concept from the beginning and set out to climb at my own pace and never push it hard.  My knees never hurt (even at the end), my legs got real tired going up Mt Airy, but then I let up and began to traverse the road going back and forth and spinning easy. It was three miles of more than Cherry Pie and it was at about 460 miles into it and after two trips up the Blue Ridge Mtn Pkwy.(which we did three times) On the last day still climbing rollers to the last few miles I still had a great attitude about hills, just bring em on! 
Nutrition and Hydration:

I got the most important thing right!!!  I followed the same things I have done for a long time.  I use a scoop of Cytomax and a scoop of Perpetum in a bottle together. And I know I am the only person who does that, I don’t care.  For 200 miles I will use about 8 bottles of this and have drinks at stores like chocolate milk, V8, coke and Gatorade and water. For food I eat oatmeal in the am, take 2 bagels with Swiss cheese, maybe ham and 2 powerbars and a few gels. I eat a few more things but not a lot in stores.  I bypassed the hamburger and fries I watched others eat and I went to the store and ate beanie weenies and eggs and bread and V8. I try to stay away from the simple sugar, but I give in some with my sweet tooth, I drink extra when I give in to simple sugar, it takes more liquid to do the simples than the complex sugars. I was glad I packed my food and drink in my drop bags instead of relying on what I found along the way. So I have my major food with me and supplement a little along the way.
Bike: 

No mechanicals!!!! (Except of course losing my Schmidt wheel - later) I take my bike to the shop often and tell Randy to check everything, don’t let Sevie fail me in the night I tell him! So I had a good chain, brakes, cog, cables, new tires and so on. I carried my own spare tire so I didn’t need it.  I lubed my chain both days it rained on us. And checked my air each day.
Cue Sheet and Advance Map Study:

I traced the route several times on Map Quest in the weeks before. I took the cue sheet they provided in Word that had a jillion turns and put it in Excel and made lots of notes.  I noted the towns and where I thought we would see services. I noted the distances to the next towns and controls. I input a column so I could start my miles over at the start of each day. (this turned out great since the wheel I borrowed was a larger size and threw my miles off 2 miles for every 100). I had some questions on the route and services and I made sure to ask those before we started. That is why I carried full water bottles out of Roanoke up to the top of the Blue Ridge Pkwy the first time, so I didn’t run out water. When we caught up with Phil, he was out and I gave him some of mine.  Only to have a favor returned in the form of his GPS navigation a little later.
MP3 Player:
I carried this little sucker for 4 days and wondered why.  I had used caffeine to stay awake till it didn’t work anymore. I even used one of those little red cans of stuff that Dan D told me not to use for the first time here, Sorry Dan, got desperate Saturday night when the Funometer ran out and popped that little red can of stuff.  It almost gave me indigestion, but I stayed awake enough to keep pedaling. It would probably give anyone else indigestion so I won’t recommend it unless desperate. Sunday when we left the last control before the car my belly was full and the finish was in site and I was going to sleep. I tried slapping myself and bouncing on my bike and singing and then I remembered that MP3 player with a fresh battery and I turned it up and up in my ear! That’s when I woke up and rocked into Leesburg with a happy heart.
Things I could rethink:

Traveling:

Double and triple check your wheel mounted on top of the car when you know you are not accustomed to traveling that way. My Schmidt was gone in Tennessee and I sent a Tweet update, 30 minutes later Mike Dayton from North Carolina Randos said he was sending me a loaner, what a friend! 
GPS:

I knew navigation was going to be tricky in the night when we left Floyd headed for the Blue Ridge Pkwy for the second time in the same day.  We waited at the control for an hour so we could follow Phil with his GPS. It was hard to just wait but a good thing we did too, because a couple turns were real tricky. I would consider buying a GPS before I took off on so many desolate roads with so many turns in strange country again. 
Convenience stores in VA:

They don’t have convenience stores in every town in Virginia the way they do in Texas. Thankfully we were never without, but we sure could have been.

