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OCW CLUB LINKS
HOME PAGE:   www.ocwheelmen.org

CALENDAR:  www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/418357-calendar

OFFICERS:  www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/419328-officers

DIRECTORS:  www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/419332-directors

SUPPORTING MEMBERS:  www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/424483-supporting-memberships

Held the first Sunday of each month starting 11am at Carl’s Jr., Newport 
Beach.    Take the 405 Freeway to the MacArthur exit.  Go south 0.8 miles 
and turn left on Campus.  Go 0.3 miles and turn right into Carl’s Jr. (at 
Von Karman).  All Officers and Directors are expected to attend to conduct 
business.  Other  interested members may also attend. 

MONTHLY BOARD MEETINGS

All Registration for OCW events require the registrant to be logged in.  Be 
sure to always check for discount codes.  You will only see the discount code 
if you are a current member of OCW.  The discount code if applicable will be 
located on a separate page in the specific event area.   To confirm if you are 
current, check the membership data base.  If you do not see the link for the 
membership data base, your membership has expired by at least a month or 
more.

The new website, registration code, and discount codes are only visible to 
current members.   The website functions are different and I have learned 
new ways within this site logic, to apply new and different ways of main-
taining privacy for our members from email skimmers and other nefarious 
internet hacking.  I am continually upgrading the website when there are 
better ways to protect your personal information, but have it available for 
our members to connect to each other.

Thank you for your continued support and membership to OCW.  

Mike Lee, Events

REGISTRATION FOR OCW EVENTS

Held once a month, typically the last Thursday or Saturday of the month.  
These special “parties” are a way for OCW members to get together and 
“brainstorm” articles and ideas for our monthly NewsBlast and quarterly 
Chain Reaction while enjoying food and beverage.  COME JOIN US!

If you would like to host a Brainstorming Party or supply food or beverage 
please contact Monica McCarthy at monica.mccarthy@cox.net.  
OCW REIMBURSES UP TO $150!

 

MONTHLY BRAINSTORMING PARTIES
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Michelle Vester, LCI
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Alan and I just returned from Boise 
and Ketchum, Idaho, and the weath-
er there was fantastic, although there 
was smoke in the air from fires in 
Montana and Oregon which unfor-
tunately hid the beautiful Sawtooth 
Mountains, but there was still out-
standing views, and we had fun riding 
all the beautiful trails there.

Our favorites were Bogus Basin, lo-
cated above the foothills of Boise.  
Our favorite trail there was Ride 
Around the Mountain.  In Ketchum we 
took to Adams Gulch and Forbidden 
Fruit (yes, there is biblical reference 
to the trails for some reason!).

The last, and what I think my most 
memorable trail of our vacation was 
Galena Lodge and Bike Park.  Beau-
tiful flowing trails through Aspen.  
Some trails taking you by Yurts (por-
table, round tents on stilts).

Be sure to check out Alan’s Goat Hill 
article on traveling with your bike! 

Enjoy the ride! 
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And now, it really never rains in Southern Cali-
fornia.  Not wanting to repeat myself I re-
viewed the last edition of Chain Reaction and 
found I had written about the early-season rain 
and the cold wet Breathless Event.  Well all that 
has passed but now we are into the heat and 
the unusual humidity.  As cyclists we need to 
be aware of the need to maintain hydration. In 
the past I have overdone the sports drinks and 
gels.  I seem to work best with ice-cold herbal 
tea in my bottles and regular food.  Having said 
that I was careful to maintain electrolyte lev-
els on the Joshua Tree Double Century and felt 
perfectly fine. When I lived in hot and humid 
Florida I witnessed a fit young rider who suf-
fered from dehydration on one of our century

rides, a frightening sight when he was unable 
to stand, delirious and shaking violently.  So 
keep hydrated with your favorite brew and re-
member everyone is different and experience 
will tell you what is best for you. 

The thought of double centuries reminds me 
of the diversity our club provides, everything 
from short moderately paced rides to serious 
endurance events.  Leading up to Breathless 
and Amtrak, Randy Profeta has been organiz-
ing structured training events that have been 
really well attended.  On a recent Saturday 
OCW had five rides on offer: Randy’s training 
ride, Chuck Bramwell’s Saturday Century, fol-
lowed by the usual choice of three club rides.  So 

John Renowden

ThePresident

members and 
guests can select 
the ride that suits 
them best, ranging 
from moderate 24 
miles to the some-
what challenging 
100.  It takes a lot 
of effort by a lot of 
members to make 
all this happen, 
whether out in 
front, leading the 
rides, or behind 
the scenes organiz-
ing the detail, their 
efforts are much 
appreciated.

Again, referring to 
the last edition, I 
reported on riding

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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my vintage steel bike on the 87-mile coastal 
route at Eroica California in Paso Robles.  Well, 
in June I attended Eroica Britannia.  This is a 
massive family event with 50,000 people at-
tending.  Not to be outdone I took the whole 
family, fourteen of us, including 7 children, oc-
cupying four tents in the huge campground.  
The weather was spectacular and everyone en-
joyed the entertainment, including the funfair, 
rock concerts, bars, bike and food stalls.  The 
star guests were David Millar and Chris Bord-
man.  For the ride I took my Pashly Speed 5, 
despite its substantial weight, it flies across the 
gravel on its 28 x 1½ low-pressure tyres.  If you 
get the chance, go to the 2018 event, it’s the 
best fun ever.

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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COME RiDE WiTH US!
 www.ocwheelmen.org

SATURDAY RiDE LiKE A PRO
Please check out the opportunity to ride the Saturday short ride with one of our friendly League 
Certified Instructors (LCIs).

We are fortunate that we have a dedicated group of LCIs that volunteer to head this ride every 
Saturday.

This ride is for those who would like to have a bit of personalized training, like learning to be 
a bit more comfortable riding on the road.  Our LCIs cover many topics, and you can ask all the 
questions you want.

The Saturday Ride Like a Pro is a slow “no drop” ride to sharpen your skills.  So come on out, 
learn to ride safer and have some fun!

For more information go to:  www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/419732-ride-like-a-pro-rides

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
http://www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/419732-ride-like-a-pro-rides
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Riding 100 Miles To Citi Field On A 
              Bike Built For A Beer Run

By Mark Gozonsky

Do-able math excites me.  Fifty miles there, fifty 
miles back. There being Citi Field, home of the 
New York Mets. Back being Helene and Kenny 
’s house in Ocean Beach, southeast from the 
ballpark … across half of Queens, all of Nassau 
County and into Suffolk County, plus a 30-min-
ute ferry ride across the Great South Bay to 
Fire Island — home of my wife’s favorite child-
hood memories.

Fifty plus fifty equals a hundred miles, also 
known as a bike marathon or “century” in cy-
clist talk.

Three weeks ago, I completed a century around 
Lake Tahoe. It’s no big whoop. I ride about 25 
miles to and from work most days during the 
school year.  Basically I was following my wife 
like a dog chasing after something — like a car, 

where the ferry docks, in Bayshore. But while 
my wife understands many, many things, she 
does not get the folk art appeal of using the ma-
terials at hand, which in this case consist of He-
lene and Kenny’s old black ladies-style beach 
cruiser, with its wire basket, rusty bell, balloon 
tires, one speed, coaster brakes and not-too-
rusty chain. Perhaps she does not understand 
the appeal because I have made no effort to ex-
plain it.

This — in retrospect — is also plausible.

In the moment, however, riding 100 miles on a 
bike designed for a beer run feels like destiny.

“It would be considered a limo in rural China,” is 
the extent of my briefing to my wife. I know this 
from reading Iron and Silk by Mark Salzman

but different.  Even if I was a dog, I still 
wouldn’t love cars. Anyway, my wife 
was riding her own century to raise 
money for cancer research, and since 
I tagged along with no undue side ef-
fects, the Fire Island to Citi Field cen-
tury seemed mathematically plausi-
ble.  

There are likely to be some potential 
complications — which, by nature, I do 
not so much ignore as disdain, like Di-
ana Nyad swimming from Havana to 
Key West without a shark tank. First of 
all, I’m not taking the ferry. You can’t 
take your bike on the ferry, which set-
tles it right there.

My wife suggests renting a road bike 

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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many years ago, yet still remembering vividly 
the scene in which his beater bike is the object 
of envy from all the rural Chinese he encoun-
ters.

“Rural China,” my wife repeats, perhaps hoping 
to offer cognitive behavioral therapy. Instead, I 
take it as consent. At the time, neither one of us 
knows that Salzman compares being able to buy 
his choice of models at a bike shop in Changsa 
to being able to walk into a dealership in the 
U.S.and pay cash for a Porsche. Also, Changsa 
is hardly rural. At the time of his 1986 memoir 
about traveling to China to teach English and 
learn Kung Fu, the local population exceeded 
one million residents.
Still, nobody is real-time fact-checking me at 
this stage of life. What we can know for sure is, 
the New York Mets are playing the Kansas City 
Royals in a much-lower-stakes replay of last 
year’s World Series — in which the Royals sys-
tematically clobbered the living embodiment of 
my childhood.

Furthermore, my best friend Jimmy is meeting 
me at the game with his wife and their two sons. 
We have spent many summers together flipping 
baseball cards and eating ice cream at their 
house in Western Massachusetts, where Jimmy 
still listens to the Mets on WOR, fading in and 
out on his transistor radio. In real-time, it is pa-
tently urgent and important 
that I rendezvous with them 
after riding from Fire Island to 
Flushing on this beach cruiser.

In this way, the journey is com-
pelling because it is so quixotic. 
The corroded beach cruiser 
is clearly my Rocinante. Also, 
rather than squander the fund-
raising potential of riding a cen-
tury, I have invented a noble 
purpose: Raising money to aid 
Fallujah refugees, whose plight 
in sandstorm-swept 110-degree 
Iraqi heat feels important while 
my toes bask in Fire Island’s 
soft cool sand. The faded Mets 
cap I am wearing instead of a 
bike helmet is palpably our de-

luded hidalgo’s morrión simple, or a simple cap, 
albeit made of steel as opposed to cloth.

