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42 miles, 4,700” climbing 
 
Now within the last mile to the finish, 
hundreds of fans standing behind the 
racing barriers were cheering for me - 
“finish hard! You got’em now”!  “Don’t 
let up”!   
 
How did I do?  How did I even get into this race?  Read on... 



While enjoying a great weekend in Santa Cruz of roller coasters, 
redwood hikes, restaurants, shops and pier walks (thus the seal pic-
ture), I set my sights on an early Sunday AM exploratory ride.   
 
As I was leaving the hotel at 7am I noticed a thousand people on 
the beach, and heard loud speakers.  They were cheering on the 
swimmers in the Big Kahuna Triathlon Race.   
 
As I started the 
ride I also no-
ticed the barriers, 
cones, cops, etc 
preparing for the 
race.  In fact the 
roads in my first 
4 miles were 
closed to traf-
fic—I had the 
roads to myself, 
and no stops.  A 
great start to my 
ride! 



As I climbed the great Bonny Doon Road, the voice of Levi whispered 
into my ears. Something like “dude you don’t know pain—stop 
whining and ride”. 
 
Boony Doon is a near per-
fect climb—huge changes 
in climate and vegetation, 
velvety wide road, little/no 
traffic, and 10 solid miles of 
climbing (my route was 10 
miles). 
 
So I won’t bore you with 
another report about the 
heavenly roads of the Santa 
Cruz Mountains, or my dif-
ficulties maintaining a func-
tional bike.  The roads were 
great, and bike performed 
great. 
 
Now—that race finish 
part... 



As I returned to Santa Cruz (came back a different way), my road 
had closure signs set up for the 
triathlon.  I road around the bar-
ricade (got a disturbed look 
from the cop), and continued 
my ride back to the hotel.   
 
I noticed about 100” ahead a 
cyclist in perfect TT form at a 
smoking pace.  I quickly did the 
math and figured that the first 
TT guys would be finishing the 
TT course now.  “Kool— I will 
pace with him for a couple of 
blocks” I thought.   
 
I rounded a corner, and was surprised by the roar of hundreds of 
fans of the TT race standing on both sides of the road.   I thought 
“crap, I gotta get out of here!” As I came around the next sharp 
corner even more fans appeared—now behind racing barriers.  
They yelled louder—”you got’em, don’t let up!”  So I stayed on 
the course looking for a smooth way out.   
 
Officials directed me into the transition station forcing me off my 
bike and ushering me into the gate.   
 
I then quickly scrambled away, slid through the barrier, and 
mounted my bike to ride off.  Oh the look on my fans face when 
the saw  that I abandoned the race! 
 
Anyway, muffins and coffee awaited me at the hotel.   
 
It was a great ride, and a ridiculous finish.  You should have 
come!    