If you are still with me, here is the journey:
Leesburg to Harrisonburg – 225 miles – day 1:
At 4:00 am we headed out in a very light misty fog for Gettysburg where Abe Lincoln said, "Fourscore and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent a new nation….. and that government of the people, by the people, for the people shall not perish from the earth." I knew this was going to be awesome and it was. The history lesson back in time was wonderful.  If only we could have spent more time there.  We crossed a few mountain passes where it was like a rain forest, and we would descend and look back at the fog covered mountains and marvel at the beauty.  
We crossed the Potomac River and I yelled out, Look there, I think I see George Washington crossing the river in his boat thru the fog! He didn’t wave back.
In Maryland we passed thru the Antietam battlefield where 23,000 lost their lives.

And then to the Shenandoah Valley.  I fully expected some sections of the valley would be flat, some sections, well not so!  Its all hills one after another.

One time Sharon yelled out Harper Borough sign here, the mileage was right, the cue sheet said left, the sign was right, we headed up a sucker of a hill steeper than a couple of Cherry Pies and it was a dead end!!!! We both agreed it was the right road, if you are going to get a few bonus miles be sure they have some incline to them just for fun.  
We left the last control with two friendly Canadians and enjoyed three hours of rain thru the dark to arrive Harrisonburg. Thankfully it wasn’t cold, just rain, with big climbs and sweeping descents.  I was glad I had newspaper in the drop bag for our shoes.
My Mom was in Harrisonburg volunteering where she remained all weekend, they worked her to death. She was supposed to be well rested at the finish so she could drive us home, but not so well rested!!

We slept three hours, off the bikes 4 hours 15 minutes. We would later find out three hours sleep was like an eternity.
Harrisonburg to Mr Airy – 225 miles – day 2:

We didn’t bother to shower, just cleaned our bottoms and put on fresh cloths, lubed the chains and we were off.

Breakfast in Deerfield, we would catch groups of riders at stops and then spread out.  We rode thru a beautiful forest along a river with Paul, who we would come to know as the WGR – world’s greatest randonneur or sometimes called basket boy. Paul doesn’t waste any money on fancy gadgets or equipment.  Well be sure you don’t judge a book by its cover.  Paul was smooth and fluid on his bike and steady as they come, I will describe it as a bike of many colors, you get the idea. Everyone on the east coast seems to know and respect him.  We would finish two nights with Paul and be glad he was with us, or we were with him. We saw some more rain some where along this way.
We enjoyed a fun stop at a hunting store somewhere.  We recognized this was the closest facsimile to a convenience store we were going to see and we walked in and asked if they had guns for hunting by bike?  We joked and laughed and visited with four local guys for way too long.

We fueled up in Roanoke and enjoyed a fun little hill on Ivy Street. We laughed about Miss Ivy over and over.  In traffic, cars everywhere zipping thru a light I looked up and yelled “GEAR DOWN”. Standing in my Granny pushing with all I had (yes this hill I did push or I would die) hoping I didn’t skid out on the gravel we climbed up about 40 feet and collapsed at the stop sign to suck air and laugh our heads off.  We came to have a good time! We caught our breath and started up the climb that took us to the Blue Ridge Parkway where we rode along mostly all up for a long time. We met Phil and gave him water and met our tandem friends who were running out.  We came to the bad road that led to Floyd that we all agreed we hated for the high traffic.  A store wasn’t open so we asked for water at a house and filled up. It got dark and Sharon stormed on up and over the rollers thru the night toward Floyd, I stayed close to the light behind me that was Phil where I felt a little safer. 
7 or 8 of us stayed hold up in Floyd for way too long, it was kinda bad, you could see folks falling apart and struggling to get back on their bikes, it was ugly.  The volunteer told us “oh the road to Mt Airy is nothing like what you have climbed so far, its much easier”  I would repeat that over and over as we climbed up and up and up to the Parkway again.  What was she talking about? Where was she, I just wanted to slap her!!!! It was all in fun, she meant well and we were all good natured about it, so much so that the next day I had to tell her how many times we cussed her and how that kept us awake, we laughed again.  We laughed a lot. We finally made it to the top and enjoyed the downhill to Mt Airy, this was a downhill I didn’t enjoy, my hands hurt from holding the brakes! We began to pass riders coming back up and we were dreading the return up.