If you told me here in my hometown of Los An-
geles that I would be planning to ride a century 
in a baseball cap instead of a helmet, I would 
surely tell you that’s crazy. This, in fact, is how 
my wife characterizes my plan to everyone with 
whom she speaks — our daughters, her parents, 
her sister, my mother. I unhesitatingly interpret 
this as her pride in my willingness to dream the 
impossible dream.

I even have a Dulcinea, in the sense that me 
and Jimmy’s best-friendship hinges largely on 
the romantic momentum still pulsing from that 
first half of the 1988 season we shared as base-
ball reporters for a now-defunct San Francisco 
alternative weekly. Those few days of actually 
hanging around the batting cage and unabash-
edly rooting in the press box are shimmering 
light from an ever-more-distant star.

Nevertheless, on our birthdays and through 
baseball-seasonal communications on Opening 
Day, during the All-Star Break, and the day af-
ter the World Series, we continue to follow that 
star. Furthermore, our friendship transcends 
utter fantasy. I went 2-for-2 on attending his 
sons’ Bar Mitzvahs; and he came to my twin 
daughters’ B’not Mitzvah as well as to my fa-

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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ther’s funeral. So I would have to give myself 
the edge over Don Quixote in the sense that my 
romantic ideal has a stronger foundation in re-
ality than his completely deluded love for Dul-
cinea.

In most other senses, however, it’s a close call.

The journey starts at 5:28 am on June 22, 2016. 
For the first thousand yards it is steady rolling, 
with dawn’s early light behind me and adventure 
ahead. This adventure will consist especially of 
trans-somethinging my upbringing: born on the 
16th of July, 1961 in Booth Memorial Hospital, 
2.2 miles from the site of what will soon become 
Shea Stadium, the Mets’ first ballpark, where 
my dad and mom will drive me and my sisters 
from our green house in East Meadow, in the 
middle of Nassau County, to watch Tom Seaver 
and Cleon Jones lead one of the all-time great 
improvements in proficiency, as the Mets go 
from hapless misfits to World Champions within 
the span of my first eight years.

Mine is not a childhood that needs to be tran-
scended any more than every else’s does: not in 
the way that Diana Nyad’s stated desire to over-
come childhood sexual abuse motivates her 
100-plus mile swimming marathons; nor in the 
way that children who are currently refugees 
from Fallujah will need somehow to transcend 
their experiences of war. What my Queens-to-
Nassau County childhood most needs trans-
somethinging is its ever-greater distance from 
the moment we call now.

And in the present moment of 5:32 am on June 
22, 2016, the pavement of the Midway in Ocean 
Beach gives way to sand at the western edge of 
Corneille Estates. From here I “must” portage 
the bike a mile and half over sand. This is pleas-
ant insofar as I like scrub pine and the scenery 
here feels like being in a paradoxically larger-
than-life bonsai garden. Birdies chirrup on ob-
solete telephone lines; the waves pound out 
their steady vigil in protest against ocean pollu-
tion, a vast wrong that the ocean as we all know 
is rising up against.

This is one reason why riding a bike to Citi Field

is not crazy. Driving a single-occupancy auto-
mobile is crazy. Yet people do that all the time. 
It’s the normal crazy, like owning slaves used 
to be.

Such are my thoughts whilst trudging, which 
quickly induces a full-body sweat and yearning 
for asphalt. A mile-and-a-half trudge does not 
bestow full Lawrence of Arabia-hood; nor do I 
seek it, because I am content with being quixot-
ic. Nevertheless I do welcome pavement when it 
reappears next to a grass tennis court in Dune-
wood. From there it is smooth-as-the-end-of-E.T. 
the Extra-Terrestrial-cycling all the way to the 
Fire Island lighthouse. Yes, to the lighthouse, 
black and white as a cow, standing in a meadow, 
blinking to signify that everything about home-
is-the-sailor, home-from-the-sea and Virginia 
Woolf’s trans-somethinging of her own upbring-
ing is, in this moment, safe and sound.

And yet, here is where the journey’s troubles 
begin. Not to blame Google Maps for my own 
foolhardiness, but, I blame Google Maps for my 
own foolhardiness. Google Maps says not only 
that I can ride my bike all along the Midway’s 
impassible sands but also that I can roll across 
the Robert Moses Causeway, connecting east-
ern Fire Island to Long Island. This is in fact not 
do-able, and also not a surprise. Most people I 
have consulted have been firm in their certain-
ty that no bikes are allowed on the causeway. 
However, since Google Maps plus one guy at 
the hardware store where I bought spare inner 
tubes said sure, go for it, I am going for it — right 
up until I see very clearly the No Bicycling signs 
posted on the bridge. There is also a nice man in 
an orange vest holding up a sign directing the 
open lane of traffic.

He tells me, “Sorry, I can’t let you go” as I stand 
there, apparently forlorn.

“That’s all right,” I say. “I can read the signs.”

But can I really? It is not so much that I abso-
lutely must ride my bike over this bridge. The 
nonexistent shoulder of a single narrow lane 
over an eight-mile expanse is not a position 
from which even I in my neon Mets-orange shirt
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want to lead the parade. However, I do want to 
continue my journey, even though the obstacle 
that seemed pretty well confirmed yesterday 
when I called the Robert Moses State Park and 
the ranger said no, you can’t ride bikes on the 
causeway and you wouldn’t want to anyway be-
cause “people tend to drive crazy on it.”

Even I with my blue-and-orange sneakers and 
knee-high orange socks can imagine them driv-
ing extra-crazy if a dude on a coaster was hog-
ging the one open lane. So out goes Plan A, to 
my chagrin. This chagrin is not as great as it 
used to be, back when I was totally Plan A or 
Bust. This change must have settled upon me 
sometime during my career as a public school 
teacher; probably in the latter, more-successful 
phase.

For Plan Bs I had:

    B1) Hitch a ride over the bridge;

     B2) Wait for the bus to Babylon that a guy told 
me about near the Lighthouse when he too said 
I couldn’t ride over the bridge; and

  B3) Turn back, abandon the bike and take 
public transit.

B3 was out of the question not so much because 
of obstinacy but because a police officer cruis-
ing by on the Robert Moses State Parkway had 
warned me I couldn’t ride my bike on it, not 
even on the shoulder. I know — the sound of da 
police is da sound of the beast. On those ex-
tremely rare occasions when a cop tells me not 
to do something once, I am loathe to do it again. 
This is perhaps one part of my upbringing that 
could use some transcending. Meanwhile, run-
ins with the law are where I draw the quixotic 
line, so the thrill is gone from riding my bike on 
the parkway.

Plan B1, hitching a ride, is also out due to the 
Chris McCandless rule; which is, whenever you 
are on an outdoor adventure and reach a deci-
sion tree, do the opposite of what you think Chris 
McCandless would do. The anti-hero of Into the 
Wild did things like burn all of his money; aban-

don his car (that, I can relate to); and hitch 
rides all across the US from Arizona to Alaska, 
resulting in a destiny I would prefer not to spoil 
in case you have not yet experienced that book 
and even more prefer not to share.
My hitch-hiking aversion is also intensified by 
having recently read “A Distant Episode” by 
Paul Bowles, in which perhaps the all-time most 
hapless misadventurer very quickly reaches a 
do-I-keep-going-or-should-I-turn-around point 
in what turns out to be an excruciatingly ill-
conceived plan. He rationalizes that “he ought 
to ask himself why he was doing this irrational 
thing, but he was intelligent enough to know 
that since he was doing it, it was not so impor-
tant to probe for explanations at that moment.”
After reading that story, you know it is impor-
tant to probe for explanations. It really, really 
is! Therefore, I probe and determine I am rid-
ing my bike from Ocean Beach to Citi Field be-
cause it seems like more fun to ride a bike for 
five hours than to sit on public transit for two 
and half; and also, because at the age of almost 
55, I want to show the world — as represented by 
my Facebook friends as well as everyone who 
glimpses me en route in my neon orange Mets 
shirt — that I still can.

Hence the clear preferability of Plan B2. Wait 
for the bus. Keroauc did it. He starts On the 
Road by misguidedly hitching a ride north from 
his aunt’s house in Paterson, New Jersey to 
Newburgh, New York. He hopes to follow Route 
6 — “one great red line across America” — only to 
discover in buckets of rain with no shelter that 
Route 6 does not go through to Chicago. After 
“crying and swearing and socking myself on 
the head for being such a damn fool” he has to 
take the bus back to New York and start over
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again, which he doesn’t even bother to do. He 
just takes a bus clear to Chicago.

If the bus was good enough for Keroauc, it’s good 
enough for me. Babylon by Bus is my favorite 
Bob Marley album. None of its tracks come to 
mind, though. In fact, I will have no songs in my 
head for the entirety of this ride. I am here and 
now, even during the hour and a half it takes for 
the S47 bus to roll up at just after its scheduled 
time of 9 am, still on June 22, 2016. During this 
time, I contemplate the phallic solidity of the 
Robert Moses Water Tower.

When the bus arrives, I secure Rocinante to 
the bike ramp and enjoy the ride, chatting with 
the scalp-shaved bus driver about what he likes 
about the job — “It’s a career-type job with its ups 
and down like everything else” — and living on 
Long Island — “It’s hard to leave; it’s surrounded 
on all sides by water.”

The southern part of that water of glistens and 
ripples, ripples and… you know. When prompt-
ed, the bus driver suggests taking Jericho Turn-
pike until it turns into the Northern Parkway 
and following signs for 25A. That would be a 
straight shot, but over coffee and a scone at my 
first SAG at Jack Jack’s Coffee House, I consult 
Google Maps and see if this will cause me to 
overshoot East Meadow. It is clear to me now 
that East Meadow is my true destination, the 
place of my bike-riding youth, yes, on a metal-
lic orange Stingray with a banana seat. Here 
I will intersect in place and if not in time then 
in mode of transportation with my youth. The 
graph of these coordinates must needs be deter-
mined, by me, today.

Indeed, that is my destiny.

In the parking lot of the CVS, where I pause 
for sunscreen and Payday bars, a man whom 
I imagine to be Haitian speaks what I imagine 
to be Creole to someone somewhere else. After 
this pause for provisions, the miles roll away. 
Blue and yellow wildflowers roadside in East 
Massapequa; ducks on a pond in Wantaugh. Not 
merely cruising but power-cruising, elbows and 
forearms resting on the bars, hands clasped, 
mighty mighty hamstrings pumping away. A 
big wide long truck pulls up beside me. The pas-
senger sticks his thumb up. They’re pacing me!

