I have been a busy bus driver today.  All 5 members of the family went out for a test ride on the tandem today.  Kristen wen 40 miles with just over a 15mph average.  Added a few more hills, but still need to work on the eating thing.  Our rides together revolve around, "what is there to eat on the way Dad!"  Like father like daughter I say.  How can I say no to grabbing a nice big burger during a long ride.  They taste so good.

 

When we arrived back at the house, Kyra was ready to a spin.  Since neither Kyra or Rebecca can touch the pedals, they sit in the back with their feet where the water bottles go.  Kyra wanted a ride to the park, about 2 miles away.  When we came back, Becca asked for the same park, but going a different way than Kyra.  For that trip it was through the walking paths behind the houses.  We did get caught in a sprinkler system on the way home.

 

After getting both of them home I asked Angie if she was ready for a ride.  She tried on Kristen's shoes and found that they fit.  I dug out her helmet and off to the rides we went.  Now this was a little different than the three earlier rides.  Kristen is 100lbs and does 20% of the work.  If I were to stop pedaling, I can not feel her in the back at all 95% of the time.  Kyra and Becca are 55lbs and do nothing.  Angie is 225lbs and I can feel her in the back.  She did not go as far as the girls and I could tell she was a little nervous during the trip.  The most important thing, it was a start. Maybe next week we will get to the end of the driveway.

 

Now comes the fun ride, Saturday was a ride unlike any I have ever taken.  I went out late Saturday due to family duties and a colder than expected morning.  When I left the house, the was no wind, clear skies, and the temperature was a lovely 74 degrees.  There was not a better day to ride.  I decided to do a little 30 mile loop that had 4 nice hills in it.  Just like normal, I started out with a very slow 30 minute warm up session, to get the fat burning started off right of course.  After the 30 minutes I kicked it up to right below my Lactic Acid threshold.  I had planned on holding it here for the majority of the ride.  As I rode a noticed the sky to the Northwest of me was starting to get a little darker and the wind was picking up.  I just told myself, make it to the top of the 3rd hill and let the wind push you home.  I really started riding hard up the first hill and down the backside.  I was doing 35mph and easily went over the second hill never dropping below 20mph.  Man I was feeling great.  I came off the second hill and started towards the 3rd hill and my turning point to head east and home.  By now I was 12.50 miles from the house and riding pretty hard.  I was 1/2 up the 3rd hill when the wind hit me like a solid wall.  I went from 13mph to 2mph and had trouble keeping the bike upright.  On top of the wind, a solid wall of dust and dirt started hitting me in the face.  I knew now, the storm was right on top of me.  I turned and started back down the hill with the wind right on my tail.  This was going to be a 12 mile race to the house.  I was going to go all out and the wind was whipping me from behind and to the side.  The dirt was swirling around me, making it very hard to see the road and keep the bike on the road.

 

I looked down at my computer and saw two numbers that shocked me 25mph and 175bpm.  The speed was not what I expected with all of the wind pushing me and the heart rate was way to high.  There was no way I could keep this up for the next 12 miles.  

 

I would see a flash of lightening out of the corner of my eye and then start counting, how far behind me was the storm.  The first time I counted, 10 seconds, I was ten miles from the storm, I could make it with time to spare.  Yet, every time I counted the storm was getting closer, faster than I was getting to home.  At one point, I was 6 miles from the house and passing through a small town with some shelter when I counted the distance and it was under 4 miles behind me.  Did I stop or try to ride it out.  Oh heck, lets go for it.  I started going even harde.  I turned off my HRM display and made sure my speed and distance were both on the display.  My goal, 25mph or faster and I had 6 miles to go.  

 

I was 2 miles from the house when it caught me.  The lightening flashed and the thunder boomed before I could even count to 1.  The wind was swirling around me, my speed dropped under 20mph.  I felt the first drop on my neck, I was not going to make it.  I dug in, pushed it even harder and got the speed back up to 25.  My legs were burning, my mouth was beyound dry, and I wanted to stop.  I do not know how I did it, but I found enough energy to push the speed to 28.  I calculated that I was doing each mile in 2 minutes 15 seconds at that point.  I needed 4 minutes to make the house.  

 

I made the turn into the driveway just as the rain started in earnest.  I had beat the storm by mere seconds.  Angie was outside waiting for me.  My first thought, how fast did I go for that last 12 miles.  The answer, I averaged 26mph for the last 12 and 19.17 for the total 25mph.  

 

If you look at my recording you will see that in the space of 10 minutes the temperature dropped 20 degrees.  I found out later that the winds hit 52mph and knocked down trees and power lines all over the county.  If I had been a lighter rider, this buffalo might not have made it home.

 

RIDE ON!