We pulled into Mt Airy and I got to hug Mike Dayton and thank him for his Schmidt.  It was nearly dawn. I had a list of four things and they were so wonderful to ask what did we need, I listed off, check my air, lube my chain, check my cleat and recharge my phone, presto they did it all and I slept for about 45 minutes. This is where we were told not too much sleeping get back on or you won’t make the control back in Floyd. We took their advice.  They were great because they were randos!
Mt Airy back to Harrisonburg – 200 miles – day 3:

Shortly after dawn we were going back up that climb to the Parkway again, it wasn’t that bad, we went up with Phil. Paul left a little before us. Our friends on the tandem dnfed in Mt Airy, too bad. The return to Floyd was beautiful till we got to the bad traffic road.  After Floyd we had 35 miles of that road to Roanoke, but it ended with a huge fast wonderful descent into town. We rested in Roanoke for about an hour, Sharon slept and I rested. 
Then on to Buchanan. Then the last leg was 90 miles of Hwy 11 to Harrisonburg, say it quickly and it sounds fine, till you ride all night long, till you ride all night long.  Our little band of weary warriors now included Sharon and I and Paul and Gator (who I renamed Oscar) and Mary and Tom. We lost Phil outside of Floyd. Sharon and I made a stop somewhere and rested and let the group go.  Sharon was sleepy, then we rode on and I got sleepy, we caught up with Paul, who we think was just waiting for us because he is the WGR.  I fell apart then so we slept on the side of the road on some pavement somewhere, then got up and rode on, then got cold and colder. We caught Tom and Mary and Gator and they looked really bad, I said what happened to you guys, you were fine and we fell apart now you guys are all falling apart?  Gator had a flat. This is when the Funometer ran out.  We trudged up hill and up hill and up hill and finally crossed under the interstate and services!! Tom dnfed and got a room. Mary said and laughed later, I just left him somewhere, I don’t even know where to come back and find him and he has no cloths and no cell phone. At the truck stop I bought a t shirt and tube socks and made leg warmers. Sharon wrapped plastic on herself. We got newspaper to put under our jerseys. At some point I asked everyone did we want to get a room and all share it and sleep on the floor for an hour or so.  Paul said, NO Keep going, so we did.  Smart move, thanks Paul, WGR.  I had one of those red cans of stuff and we trudged on to Harrisonburg to arrive just after daylight.
Harrisonburg to Leesburg – 120 miles – day 4:

We got almost an hour of sleep! The sun was shining and this was a new day! What a glorious day to be on a bike.  The Funometer was full again! And downhill, woo woo.  I even got out my phone took pictures and sent an update to Twitter from my bike! We hammered into Edinburg where we knew a big climb awaited over Edinburg Gap thru a beautiful forest, but stop, there were 2 new randos we had not yet met.  We were instant best friends with Dave Goodwin from the DC Randos and Dave from Kentucky.  This was our luckiest move, to run into Dave Goodwin from DC.  He took us in under his wing and showed us the way all the way home. He did just what Dan D would do.  He set the pace and led and told us about the climbs and the roads and what to expect and where to stop.  We came up on Mary and Paul and Gator and about 10 other randos.  We made another stop and all took off together.  We stretched out in a long line and went to our last control in Front Royal. We tanked up and followed the lead Dave set for us.  This is where I almost fell asleep but held it off with the MP3 player.  Then it was the homestretch and it was exhilarating to be near the finish.  All we had to do was stay on the bike and pedal pedal pedal.  Dave took us into Leesburg and the hills never let up to the very end.
The finish:
The finish was a rush. We all hugged and congratted one another and took pictures. And other riders were there to cheer for us.  It was time to tell stories and eat and boy did I eat. Mom was there, still working checking riders in.  She worked for four days non stop and was trashed when it was time to drive home.  She was a trooper.  We eventually loaded our stuff (took our first showers) and drove 20 hours home and made it to work Tuesday morning.

Wildlife:

How about a real baby bear?  It was just a flash but it was real and about 30 miles from the finish.  We also saw snakes, possums, muskrats, deer, rabbits and squirrels, no buzzards and no skunks and no dillos either (it’s a Texas thing)
Climbing:

The climbing has been reported from 48,850 to 52,500 so lets just say about 50K.

The Texas Wind

So how did two flatlander girls from Texas climb all those hills and make it to the finish in time?  The Texas wind trained us well, thank you Mother Nature.

Thanks for reading,

Vickie 