At a stop sign I ask, “What am I doing?”

“Twenty!” he says.

“Right on,” says I, despite suspecting their 
odometer is not perfectly calibrated. “I’m going 
to Citi Field,” I share with Whitman’esque de-
light in my fellow man.

“Not riding, I hope,” says the driver.

“Heck yeah,” says I.

Out comes the passenger’s thumb again. That’s 
two thumbs up. “Stay hydrated” says the driver, 
in that Long Island accent, as if spoken through 
vestigial gills gurgling up an additional W for 
Water on certain vowels, depending on the tide.

I do stay hydrated, otherwise stopping only to 
post selfies. At Newbridge Road I’m at the out-
skirts of my known childhood universe. Richie 
the freckle-faced kid on my Little League team 
lived way out here in Bellmore. We might have 
practiced on that very field I’m passing right 
now. On Merrick Road the nursery school me 
and my two sisters went to goes by in a blur. Let 
it. It’s not nursery school I’m after. Past Jeru-
salem Road, past North Jerusalem Road, paths 
forever paved in my neurons from sheer repeti-
tion and redolence, yet without any sense of di-
rection. Little kids don’t know where any road 
is going, but I know where I’m going. I’m going 
to Prospect Avenue.

Prospect Avenue Elementary School no longer 
exists. It was torn down and paved over in 1978.
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Fall 2017                               www.ocwheelmen.org                                                                       Page 11

Speaking of paving, they are doing some kind of 
deep road-scraping on Merrick Road. This forc-
es me up onto the sidewalk, yes, riding on the 
sidewalk, exactly like a kid. Cedars and maples 
have uprooted this sidewalk, turning it into a 
perpetual launching pad. Fine with me. I have 
balloon tires. I can fly!

At Prospect Avenue, I stop to make a proclama-
tion. Perhaps I am not as hydrated as I should 
be; certainly my face is smeared with sun-
screen. Nevertheless, it feels altogether fitting 
and proper to express my exuberance. I tend 
when overjoyed to bust out in Spanish and here 
I go:

¿Quien está viviendo el suuuuuuuuuuuueño? 
Yo stoy viviendo el sueno. Eso es la calle de mi 
escuela primaria. Lo se fue pero ya yo soy aquí.

Who’s living the dream right now? I imagine 
myself to be saying. I’m living the dream right 
now. This is the street my elementary school 
was on. It’s all gone but I’m still here.

I post this rant on Instagram and no one likes it 
except for Don Quixote.

After that it’s a corn muffin with peanut butter 
at the Apollo Diner, where suddenly it’s noon 
and there ain’t no way I’m making it to Citi Field 
by bike for a 1 pm start. You know how I hate 
having to go to Plan B so I take a little time let-
ting reality sink in. I won’t be riding all the way 
to Citi Field, no, not today. At a Dominican res-
taurant called Dominican Restaurant on Front 
Street in Uniondale I hit the Uber button and 
four minutes later Kamruzzaman rolls up in a 
shiny black Escalade.

I have mixed feelings about Uber’ing it. On the

one hand, the entire impetus for the journey 
was to go see the Mets with Jimmy and his fami-
ly. Conceivably I could have pedaled all the way, 
but in that scenario would have arrived very 
late in the game. That is not being a good friend. 
Sometimes you have to set your personal nar-
rative aside.

And replace it with sports! Thor was some-
how hurling 98 mile-per-hour sinkers despite a 
tender elbow. In a well-played game of dueling 
dingers, the Mets prevailed, 4–3. Nine innings 
was hardly enough time for me to catch up with 
Jimmy and family; long enough only enough to 
be with them, together, rooting.

I Uber’ed most of the way home, too. What was 
supposed to be a hundred-mile ride turned out 
to be more like 17, maybe 19 if you count the 
portage over the sand. Taking the 7 subway, I 
got as far as Woodside and 60th, only to deter-
mine that the bus I was supposedly going to take 
wasn’t going to be happening because none of 
them had bike racks. Theoretically I could have 
pedaled back, but it was already almost six and 
the last ferry to Ocean Beach left at 7:30 sharp. 
I absolutely did not want to miss it and be exiled 
from our vacation home.

Enter Safiullah and his dusty Honda Pilot on 
Roosevelt Avenue, where the subway running 
overhead had me discombobulated. I nearly 
told him about my giant hurry before recover-
ing some manners and saying hello, introduc-
ing myself and asking him how his day was go-
ing. This got us off to a much better start. We 
discussed the various exigencies and agreed on 
safety first. That settled, I straight-out asked 
where are you from, and he said guess.

I guessed, “Right here in Flushing.”

He said, “How did you guess?”

“We have a lot in common,” I told him. For ex-
ample, right now, we’re both headed for Bay-
shore.” But really, I guessed Flushing because 
this xenophobia has got to stop, right? And you 
know: be the change.
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It turns out he was a translator and language in-
structor in Afghanistan for the U.S. Army. They 
brought him over here, but now that the U.S. is 
out of Afghanistan, there’s not much need for in-
tensive instruction in Pashto and Urdu. Hence, 
driving for Uber. He loves America because of 
the security and education for his three chil-
dren. In 35 years of living in Afghanistan he nev-
er experienced 40 back-to-back days of peace.

Everybody learns from their Uber driver. 
This is the way it should be. I guessed his 
name must have something to do with Al-
lah and he said yes, it has multiple meanings: 
blessed by God, chosen by God, slave of God.

By the time we got to Bayshore with no 
minutes to spare, we were close. I said 
my best to you and your family and he 
said the same to me, touching his heart.

My wife, of course, was right. Next time, I 
will arrange for a road bike in Bayside so I 
can ride all the way through Queens. I hear 
it’s the most diverse place in the country.

Meanwhile, tomorrow I am going to make 
good for the donors who contributed to the 
Norwegian Refugee Council’s aid to Fallujah 
refugees. The deal was a century, so on June 
29, 2016, I’m riding my bike to Angels Sta-
dium. It’s 50 miles from my house, each way.

The Orange county wheelmen are 
looking for volunteers to host 

a monthly OCW social party.
 

You can choose the date and 
time. OCW reimburses up to $150 
to cover your expenses for host-
ing. There are usually 20 or so 

members that attend.

Contact monica.mccarthy@out-
look.com with your interest and 

telephone number.

thank you!

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
mailto:monica.mccarthy%40outlook.com%20?subject=
mailto:monica.mccarthy%40outlook.com%20?subject=


Fall 2017                               www.ocwheelmen.org                                                                       Page 13 

Vice
  By Joe Bernhardt, Vice President

On a very recent ride up Glendora Mountain 
Road to Mt Baldy Village, one of our riders 
(who will not be named) put themselves, as 
well as the entire group, at risk for riding on 
tires that were literally ready to disintegrate. 
On the route up to Baldy, the rider had already 
experienced one flat, but when we stopped at 
the village just prior to the high speed descent 
down to Glendora, an inspection of the back 
tire showed the tire was down to its cords and 
ready to fail. A quick solution was to put a 
boot inside the tire to protect the tube from 
bursting. 

The descent recorded speeds in excess of 40 
mph and a blowout at that speed could have 
resulted in a major fall. Luckily the descent 
was negotiated without incident and all riders 
finished the ride in one piece.

This drama could have been 
avoided if the unnamed rider 
had used common sense and 
conducted a quick safety in-
spection of their bike prior 
to the ride checking for the 
condition of tires, brake pads, 
loose fittings (such as head 
set), and excessive chain 
wear.

Many tire companies now pro-
duce tires with a wear bar in-
dicator - two small holes - that 
show tread depth. Once these 
holes disappear, it is time to 
replace the tire.  Yes, I know 
it is easy to continue riding on 

worn tires, but soon flats become more preva-
lent forcing the entire group to have to stop 
while the tire is fixed.  We have problems 
enough getting flats on good tires, but a worn 
tire is much more prone to flatting. Better to 
change a tire too soon than too late as a failed 
tire can cause a crash that could cost far more 
in medical and bike repair expense than the 
cost of a new tire.

If you do a club ride, you owe it to your fellow 
riders to keep your equipment in a safe condi-
tion and there is nothing more important on a 
bicycle than tires and brakes. 

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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Goat Hill Mountain Biking Geared
By Alan Vester, Moutain Bike Dude

Traveling With Your Mountain Bike

For more information on Goat Hill or to be added to the e-mail list just send me a note at:  alanvester7@gmail.com

Toward the 50+ Rider

the handlebars, so using a Sharpie pen, I pre-
marked the handlebars, so I could reinstall 
them correctly.  I did not loosen the stem, 
instead I removed the four small bolts on the 
face plate, so I would not have to realign the 
stem.  Next, make sure you install some sort 
of shim or block between the brake pads, 
just in case the brake lever accidentally gets 
pulled during shipping.  I carefully wrapped 
the handlebars and secured them to the 
front fork so no scratches would happen.  
You will also need to remove the rotors, as 
they can very easily bend during shipping.

Everything worked as planned, but it was 
still somewhat frustrating because I had to 
build both bikes when they arrived in Boise, 
and I had to disassemble and repack them 
for the return trip to the Fullerton FedEx 
hub.  It was great to have our own bikes to 
ride, but all the time and logistics of doing 
this proved to be somewhat stressful to me.

See ya on the trails.

We just returned from Ketchum, Idaho a 
few weeks ago and spent a week exploring 
the trails there.  We rode at a ride center in 
a place called Galena Lodge which is about 
30 minutes north of Ketchum.  It was some 
of the best mountain biking I have ever ex-
perienced because of the well-groomed and 
well-planned trail system there.

I made the decision to transport our bikes 
from home here in Orange County to Boise, 
Idaho using a company called “BikeFlights.
com”  How it works is you pack up your bike, 
drop it off at the nearest FedEx center and 
have it shipped to the destination of your 
choice which in this case it was the Boise 
FedEx hub.  I purchased two bike bags from 
Thule, model “Round Trip Pro XT,”  to pro-
tect and ship the mountain bikes. 

