DAY THREE

Saturday, June 23

Richmond, Virginia, to Manassas, Virginia

100 miles (93.4 completed)

Day Three was even more interesting than the Day Two overnight thunderstorm.  We closed up our tents feeling wet and mildewed because the entire camp was wet and mildewed.  At breakfast, I noticed that some campers had moved their tents underneath the Mess Hall tent.  My sleeping bag was soaked and I was happy my clothes were protected in those Ziploc bags Jen had suggested.  The sky was overcast and it was unusually cool that morning.  I hadn’t slept well the night before (not sleeping well was becoming a trend) but I felt good riding out of Tent City in the fresh country air.  By lunch, at mile 59.1, I felt a few raindrops.  We had a horribly heavy lunch of salami sandwiches, which I believe I’m still belching.  The refreshing morning cloud cover darkened and the raindrops fell consistently as I rode out.  It took no time at all to become a good Virginia rainstorm.  I made it a mile up the road and found shelter beneath a tree leaning elegantly over the road.  I balanced myself under this tiny, dry crescent as more hearty riders passed me, asking, Are you ok?  Are you ok?  

I kept giving them the thumbs up as they passed me.  Are you ok?  Yes, I’m ok!  I’m ok, thanks!  And then I thought aloud, I am ok.  I’m totally ok.  So why am I standing under a tree when I have 13 miles to ride to the next pit stop?  I had already rolled up my arm warmers and put on my rain vest before I left lunch.  I was as ok as I could be.  So I headed out in the rain feeling wet and a part of the team.  Riders laughed and cursed and passed each other with thumbs-up encouragements.  By the time I got to pit stop 4, the rain had stopped.  One odd thing about riding in the rain is the continuing need to hydrate.  So as soaked as I was, from my helmet to my slushy shoes, I kept on drinking water and Gatorade and found the port-a-john at pit 4 to be wonderfully warm.  I was cold, but drying off, and the medical tent had stacks of crinkled silver blankets to warm up riders.  Jeff and Adam rolled in and I mentioned that I was glad it rained on my birthday, the day I met Jen and John on a training ride from Dupont Circle to Great Falls, Virginia, and back.  I was glad I had had some experience riding in the rain, because it’s quite different from riding on dry pavement.

At lunch we had learned that we would be bussed from pit stop 5 to an alternate camping site, cutting seven miles off the day’s ride.  Some said it was because the thunderstorm the night before knocked out power in Manassas.  Others said part of the original campsite flooded.  Whatever the reason, at mile 93, we set our bikes in neat rows at pit stop 5 and headed onto charter buses to camp at a nearby high school for the night.

Have you seen CNN cover a natural disaster, like a flood or an earthquake?  Have you seen the “temporary shelters” the Red Cross sets up in school gymnasiums and church basements?  Well, this is what Hylton High School looked like.  We already had the routine of visiting port-a-showers and mobile food lines down pat, so there was no panic or crying in the hallways.  And of course, there was no natural disaster.  It just looked like a town of 2,018 was recovering from one.  Jeff and Jared rode in soon and everyone took prime real estate in the gymnasium.  Joan came into camp and we negotiated to place their air mattresses together to let me sleep off the hardwood floor.  We staked out our space and headed off to dinner as the sky cleared, following winding hallways to get to the food lines.  The crew brought in stacks of board games and after dinner we chose Pictionary and also Jeff’s deck of cards.  

We played Pictionary and gin rummy by the baseball fields and enjoyed evening sunshine on our faces.  Every available inch of chain-link fence was pushed through with sleeping bags, jerseys, shorts, socks, and towels, which cast blob-like shadows as the sun set.  Tents sprang up on the tennis courts, in the parking lot, on sidewalks, and along grassy medians; riders who came to camp later found no room inside the school building.  As we sat outside guessing each other’s sketched clues, I started to feel a sense of loss.  A sense that the Pictionary box top full of candy, the damp clothes we all had no choice but to wear, the sleeping bags drying in the breeze, the funny stories of riding and riding in rain, that all these little moments of strangers meeting and becoming friends, or more, was as important as the biking itself.  As we headed inside to get our toothbrushes and settle into bed, for the first time I was not looking forward to Day Four.  I was not looking forward to the AIDSRide ending.  But it did.

(CLICK BACK BUTTON TO RETURN TO MAIN WEBPAGE.)

