DAY TWO

Friday, June 22

Lawrenceville, Virginia, to Richmond, Virginia

82.4 miles

The oddest day of the AIDSRide was Day Two, in my opinion.  It had the shortest mileage (Day Four doesn’t really count) but it would also be 80 miles right after riding 108 miles.  By far, the most I’d been on a bike for back-to-back rides.  I was learning by this point that the AIDSRide terrain was significantly flatter than I anticipated.  Oh, there were rolling hills.  But nothing like our training rides.  By the end of Day Two, I wondered why I had spent so much time riding on Sugarloaf in western Maryland, or in the hilly Culpeper area of northern Virginia.  I did feel prepared, though, and I was determined to complete every available mile of the ride.

The day started early, with an alarm set for 4:40 a.m.  A quick shower and change, a roll-up of the tent and sleeping bags, and I dropped off my zippered gym bag at Ryder truck D before 5:45.  The route opened at 6:30 that morning and I was ready to go.  Breakfast was good—oatmeal, bacon, eggs, bagels, juice, coffee, and of course, water and Gatorade.  They even had soy milk, which I really appreciated.  Although camp closed at 8 a.m. each day, I wanted to be on the road as early as possible to take advantage of the cool morning air.  

It was on Day Two that I wished I had a helmet-mounted video camera or some way to take pictures while riding.  Virginia is a beautiful state and I was tempted to pull off to the side of the road to capture elegantly aging Colonial farm houses, sweeping pastures of grain, and tree cover so thick it cooled the road on a clear, hot day.  Our route took us to some remote locations but always we were greeted with warmth and a little curiosity.  Many of us stopped to take pictures biking into Richmond, a city that reminded me of Washington, D.C. with its Federal-style rowhouses and gentle hills.  We passed the Arthur Ashe Memorial, which was a large monument inside a traffic circle.  Volunteers from St. Mark’s Episcopal Church handed us bandanas and ice-soaked neck towels at one street corner.  The bandanas were printed with Welcome, AIDSRiders, to Richmond, Virginia!
Getting set up in camp was the same routine as the day before, but this day I knew what to expect.  My knee was still bothering me, so I walked quite a bit around camp.  This was the day I met Jen’s friend Adam and his friends Jeff, Jared, and Joan.  As evening approached we noticed telltale cauliflower-shaped clouds passing overhead.  I remember from undergrad Weather class that this precursor to rain is never wrong.  And it certainly wasn’t the night of Day Two.  After a good dinner and lots of socializing, the winds picked up a bit.  We saw lightning in the distance, a frightening thing to see when you’re camped with thousands of people in an open area surrounded by metal trucks.  A brief smattering of rain sent everyone into their tents, with instructions to move all belongings toward the center of the tent.  Tarps beneath and over the tent did little to keep out the rainwater.  Soon our tent, and everyone else’s, were bathed in runoff.  Sleeping bags soaked up puddles and only clothing and toiletries in Ziploc bags stayed dry.  I rested that night but got no sleep.  Another round of rain splashed Tent City and we heard thunder echo in the forest around us.  A consistent wind shook our little tents.

Around 1 a.m. I made a run to the port-a-johns and noticed a long line of charter buses near the Mess Hall.  Apparently the buses were brought in if camp had to be evacuated.  Weather has stalled or cancelled parts of past AIDSRides and there are contigency plans for each day’s route and camp.  Riders conjectured that we would be moved to an alternate site, but we stayed put.  I tried to sleep that night, but all I could think about was packing the next morning.  Packing everything I had, wet, to sit for 8-10 hours in a dark Ryder truck, that is.  I was not looking forward to setting up camp on Day Three.
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