The bike travel cases from Thule were great.  
There is a bit of a learning curve when it 
comes to partially disassembling your bike,  
and carefully packing it into the case.  I went 
to my local bike shop first for a few tips and 
they also gave me a box of protective foam 
tubes which is used when new bikes are 
shipped from the bicycle manufacturer to 
the local bike shop.

Basically, you will be removing both wheels 
and the rear derailluer.  I wrapped the bike 
frame in the protective foam sleeves I got 
from the bike shop.   I used tie wraps to se-
cure the sleeves to the frame and also the 
chain to the chain stay.  You have to remove

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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When I first joined OCW three years ago, I saw each month in the calendar an event titled 
“Folding Party.”  I thought “what the heck is that,” and figured that it must be something 
only for Board Members or some sort of mysterious committee.  I thought “this doesn’t apply 
to me” so I never bothered to look into attending one of these meetings. 

Once I became  Vice President of the club, I found out what I had been missing. Turns out the 
Folding Party is really a Social Party with no real agenda other than to meet fellow riders 
and spouses and to have a good time for a few hours. The  monthly party is hosted by a club 
member at their home and is totally casual in nature. 

I invite all club members to give it a try and attend one of our future Social Parties. On the 
bike we do talk and kid around, but conversations are usually limited to the length of a stop 
light. At the social party with our diverse group of  members, there is never a shortage of top-
ics to discuss. In addition the food and drink is first class. 

Our last party was at the home of President John Renowden who personally cooked a won-
derful meal.  As you can see by the picture I took of John cooking, he has many talents be-
sides being a strong bike rider and club president. 

At our last board meeting, we adopted a resolution dropping the name Folding Party and 
have renamed it to better describe it for what it is,  a “Social Party”. I encourage you to take 
a look at the calendar and try to find time to attend an upcoming Social Party. 

Be sure to RSVP as the hosts needs to know how many guests to expect.   OCW reimburses up 
to $150.  Contact Monica McCarthy at:  monica.mccarthy@outlook.com.

What is a Folding Party? By Joe Bernhardt

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
http://www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/876555-ocw-board-meeting-minutes
http://www.ocwheelmen.org/page/show/876555-ocw-board-meeting-minutes
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The Day I Met
      The
 Reaper

By
Steve Jackson
I like to think I’m a better-than-average rid-
er, maybe even a pretty good rider if you take
into account my being a weight lifter with 
a 5’9” 210lb frame. I’m generally in the top
30% for all my Strava times – including the 
big ones like Baldy Village, Palomar, and
Onyx Summit. Heck, I even finished top thir-
ty or so in last year’s Bike Around the Bear.

This year my faithful riding partner and I 
were fully prepared to once again tackle that
same bear. The previous year was our first 
attempt and we didn’t think we stood a
chance at a strong finish. We spent way too 
much time at the rest stops, particularly near
my house in Running Springs where my 
wife and family were waiting to greet us and
chat it up. To our surprise we finished in a 
solid 7 hours and 20 minutes. Not too bad
considering we could likely have 
dropped 20 minutes just by being smart.

With the prospect of bettering our last year’s 
performance, we had been training hard –
and discussing in great detail our strat-
egy for minimizing time spent at stops.

You can imagine our disappointment in 
learning that the event was not to be held. So 
many riders look forward to doing the Bear – 
I hope that it returns.

Rather than let agonizing hours of training 
in the hills of the San Bernardino National
Forest go to waste, we decided to focus our 
energy on Breathless Agony. I had heard of
the ride before – but had not given it much 
thought given its difficulty. It didn’t seem so
out of reach anymore. In fact, I felt like I 
could even put out a solid performance. Onyx
Summit is practically my back yard and the 
ride is only 3k more vertical than the Bear –
how hard could it be?

We set out to form a new strategy for this 
ride; it was foolproof, so we thought. I have
ridden up Onyx from the ranger station in 
around three hours. Assuming we would be ½
hour slower given the forty miles leading up 
to it and that we could cover the first forty
in 2:15, that would still give us fifteen min-
utes to spare to make the six-hour mark. We
would carry a CamelBak, skip the first
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two rest stops, have a quick rest at Angeles
Oaks, and ride the remaining twenty miles 
to glory. Reality turned out to be nothing like
that.

As the week approached, the weather start-
ed looking rough (and the tiny ship was
tossed?). There was a good chance of rain. 
No problem, it wasn’t due to start until the
afternoon. We would be long done by then. 
Still, it wouldn’t hurt to bring a light jacket –
just in case. Nothing too heavy though as 
we wouldn’t want to weigh ourselves down.
Aside from my normal riding partner, Chris, 
I talked my mountain biking friend (Nick)
into joining us. Somehow I found two other 
people with no better sense than to pay $100
for a ride with both the words ‘breathless’ 
and ‘agony’ in it.

The day of, I had to arrive early in the morn-
ing as my wife was volunteering for the
event and had check-in duties. On my way 
down the mountain I noticed that I had to
turn on my wipers. It seemed too heavy to 
simply be morning dew but I was content to
lie to myself. The closer we got to Redlands 
park, the bigger the water drops became
until I could no longer convince my-
self it was anything other than rain.

I saw my wife off and hung out at the car 
for a bit. At least two people were smart
enough to bag it and go home right then and 
there. I believe there were more than 40
bails in all. However, some people laid cash 
down for a last-minute entry despite the
rain. I should have went home – I knew deep 
down it was the right thing to do. Climbing
is hard enough, but you can grind through 
the pain. Climbing and wet isn’t something
any human should volunteer for. Somehow 
my riding partner convinced me that the sun
would burn through the clouds and all 
would be good. We both knew better.

Nick showed up a bit late – had I not called 
him to wake him, he may have blissfully

missed the entire experience. We barely 
made the 7am start and we were off. Albeit 
wet, the ride to Beaumont was great. I pulled 
the pace line for most of the way. I know it is
stupid to do for a long ride, but I can’t help it. 
There are few things more invigorating than 
leading a pace line – even at my own peril. 
Given our late start, we were passing riders 
regularly. It was an awesome start – perhaps 
the last positive moment of the ride.

Nick didn’t share our desire to eek out mo-
ments by bypassing the rest stops. He 
stopped at the first for some fluids and fuel. 
He was quick, though, and soon we were off.
Leaving Beaumont meant being introduced 
to our first climb. I had never done this climb 
and underestimated it. We had planned on 
staying together at least until the Ranger 
station but things fell apart. Nick latched on 
to some faster climbers and took out ahead. 
I tried to follow and did for a while, but my 
first 20-mile lead prevented me from staying 
with him. Chris didn’t have it in him that day 
and fell off the back. So early in the ride we 
were each on our own.

The climb was long, harder than I expected, 
and cold. The most demoralizing was that
some fast riders were beginning to pass me. 
Where did they come from I thought? Were
we not some of the last riders to start? I be-
gan playing the train game, latching on to
anyone that passed me unconvincingly and 
holding on as long as possible. I’m grateful
that most were willing to let me leach off 
their efforts. My clothes were drenched by
now and I was ever so happy to finally 
reach the top – not before having my first
encounter with the reaper.

Somewhere early in the ride I noticed my 
front disc brakes were behaving strangely.
Now they stopped working entirely. I was 
faced with a pending downhill with only my
rear brakes. That meant a snail’s pace and 
losing precious time.  Insult to injury was 
that I - as a mountain bike rider - was being
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passed on a descent by skinny dudes in Ly-
cra. That was a pill that was hard to swal-
low. So hard, in fact, that I was relieved to 
be done with descent and looked forward to 
climbing once more.

I ran into my buddy Nick at the Ranger sta-
tion. He had had a crash a few days earlier 
on one of our Strava rides on a particular-
ly technical mountain bike trail. He ripped 
open his knee. Thus he cited that as his rea-
son and told me he was calling it quits. Nick 
is a tough guy – he used to race in college 
- so I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt; I 
wouldn’t have blamed him though if he had 
simply said that this was miserable and he 
didn’t want any part of it any longer.

It was to be a solo ride then – I was tempted 
to wait for Chris but decided to press on to 
Angeles Oaks and wait for him there. The 
weather hadn’t improved. I was wet and 
waiting would mean shivering and stiffening 
up. It is a decision that I later regretted both 
because I missed the companionship and be-
cause Chris had waited for me so many times 
before when I had off days.

The decision was made, though, and off I 
went. It was a surreal experience – most of 
us seemed as if we were swimming in molas-
ses. The pace was painfully slow and catch-
ing another rider seemed to take an eternity. 
That is, except for a select group of riders 
that were unencumbered by the elements 
and the miles ridden. They were in a differ-
ent dimension – as if able to see us and hear 
us but not subject to the same laws of phys-
ics that held us back. Their pace, though 
twice ours, was effortless and accompanied 
by conversation and smiles. I dare say they 
seemed even happy – an emotion I hadn’t felt
since leaving Beaumont some thirty miles 
before. I hated each and every one of them.

I drudged through the climb and finally ar-
rived at Angeles Oaks.  It was my first rest

stop – I had relied on my own supplies un-
til then – but needed the rest and some food 
other then gels; I held out hope that I would 
meet with Chris. I waited for a very long time 
– all the while making a pig of myself. The 
most distinct thing I remember about the 
rest stop was how many times the question 
was asked from one rider to another if he or 
she was going to continue. Generally the an-
swer was no. I began to have my own ques-
tion-and-answer session. I was cold – unbe-
lievably cold. I was tired and alone and knew 
that I could be home in 30 minutes should 
I choose. After some deliberation I finally 
made up my mind. I got on my bike, pointed 
the tire downhill, and started to pedal.

I didn’t make it far. As badly as I wanted the 
pain to end, I didn’t want to have to go home 
and tell my family and friends the story of 
why I didn’t make it. After all, the ride is 
called Breathless Agony – what exactly did 
I expect?

Let me interject that I have the utmost re-
spect for every rider that made it to Angeles
Oaks and called it enough. It was the wiser 
and safer thing to do. My remaining ride met
with the potential of hypothermia that was 
avoided only by my friend Nick’s driving up
the hill and giving me a jacket. It met with 
foggy, wet, and dangerous roads traveled by
cars that could barely see the road ahead of 
them. It finished with a downhill at speeds 
beyond what should have been reached by 
an exhausted rider on a slick road. Nobody 
should feel shame for opting for the shorter 
trip home.

My better judgment aside, I turned my bike 
around and headed back up the hill. I won’t
bore the reader with the details of the re-
maining twenty miles. They were slow and
arduous. At 6-7 miles per hour, 20 miles be-
comes a long endeavor. I swore my odometer
didn’t move for minutes at a time. I was still 
being passed by riders and was no longer do-
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ing any passing. I concluded that I was prob-
ably one of the few non-elite riders who had 
continued on.

When I did reach the summit, the weather 
had improved. We had made it above the 
clouds. My clothes were wet still, my body 
temperature too low, I was hungry and de-
moralized by the announcement of my 7:05 
(hr/min) time. I really thought I would 
break six hours – damn! Oh well, at least the 
ride was essentially over. I waited 20 or so 
minutes for Chris while resting and chatting 
with Nick and his wife (who was waiting for 
us at the top with warm jackets.) After giv-
ing Chris time to eat and rest as well – we 
began our near forty-mile trek back home. It 
wasn’t easy. It is not all downhill and we hit 
the rain and fog again, but at least it was the 
final stretch.

I was grateful to find my wife waiting for me 
at the park. She stayed and volunteered for
lunch duty as well. Chris and I exchanged 
some light banter while enjoying the provid-
ed lunch. As always, the staff and volunteers 
were cheerful and kind and awesome to be 
around – I can’t say the same for us.

The heater in my car during the ride home 
was set for ninety degrees – only because 
there isn’t a higher setting. Neither a hot 
shower nor a stack of blankets could warm 
me quickly enough. It took hours for the 
shivering to stop. I can’t recall ever having 
drank more hot chocolate.

Despite it all – I’m proud of what I have done. 
I accepted the challenge of doing one of the 
tougher centuries available in the world, 
persevered through miserable conditions, 
fought the desire to give up many times, met 
the grim reaper and w…, well I didn’t win, 
but at least I survived – and there aren’t 
many that can say that this year.

Reaper, until we meet again …..

Breathless
Agony
2018

The 22nd
Edition of
Breathless

Agony
Will Be 

April 28, 2018
Mark Your 
Calendars
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By Mike Lee

Director 
43rd Annual Amtrak Century:
   

OCW raised the Bar.  We moved the lunch to 
the finish.  This year was another milestone 
for OCW.  As the ride director and working 
closely with Lee Stebbins and Jim Walker we 
moved the lunch from rest stop 3 where it 
has been for as long as I have been involved, 
over 10 years, to the finish in San Diego.  We 
not only did that but we rented the large 
white tent on the pier with seating for over 
300 riders.  A big thank you to all the riders 
for their participation and attendance. 

Bristol Farms, Whole Foods and Hammer 
Nutrition were our sponsors, with Bristol 
Farms the main sponsor providing the Bur-
rito Bar lunch, and many of the rest stop 
food items and Whole Foods providing all the 
fresh fruit for the day.  

We found many areas for improvement, 
mostly at the finish with the lunch service.  
I am committed to making next year a fab-
ulous San Diego finish extravaganza.  SAG 
support was all over the course and ready 
to jump into action whenever and wherever 
help was needed.  The rest stops kept every-
body fueled and fed to get to the finish and 
the ice cream was there at Torrey Pines in-
stilling the last bit of motivation for the final 
20 miles.    The post-event wrap-up has not 
happened but will in a couple more days.  I 
should have a great plan for next year to 

overcome all the new-found issues of the re-
structure of this event.  

The comment board has been busy with all 
the Good, Bad and unfortunate downfalls but 
we did a major restructure and next year 
will see a new effort of organization and im-
provements.  The volunteer team of over 115 
spread from Irvine to San Diego went Above 
and Beyond the call.  Without them this 
event could not happen.  Personally, I want 
to thank Joe Bernhardt who took the Bike 
Loading and his team with more ease than 
last year.   Rob Tripp for taking the SAG lead.  
We have created a ride unlike any other in 
the nation and we have riders from across 
the country making their way to Southern 
California this time of the year.  Many riders 
are well over 10 visits to our event and keep 
planning to return.

And lastly thanks to Lee Stebbins for secur-
ing all the legal stuff and Jim Walker who 
keeps all the rider requests straight.  And 
if you did not know you cannot forget Irene 
Walker who keeps me and Jim in check so 
we don’t overlook the smallest of details.   

We have many items up for discussion and 
resolve and I hope all our riders will be here 
for next year when I think we just might 
have the best ride ever.  And Always…

Ride Safe – Ride Predictable,
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Stuffed Shells with Marinara
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The Hungry
Cyclist

Ingredients

8 SERVINGS

12 ounces jumbo pasta shells

2 large egg yolks

1 large egg

2 cups whole-milk fresh 
ricotta

3 ounces Parmesan, finely 
grated, plus more for serving

¼ cup finely chopped parsley

8 ounces low-moisture moz-
zarella, coarsely grated, 
divided

3 cups Classic Marinara 
Sauce, divided

Preparation

Preheat oven to 375°. Cook shells in a large pot of boiling salted wa-
ter, stirring occasionally, until very al dente; drain. Run under cold 
water to stop the cooking and drain again.

Lightly whisk egg yolks and egg in a large bowl. Stir in ricotta, Par-
mesan, parsley, and 1½ cups mozzarella; season with salt and pepper. 
Transfer filling to a large resealable plastic bag.

Spread 1½ cups marinara sauce in a 13x9” baking dish. Snip off 1 end 
of plastic bag and, working one at a time, squeeze filling into shells, 
arranging them in a single layer in baking dish as you go. Top with re-
maining 1½ cups marinara sauce and remaining mozzarella. Cover pan 
tightly with foil and bake shells until sauce is bubbling throughout, 
35–40 minutes. Let rest 5 minutes.

Carefully move rack to top of oven and heat broiler. Uncover pasta 
and broil until lightly browned on top, about 2 minutes. Sprinkle with 
oregano and more Parmesan and drizzle with oil.

Do Ahead: Pasta can be baked 3 days ahead. Let cool; cover and chill. 
Reheat, covered, at 375°.
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A Special Thank You to all the 
Wonderful Volunteers of the 2017 

Amtrak Century!
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It was a great day for riding.  The 2017 Amtrak was one of the best we have put on. It was also 
the first time we had lunch served at the finish line.  All of the riders that participated seemed to 
be having a great time and enjoying all of the good food along the way.  Mike Lee, Jim Walker and 
Lee Stebbins did a great job of organizing this ride and filling all of the needed volunteers to each 
rest stop. The beef burritos and fresh fruit at the end was greatly appreciated by all cyclists, even 
though the food line was a little long. Because some of the truck loaders were “rookies” the bikes 
were somewhat slow being lifted onto the trucks, but it all worked out. It was nice having large 
tents for changing into street clothes. Everything went smoothly as all train cyclists made the 
4:20 pm loading time for the Amtrak return to Irvine.                       Jim Brewer
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A Special Thanks To Our Sponsors
of the 2017 Amtrak Century!

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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http://www.hammernutrition.com/
http://www.arbcyclery.com/
http://jaxbicycles.com/
http://www.twdcycling.com/
http://www.wholefoodsmarket.com/
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More Pictures from Amtrak 2017
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Hiking Corner Submitted By:  Michelle  Vester
Pictures By: 
 Michelle  and  Alan  Vester

Tahquitz Meadow and Tahquitz Peak - Idyllwild
We love to hike, almost as much as mountain bike riding.  Anything that gets us into the quiet and 
serenity of nature.  It’s really relaxing to hear nothing at all, except the sounds of birds and squir-
rels.  Oh, and the beautiful sound of the wind through the tall pines.  This is why Alan and I love 
to hike Devil’s Slide up to Tahquitz Peak (Lookout) out of Humber Park in Idyllwild.  A beautiful 
four-mile hike up to the fire lookout on Tahquitz Peak, and four miles back to the car, for a total of 
eight miles.

Humber Park is home to the shear granite face of Tahquitz, or also known as Lily Rock, where rock 
climbers from all over come to challenge themselves.  This rock is as impressive as El Capitan, and 
Half Dome, but closer.  While hiking up the lower sections of Devil’s Slide it’s fun to hear the climb-
ers talk to each other while they work their way up the face.  Their voices echoing through the 
valley.  It’s fun to use binoculars and try and spot them on the rock.

Saddle Junction is the halfway point of this hike.  It’s also a junction for the Pacific Crest Trail.  
At the junction there are a couple of different trails to the peak.  This venture we decided to take 
Tahquitz Meadow, and we weren’t disappointed.  The single track meanders through a beautiful 
meadow loaded with fern and pine, with a spectacular view of the Coachella Valley toward the end.
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The last 1/2-mile section is on the ledge overlooking parts of Idyllwild and Tahquitz Rock from 
above.  This section ices over in the winter and is closed due to dangerous conditions (if you 
were to lose your footing on the ice you could slide a thousand-plus feet!).  But, in the spring, 
summer and fall the trail is in great shape and the views are spectacular.

This hike is considered moderate.  Not technical, but there is quite a bit of elevation gain.  Hum-
ber Park starts out at 6,400 feet and climbs to 8,846 at the peak.  Bring lots of water and food.  
It’s also a good idea to always wear sunscreen, good hiking shoes/boots, and bring a light jacket 
in the summer as the weather in the mountains can turn at any time.  

For more information about the OCW Hiking Group email Michelle at kashvester@gmail.com
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Bicycle
Travel

WeekendBy Kevin & Ximena Ansel

June 3rd and 4th was the second annual Bike 
Travel Weekend.  So Kevin and Ximena An-
sel and Joe and Margaret Polance loaded up 
the touring bikes for a weekend getaway.  The 
travel weekend is the brain child of the Ad-
venture Cycling Association.  The ACA report-
ed that 930 trips were registered with them 
totaling over 7,000 people from all 50 states 
and a dozen countries. 

The Ansel / Polance trip would go from Irvine 
south through Lake Forest, Mission Viejo, La-
guna Hills, and San Juan Capistrano down to 
the coast. From Dana Point we meandered our 
way through San Clemente to the San Mateo 
State Campground.  Riding along the stretch 
on PCH between Dana Point and San Clem-
ente we ran into a couple of other cyclists also 
enjoying the Bike Travel Weekend.  They were 
riding from Redondo Beach and were staying 
in a hotel in San Clemente instead of camping, 
which shows that there are many different 
ways to go touring on bicycles.

We stopped at one of our favorite coffee shops, 
Kaylani, for coffee and treat and just to relax.  
As we continued through San Clemente we hit 
Pedro’s Tacos for an early Mexican dinner on 
our way to the campground.  The campground 
was full but we had reservations and checked 
in with no problem.  We all set up camp and 
took it easy in the peaceful cool evening air.  
We enjoyed some specialty chocolates, cheese 
and crackers, wine, and listened to some good 
music while we reflected on our fun day and 
how relaxing it was to get away for the week-
end.

After a restful night we packed up camp for 
our return trip home.  Breakfast was the next 
call to order.  Tommy’s Restaurant would suit 
the bill.  There we met a group of six cyclists 
riding from Sacramento to San Diego.  This 
was to be their final day.  They had a support 
van following and carrying their gear.  After 
our lovely breakfast we proceeded toward 
home.  But first, we would alter our route and
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make a stop at Chocxo, Southern California’s 
only chocolate factory.  If you haven’t been 
there it is worth the stop.  They give tours dai-
ly. They are located in Irvine on the corner of 
Irvine Center and Tesla.  (http://www.chocxo.
com)

After we loaded up on free samples, did a lit-
tle shopping, and filled our water bottles we 
pushed off for the home stretch of the ride.

This overnight mini bike tour was wonderful.  
Bicycle touring is not about the distance or the 
speed.  It is about having an adventure with 
friends and just enjoying the ride.  The date 
for the 2018 Bike Travel Weekend has already 
been set for June 1st to 3rd.  So start thinking 
about what journey you can do.  Better yet, 
don’t wait until next year.  Treat yourself to a 
weekend summer getaway this year.  (https://
www.adventurecycling.org/about-us/calen-
dar-of-events-adventure-cycling-association/
bike-travel-weekend)
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ride the rockies...Durango to Ridgway
By Mitchell Gaswirth

It promised to be a difficult day.  It didn’t dis-
appoint in that regard.  It didn’t disappoint in 
any regard.
 
I came here to climb tall mountains so I have 
no license to complain about having to eat the 
meal I ordered.  Today’s challenge would fea-
ture three major passes, Coal Bank (10,640), 
then Molas (10,910), followed by Red Moun-
tain (11,019).
 
Sometimes the soreness shows up a day later 
than you would otherwise expect. . . .  I went to 
bed last night with some tender quads, which 
didn’t bode well for a hard next day at eleva-
tion.  But when I awoke surprisingly my legs 
were willing.  I rode my “bonus” miles to the 
start, and then commenced an 84-mile jour-

ney (for me, 87 total), requiring 7,780 feet 
of aggregate elevation gain and 6:58 of pedal 
time.  It had been a long time since I had done 
a near 7-hour ride, but the conditions were 
PERFECT (maybe better), and the scenery be-
yond breathtaking (maybe way beyond), so it 
was a most spectacular day.

We began with a short circle around the North-
east portion of the river valley in order to avoid 
the busy part of the main highway during Du-
rango’s “rush hour”.  (Maybe “rush moment” 
. . . there were not a whole lot of cars about 
when I left at 6:15.)  The first 19 miles were 
a gradual grade to the base of the mountains, 
and was followed by a stiff climb to a ski resort 
(“Welcome to Purgatory;”  that was its name).  
After a short cold descent we were at the base 
of the first major climb.  Batting leadoff was 
Coal Bank.  Durango’s elevation is 6,500, Coal 
Bank’s is a tad higher, so it was it was going to
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be a 4,100-foot elevation change to reach the 
day’s first pass.  Coal Bank would be the steep-
est of the three main climbs, so it was good to 
attack it first.  The main climb ran 6.8 miles 
and averaged in excess of 6%, with several 8%-
8.5% ramps.  As noted, conditions for climb-
ing couldn’t have been better . . . temps in the 
50’s early morning, virtually no wind once we 
got off the valley floor, and a brilliant blue sky, 
nary a cloud far as the eye could see.

And the eye could see really really far.  Around 
every turn was a stunning vista, stark rock 
monoliths and evergreens at the lower eleva-
tions, giving way to amazing 13,000 peaks 
coming into view as we climbed.  Happily I was 
“in the zone”, wherever that is, and despite 
the stiff grade the cranks just kept spinning.  
I won’t say it felt effortless – it didn’t - but the 
effort needed to rise to the sky despite the 
length and grade seemed far less demanding 
that it should have.
 
After a short and another cold descent we were 
at the base of Molas.   Its top was four miles 
away but the grade (average 5%) was less 
than Coal Bank so again the effort required to 
ascend seemed less than it should have.
 
The descent off Molas was not as cold as the 
prior drops, by now the temps had warmed 
which was both good and bad.  Looming ahead 
was the climb to Red Mountain Pass, the lon-
gest of the day, ten full miles to a summit just 
slightly above 11,000 feet in elevation.  By the 
time we hit its base I had already been rid-
ing 4:40 and can’t honestly report that I felt 
“fresh”.  Under the best of conditions a ten- 
mile climb is a long haul, starting one with 
the thought that I’d be at the six-hour mark 
for saddle time by the time I hit the top was 
daunting.  But no one was going to pedal it for 
me, and I wouldn’t have let them if any volun-
teers appeared, so it was up up and away.

While long Red Mountain was the least steep 
of the three, a welcome relief, especially in the 
warmest part of the day.  I kept waiting for my 
energy to lag, and it did, but never to a point

where I felt under pressure or had any con-
cern about getting to the top, eventually.  At 
the base I set a goal to get to the top before the 
bike computer rang out 6:00.  I had four min-
utes to spare.

The descent off Red Mountain into Ouray might 
be the single best bicycle descent I have ever 
ridden.  Steep challenging switchbacks at the 
top were followed by long straightaways and 
then soft wide curves.  And the beauty, I just 
can’t describe it (you know I’m going to try).  
High mountains, sheer cliffs, wild rock forma-
tions, waterfalls, blankets of greenery, it was 
amazing.  I wanted to stop and take pictures, 
but I couldn’t.  I was tired, I still had 20 miles 
to go, I had already stopped a billion times and 
taken a trillion shots (more on that below), 
and I just couldn’t bring myself to interrupt 
the descent by squeezing the brakes.  Which is 
really a shame, because I could only glance at 
the terrain whizzing by.  When you’re bomb-
ing down a mountain at 35 miles per hour 
riding on nothing but highly compressed air 
jammed into 23 centimeters of rubber tires 
you better keep your damn eyes on the road.  I 
did, mostly.  But I really couldn’t drink in the 
entire panorama. So, I need to go back.  I need 
to climb this Pass from the other direction so I 
can really see it.
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ride the rockies...ridgway to montrose
By Mitchell Gaswirth

Today’s ride offered two options: (i) a 33-mile 
downhill run straight into Montrose, with 438 
feet of elevation gain, or (ii) a 53-mile ride 
with a ten mile each way out-and-back, offer-
ing 2,000 feet of additional climbing.
 
Like there’s a choice to be made from between 
those two?  Puh-leeze . . .
 
In Tax Law there is a doctrine referred to 
loosely as “compelled exercise.”  An option 
which a holder is “effectively compelled” to ex-
ercise is not an “option”’ at all.  So this was the 
bicycling analog of compelled exercise.  Give 
me the long route . . .

The drop from Ridgway to the optional turn-
off halfway to Montrose was a cold and rapid 
descent.  On the way down I ran over a big-ass 
rock, got a flat tire, bad luck!  But, good for-
tune!  SAG Wagon (support and gear) was only 
five minutes away.  Once back rolling the lon-
ger option proved to be the right choice.  The 
ten-mile climb was along a peaceful untraveled 
road to the top of a high mesa in the middle of 
absolutely nowhere.  The grade was right in 
my sweet spot, varying from 3.5%-6%, nothing 
flat, nothing overly difficult, with ever pres-
ent views of the mountains to the South that 
we emerged from yesterday afternoon.  It was 
to me the epitome of cycling . . . a long steady 
climb on a warm, windless morning, a smooth 
ribbon of road beneath my wheels, alone in 
my thoughts, just me and my bicyclete, going 
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somewhere we’d never been. . . .
 
Of course, in that perfectly Newtonian way 
what pedals up must speed down, and the 
grade, smooth asphalt and the nearly complete 
absence of vehicular companionship made for 
a wickedly fast (and very safe) descent.

Once in Montrose I had to park my plastic 
partner in the Bike Corral and say goodbye for 
the day.  It is sleeping in Montrose tonight; my 
bed is back in {expletive deleted} Ridgway.  I 
now have a far greater respect of and appreci-
ation for post-partum depression.  And drum-
roll now for some logistical dramas . . . first, I 
had no cell reception in Ridgway all day/night 
yesterday, so I couldn’t WAIT to get my hands 
on a functioning unit upon arriving in a real 
town this morning.  When I got off the 
bike and reached immediately for my 
phone, I learned that somehow, some 
way, I had deleted the e-mail icon from 
the bottom of my home screen!!!  Gone.  
Can’t access e-mail.  Oy!  I called the 
Firm’s IT Help Desk in NY, they couldn’t 
restore it.  Spoke to our LA technician.  
He had a plan, and walked me through 
a sequence of steps, but nada.  Finally 
they found our iPhone genius who got it 
restored.  What a fright.
 
Next . . tomorrow.  As noted, I am in 
Ridgway, my bike is in Montrose.  We 
need to reunite.  There will be shuttles.  
Everyone will want to be on the early 
ones.  NO guaranteed seats.  If you ain’t 
on the first one or two, it could be as 
much as a two-hour wait for them to 
drop off in Montrose and hustle back up 
to get us. Say what?  So two guys and 
I commandeered a private van for the 
morning ride back.  (Koala, does any of 
this ring familiar to you . . . . ?)

After an easy day today we are back in 
the yoke tomorrow, only 65 miles into 
Gunnison but we need to traverse two 
major passes with another 6,700 feet of 
cumulative ascent.
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Helmet Sizing       Important Information by Lisa Home

On July 29, I went on a ride up to the village of Glendora Mountain, it’s called 
(GMR). It was a hot day but there are lots of cyclists on the road. On the way 
down, on some stiff hills the speed can go up to 35 or 38 MPH. I was always arm-
ing my brake and didn’t let the speed past 40MPH. However on the last leg of 
downhill at the curve I felt and couldn’t control the bike to stop so I slid down 
with it. I scraped on the right-hand side of my arm and leg. The only thing I re-
membered that during the fall I did use my helmet to push my body thru on the 
side of the road and didn’t bother to fight back. So I got bruises on my upper 
arm and my leg but my body didn’t roll over and no broken bone. 1 small scratch on 
my forehead where the helmet was pushed back during the fall is the point that 
I would like to share my story with other cyclists. Please check your helmet and 
make sure you are wearing the correct size for your head. Ask the professional 
at the store if you are not sure. My helmet size is Medium where I should wear 
size Small. I didn’t see the importance of the helmet size until this fall. Please 
check your helmet size and don’t trade safety for comfort, it’s not worth it.
 
Have fun riding and be safe!
 
Lisa
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Preventing “Diaper Rash”
By Randy Profeta, Training Officer, Trail’s End Cycling Center

I call it “Adult Diaper Rash”, but what’s really going on is Dermatitis. Dermatitis of the buttocks, geni-
tals, lower abdomen, or thighs is commonly referred to as diaper rash in toddlers.  If you have children 
or grandchildren, you know what it looks like.  If you cycle long enough, you probably also know what 
it feels like too.
 
Causes
The outside layer of skin normally forms a protective barrier that prevents infection.  One of the pri-
mary causes of dermatitis in these regions is prolonged skin contact with wetness.   Under these cir-
cumstances, natural oils are stripped away, the outer layer of skin is damaged, and there is increased 
susceptibility to infection by bacteria or yeast.   So, basically, the chamois in your bibs or shorts be-
comes a Petri dish.

Dermatitis is a term that covers a broad variety of skin conditions that occur on the same area of the 
body.  Some people are more prone to dermatitis than others.  This can be very uncomfortable during 
a long ride.  Left unchecked, it can lead to infection, lesions, and even abscesses.
 
Prevention
Good hygiene and keeping your bottom dry are the best ways to avoid dermatitis.  That won’t be en-
tirely possible during a ride as you sweat.  So, what to do?  First, your chamois has microbial protec-
tion.  This is lost after repeated washing, so invest in new bibs or shorts every year or so.  If you don’t 
want to invest in a new bike wardrobe, wear your newest shorts during the longer rides.  Chamois 
Butters help prevent chafing, for a while that is.  Most contain lanolin and is water soluble.  Test this: 
spread some on your hands and then rinse beneath a faucet.  How long did your chamois butter take 
until it dissolved?
 
Second, use a barrier that prevents moisture from reaching the skin.  One of the best barriers is zinc 
oxide creme like Desitin or Lotrimin.  These topicals provide a nice barrier and are somewhat anti-
biotic.  If you want to go the herbal route,  try Calendula.  This a cream that reduces inflammation, 
tightens tissues, and disinfects.  It is usually recommended for dermatitis as well as for general inflam-
mation of the skin.  Chickweed ointment can also be soothing for irritated skin and may be applied 
once or twice daily.  These potions work well on a baby’s butt, so they should not be a problem for most 
adults.  Me personally, I use Desitin cream.

If you must use some type of anti-chafe cream or chamois butter, put it on after you cover your sensi-
tive bits with zinc oxide or other ointments.  I generally apply chamois butter generously to my cham-
ois and not to my skin before a big ride.

Pay attention to your skin condition.  Make sure that you change out of wet , sweaty clothing immedi-
ately after a ride.  Wash or bathe as soon as you can!  

I learned this lesson the hard way.  During my solo Furnace Creek 508 in 2007, I had to drop out at 
about mile 200 due to a saddle sore that was so painful I could not sit.  This sore had abscessed and 
required a trip to the ER.  You don’t want to know any more of the details.  

The take-aways here?  Keep your bottom dry and clean!  Replace old cycling shorts after a year.
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tour de big bear 2017
By Alan Dauger

The past week had been blustery and rainy, not good 
for bike riding, so we were very lucky to have such a 
beautiful day here at Big Bear Lake for the 2017 Tour 
de Big Bear, Saturday, August 5.   I did the 70-mile ride 
with 4800 feet of climbing, which takes me from Big 
Bear Village down to Snow Valley, then back up to the 
north side of the lake, then eastward out around Bald-
win Lake, up Highway 38 to a point just beyond Onyx 
Summit, then down through Big Bear City, with final 
steep climbs to the Alpine Zoo and back down to the 
finish line in Big Bear Village. 

The 70-mile ride was to be a real challenge for me, but I 
had to do it, having done the 50-mile ride last year and 
finding that one not too hard.  Other ride options were

25 miles and 107 miles, plus an HC route for the pros. 
I chose to do the ride at a moderate pace so I would 
be sure to finish, while doing a GoPro video of it at the 
same time.   The road photos accompanying this ar-
ticle are clips from my videos.  The other photos are 
courtesy of Earl Kluth, Ann Luce, Nancy Valett, Katia 
DiTanno, and Terry Kessler.

The support from the Big Bear Cycling Association was 
super, the best I have experienced on a ride.   The High-
way Patrol was there to assist us through many inter-
sections.  We were well fed, with the usual drinks and 
fruits plus such exotics as avocado bruschetta, bacon, 
s’mores, barbecued pork ribs, pickle ice, smoothies, 
and chocolate milk at the finish.
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Adventures in thailand
by lydia dobbs

As an endourance athlete and personal trainer, I 
thrive on active vacations. I recently spent a 
wonderful month actively exploring Thailand—
trekking, mountain and road biking, swim-
ming, snorkeling, kayaking, muay thai boxing, 
and practicing yoga and meditation. 

April is the hottest month in Thailand; it’s the 
grand finale of the dry season―both a blessing 
and a curse. Triple steamy digits are standard 
and obviously not the most pleasant for out-
door activities, but I’d booked my adventures 
and was committed.  The blessing was on both 
guided adventures I’d paid a group rate, but 
received a private tour. Other bonuses, I didn’t 
see another tourist for the entire week and to 
my surprise there were no bugs.  My guide in-
formed me “It’s too hot for mosquitoes.” (Didn’t 
realize that was possible.)

Unfortunately, also discovered that it wasn’t 
just the heat that was a curse – the air quality 
was extremely poor due to fires. Apparently it’s 
like this 6-8 weeks of the year in the Chiang Mai 
area due to the slash-and-burn technique used 
by regional, old-school subsistence farmers. 
Educational efforts are underway and there 
is growing momentum to switch to less eco-in-
vasive terrace farming and rotating crops in-
stead. (Both my guides had asthma.) So lesson 
learned the hot way – not the best idea to ven-
ture into the mountains of Northern Thailand 
in April. 

My first adventure with GreenTrails began 
with a short mountain bike, cruising dirt paths 
through farmland, groves and small villages 
and stopping at a number of lovely local tem-
ples along the way.
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The 3-day trek into the mountains and the Kar-
en Hill Tribe Homestay that followed were in-
credible – some of highlights were dipping into 
a refreshing waterfall, turning a corner into an 
elephant sanctuary, devouring home-cooked 
dinners, and learning about the tribe’s unique 
culture and history. 

Fast forward to my second MTB adventure from 
Chiang Mai to Chiang Rai with Active Thailand. 
We biked about 30 miles a day through the coun-
tryside taking in the breathtaking sights along 
the Maekok River and valleys and through for-
ests on singe-track trails, dirt roads and less-
er traveled paved roads. We visited hill-tribe 
villages, Buddhist sanctuaries, local eateries, 
the incredible Chiang Dao cave and charming 
towns. It was all relatively easy terrain, even 
the single track, but hot, hot, hot! I can’t be-
gin to capture all the stunning scenery, savory 
meals and cultural sights we saw. Focus on the 
highlights of the day, you say – they’re all high-
lights, I say!

Day 1: Chiang Dao Cave 
Enjoyed a morning of delightful single track 
through the forest and miles of dirt roads, ped-
aling across remote countryside, immersed in 
the spectacular scenery. Topped a wonderful 
morning off with the Chiang Dao Cave and ru-
ins exploration and my best meal here (turmeric 
chicken) at a local open-air restaurant near the 
cave.  The story behind the massive limestone 
Chiang Dao Cave (penetrating 8 miles into the 
Doi Chiang Dao mountain, pictured above right 
and below with the dragon) is that a Buddhist 
monk discovered it 1,000 years ago and decid-
ed that it was the perfect place for meditation…
Since then, people have been coming to honor 
the monk and the hermit that lived and died 
in the cave. I felt like I was in Raiders of the 
Lost Ark in the vast subterranean network of 
dripping stalacites and other stalagmite forma-
tions. Not to mention hundreds of bats hanging 
around. I’d never seen anything like this.

After our afternoon ride, we closed the day in 
the comfort and beautiful surroundings of a 
rustic mt. bikers’ haven, Padeng Lodge. Shower 
time was followed by a cold beverage and anoth-
er delicious home-cooked meal with my guide.
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Day 2 Longtail boat ride & Thaton
The next morning, we were back on the bikes 
at 8 am with more wonderful single track and 
back roads to explore. 

Another memorable highlight from the day 
was the longtail boat ride across the Maekok 
River and the suspension bridge traverse. 

Midday, we stopped for lunch in bustling Fang 
at a Muslim noodle shop. While I have a thang 
for the name Fang, I wasn’t crazy about the city.  
Of course, this heavy dose of civilization was a 
bit of a shock to my system after 5 days in the

mountains. Thankfully, it was only a matter of 
minutes before we were on back roads again, 
passing scenic mango, garlic, eggplant and rice 
plantations along the way.

After roasting on the bike for the better part of 
the day, I was quite happy to roll into charming 
Thaton, a quaint riverside village near the Bur-
mese border on the bank of the Maekok River. 
After a quick cleanup transition in my blissful-
ly air-conditioned room, I headed out for a little 
exploring on foot.

Despite weary legs from the full day, I took a 
quick hike up a hill to the White Buddha vista 
point that I’d seen in the distance as we were 
coming into town. The views were worth it.
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On the way back, I stopped in for a sorely need-
ed hour Thai massage before dinner. (Awesome 
and only $6!) Had a feast at a lovely riverside 
restaurant that evening and enjoyed a refresh-
ing “cold” one. (Not a beer drinker, but it sure 
hit the spot.)

Day 3: Thaton to Chang Rai. 
Next day we hit the road early, biking through 
a national park on our way to our final desti-
nation, Chiang Rai. Our last lunch stop was su-
perb!
So for my first 3 weeks in Thailand,  I was on the 
move, touring around (Bangkok, Mae Wang, Chi-
ang Mai, Chiang Dao, Thaton, Chiang Rai, Suk-
hothai, Aruythaya, Koh Samui,Nangyaun Is-
land, Koh Pranang, and Railay, Krabi). I’ve 
journeyed by plane, bus, minivan, taxi, ferry, 
longtail boat, mountain bike and foot – some-
times nearly all modes in 1 day. I’ve roughed 
it trekking and biking in the mountains, and 
also luxuriated at some 5 star resorts along 
the way. Eating my way through Thailand as I 
have been, I’ve enjoyed: Karen Hill Tribe home- 
cooked meals, the famous Chiang Mai night 
market street food, a bounty of breakfast buf-
fets, and a sampling of resort food. 

Grand finale—living the pura vida at the 
active paradise of Thanyapura Health & 
Sports Resort
After close to a month of adven-
tures and explorations, I decid-
ed to spend my final week in one 
spot — the active paradise of Th-
anyapura Health & Sports Re-
sort in Phuket. While I wasn’t offi-
cially on the move, I did maximize 
my body’s movement every day.  
While I’ve been relatively active 
over the past 21 days (3-day trek, 
3-day mountain bike trip, ocean 
swims, snorkels, walkabouts and 
hotel gym workouts), I’ve missed 
my  focused training. 

Thanyapura Health & Sports 
Resort is the place triathletes, 
national swim teams (German, 

French, Hungarian, British and Royal Dutch to 
name a few), tennis players and athletes of all 
types train. . But you don’t have to be a rock star 
or elite athlete to be here, though you might run 
into one. There’s something for everyone as ac-
tive or relaxed as you want to be—tennis, swim-
ming, cycling, running, group fitness, Muay 
Thai, yoga, meditation, cooking classes, a full 
service spa, and so much more.  Thanyapura 
Health & Sports Resort is the place for anyone 
who wants to reset their bodies and minds with 
a detox, get inspired with 1:1 coaching on living
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a healthy lifestyle, train like a demon, trans-
form their life, or just chill out, disconnect and 
enjoy the resort’s many amenities.  I took ad-
vantage of it all. Filling my days with different 
classes and activities and my tummy with deli-
cious, healthy meals. It was an incredible grand 
finale to an incredible month. I should probably 
end now as I could go on about it forever and 
I’ve run out of superlatives.

I should note that the roads in Phuket and 
throughout Thailand are extremely well kept 
– unbelievably smooth and free of debris. It’s a 
great place for road cycling, wish I’d had time 
to do more. I’ll close with a picture of a vista on 
one of the bike rides I took with Thanyapura’s 
cycling coach.

Thailand Takeaways 
• Go and discover it for yourself – friendly 

people, incredible food, spectacular oppor-
tunities to immerse yourself in the cultural 

      and natural beauty.
• Easy and inex-

pensive to travel 
around the country 
– my transportation 
included planes, fer-
ries, longtail boats, 
buses (VIP has AC 
& Wifi), water taxis, 
regular taxis, bike, 
my own two feet. 
Mini travel agencies 
are everywhere and 
they handle all the 
logistics for you. 

• Active guided tours 
are a great way to 
explore Thailand. 

For more  info, pictures and 
tips, visit: 
onthelooselive.com

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
http://onthelooselive.com
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Ride Where the Sun Don’t Shine

August 21, 2017, the day of the eclipse.  OCW 
Vice President Joe, ex-president Miguel, Sean 
(Miguel’s friend), Kevin and Ximena met at 
7:00am at Black Star Canyon with their moun-
tain bikes.   It was overcast.  We planned to ride 
up the service road to the Doppler Radar Sta-
tion off of the main divide road in the Santa Ana 
Mountains. The Doppler is a large white ball 
that is visible from miles away. As we started 
off climbing through the oaks and winding our 
way up the trail, the trees gave way to the open 
landscape of the canyon.  We climbed above the 
cloud layer to blue, clear skies.  We reached 
the top and enjoyed the vistas in all directions.  
Looking to the east, Corona was socked in with 
clouds.  Looking west we saw the same, a thick 
marine layer.  We were glad to have crystal- 
clear skies.

At 9:00am, the start of the eclipse, we donned 
our ISO-rated safety glasses.  We watched as the 
moon passed in front of the sun.  Here in South-
ern California the eclipse was to have 63% cov-
erage, unlike places like central Oregon where 
it would be 100%.  By 10:20, the peak of the 
eclipse, we noticed the temperature drop and 
it cooled off significantly.  We observed the star-
ling birds acting strange at the beginning of the 
event.  Closer to the peak they had all disap-
peared.  Was it a coincidence?  Two other rid-
ers joined us at the top to enjoy the event.  We 
shared our safety glasses with them as well.  At 
around 10:30 we delighted in the exhilarating 
2000-foot descent back to the trailhead.  I think 
we will all remember how we spent the August 
2017 Solar Eclipse.  Start making your plans 
for the next solar eclipse on April 8, 2024

By Kevin & Ximena Ansel

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
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Orange County Wheelmen’s
Position On the Homeless Situation

Santa Ana River Trail

The Board of Directors of the Orange County Wheelmen fully support 
all efforts by the county, city and law enforcement to take immediate 
steps to make the Santa Ana River Trail safe for bicyclists. The route is 
the county’s premier non-stop bicycle path linking North Orange County 
with the beach community. The current situation allowing the homeless 
to encroach on the flanks of the trail have led cyclists to exit the trail and 
ride on city streets to skirt around the tent city that has developed. Our 
club members do not feel safe riding on the parts of the trail where the 
homeless have taken up residence.

Our position does not offer a solution to finding a safe, sanitary alterna-
tive location for the hundreds of people now lining the bike path. That is 
up to the county and city to work with mental health and social profes-
sionals  to find some means to help these people from having to live beside 
a dry river bed with no sanitary facilities. We do support allocating the 
necessary resources to opening homeless shelters that can offer these 
people dignity, respect,  and safety with the ultimate goal of making them 
self-sufficient. 

The current situation is intolerable and we need to give the Santa Ana 
River Trail back to bicyclists.

http://www.ocwheelmen.org


Fall 2017                               www.ocwheelmen.org                                                                       Page 45

The Orange County Wheelmen’s

Fall Metric October 21, 2017
Description: 
Metric century that takes you from the foothills up into the heart of the apple country. This ride will be very 
hilly on the way up into Oak Glen at the top of the hill.  Enjoy this rest stop at the top, where you will have 
the opportunity to take a break and enjoy some fresh apples and snacks.  After this stop, you will have a 
nice long downhill back into the park, via San Timoteo Canyon and the scenic older section of Redlands. 
This year we will again be offering a full metric and a 42 mile option for the ride.
 
Make sure to get the member discount code as this ride is free for club members.  Go to the Events/
Fall Metric area to identify the discount code
 
Location is Sylvan Park, Redlands:
Take the 10 Fwy east to Redlands, exit at University and turn Left.
Go over the Railroad tracks.
Turn left on the first street (E. Park Ave.) and proceed about 1/4 mile to the Lot C area.
Parking lot on the right
Overflow parking is located surrounding the park on University.
Be sure your vehicle is parked legally
Check in-time is 8am

CLICK HERE TO REGISTER

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
https://ocwheelmen.sportngin.com/register/form/812336348?_ga=2.132282126.147529927.1505944044-1518469742.1489288265
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Please Support the Sustaining Members
of the Orange County Wheelmen

Many sustaining members offer discounts to OCW members.
Tell them you are from OCW and continue to support those who support us!

Yorba Linda Physical Therapy
16615 Yorba Linda Blvd.
Yorba Linda 92886
714.577.0745

17985 Sky Park Circle
Suite E
Irvine 92614
949.752.2080

      ARB Cyclery

Thomas “Cliff” McClain
Independent Associate
Small Business and
Group Benefits Specialist
949.735.7605
tcmcclain@legalshield.com

LegalShield

Rock N' Road Cyclery
6282 Irvine Blvd.
Irvine 92620
949.733.2453

TURNING 65 THIS YEAR?
Don’t know if you should get Medicare
Supplement/Medigap or Medicare Advantage?
Call or Email Steve Davis 714.241.0366
Info@BearStreet-is.com  www.BearStreet-is.com
FREE QUOTES for Individual, Family & Small Groups
Health Insurance, Dental & Travel Insurance             
(Ca.Lic.0G11433) 

MVP Massage Therapy
15375 Barranca Parkway
Suite J-104
Irvine 92618
949.439.0673

Emergent Success
23046 Avenida de La Carlota
Suite 600
Laguna Hills 92653
949.885.6467

The Bicycle Tree
811 N. Main Street
Santa Ana 92711
714.760.4681

Pace Sportswear
12781 Monarch Street
Garden Grove 92841
714.891.8716

Irvine Bicycles
6616 Irvine Center Drive
Irvine 92618
949.450.9906

Trails End Cycling
17145 Von Karman Ave.
Suite 108
Irvine 92614
949.863.1982

AdventureCORPS, Inc.
638 Lindero Canyon Road
Suite 311
Oak Park 91377

Bent Up Cycles, Inc.
23400 Peralta Drive, Unit C
Laguna Hills 92653
949.328.9699
www.bentupcycles.com

http://www.ocwheelmen.org
mailto:Info%40BearStreet-is.com?subject=
http://www.BearStreet-is.com
http://www.bentupcycles.com

