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Day 1: Crystal Lake-Azusa, CA, San Gabriel Mountains (Rank 71st 2.39; cat 1) 
 
The 8th annual Monster Climbs Trip was ready thanks to all the hard work of Guido.  He mapped out the 
rides, toured the course, wrote the very detailed brochure and made sure every logistic detail went 
smoothly, from hotel to dinner reservations.  Everyone had trained hard, well most everyone had 
trained hard.  We were as ready as we could be for a great weekend of epic riding.  We met early at Casa 
Voris to load up the cars and enjoyed some nice bagels and coffee.  After Guido gave us a few final 
briefing details, Bob Proulx handed out the commemorative t-shirts for the event.  The caravan left in six 
cars heading to Azusa and our first day of riding. 
 

 
Jeff, Oleg & Eileen at Casa Voris 

 
Sheehan & Ernst ready to go 

 



 
Group plus Daisy (team mascot) 
 
We all found the Veterans Freedom Park and got ready to ride.  After the obligatory group photo, we set 
off to tackle Crystal Lake.  This was the Day 1 ride for the 2012 MC trip as well.  We remembered it as 
very hot and a long way to the top.  Today the plans were to go beyond Crystal Lake, past the gate, and 
up to the Angeles Crest Highway before returning to our cars. 
 

 
Bernie & Len at Veterans Park 

 
Paul, Boyle, Hodges & Geoff ready to ride 

 



 
Group at start of Day 1 ride 
 

 
Claus & Sheehan rolling along, getting an early lead 

 
Jeff out front of group 



 
Eileen-sure it’s easy now; it is still the flats! 

 
Boyle warming up. 

 
We rode mostly together for the first few miles past the Morris and San Gabriel reservoirs.  Oleg, Larry 
and Rick started late due to some mechanical work on Oleg’s bike but we were very confident they 
would quickly catch up to the group.  Things started to spread out a bit with Sheehan and Boyle 
dropping back.  At the Rangers Station Oleg tried to move his chain to the small front crank but started 
to have more mechanical issues.  He pulled over to the side of the road and Larry fell back to assist.  The 
rest of us rode on, the climbing just getting started. 
 

 
Sheehan—Not so easy now! 

 
Angeles National Forest 

 
Geoff and Mike were both trying to bounce back from sickness and were real troopers despite the 
health issues.  They slowed a bit and I slowed about mile 14.  The road continued its steady climb as the 
grouped rolled away.  I gained a bit more energy and picked up my pace to catch Ernst, Paul, Claus and 



Len.  Crystal Lake was taking its toll on the group.  I caught back up to the lead group at mile 18 for a 
long enough period of time to take a few photos before falling back again.   
 

 
Islip Canyon 
 

 
Morris Reservoir Dam 
 
At the front were Rick B, Voris, Neil and Bernie.  They were just ahead of Jeff, Eileen, Guido and Tony; 
Bob P started to slow and fell back a bit.  I tried to keep the second group in view but they eventually 
pedaled around a curve and were gone. 
 



The heat was rising and my black riding shoes were on fire.  The last 5 miles of the climb, some very 
pretty curvy sections of the road, I had to undo my shoe straps and try to get some cool air to my feet.  
 

 
Claus leading group 

 
Guido happy climbing 

 
Larry enjoying ride 

 

 
Pedaling up San Gabriel Canyon Road 

 
Cruisin’ by San Gabriel Reservoir 

 

 
Still Climbing 

 
Neil & Rick sweeping?  

 



 
Big climbs ahead 
 

 
Guido pushing hard on climb 

 
Tony riding strong 

 
Smilin’ Rick 

 



 
View down Lost Canyon 
 
I finally saw the turn-off to Crystal Lake Café, there was no one in view ahead of me going to the summit 
of Angeles Crest and I could not see anyone that turned to the café but I assumed most went there.  I 
made the right turn and pedaled the last two miles to the top.  It was much steeper than I remember. 
 

 
Bernie at Crystal Lake Cafe 

 
Voris made it to Crystal Lake 

 
As expected, most guys were at the café with only Jeff and Eileen missing.  Voris was first to the Café, 
followed by Rick, Neil, Bernie, Tony and the other fast riders.  I was hot; relaxing in the shade, 
consuming some good tasting chow and drinking lots of fluids, was a good respite.  The rest of the riders 
came to the café where we relaxed for a good 30 minutes.    
 



 
Tony & Claus relax at cafe 

 
The boys enjoying the outdoor seating 

 
Some guys were ready to head out but still no sign of Oleg and Larry, they must have ridden past the 
turn toward Angeles Crest Highway.  Voris and Claus left the café first to go see if they could climb a bit 
up the road past the gate.  Rick and Neil left saying they were planning to descend slowly. 
 

 
Last guys leaving Crystal Lake-Guido, Tony, Ernst & Paul 



The last of the group leaving the café included Ernst, Guido, Tony, Paul, Rob and Geoff.  We flew back 
down N. Crystal Lake Road onto the main descent on Highway 39, a smooth, curvy road with beautiful 
vistas to Alpine, Maple and Lost Canyons below.  We stayed as a group and saw Rick and Neil about the 
time we got back to the Ranger Station.  Ernst did a big pull and I then pushed a bit to get on the wheel 
of Neil; Guido and Tony managed to get to my wheel.  We lost Ernst and Geoff and Paul were a bit 
farther back.  We caught up to Sheehan and Boyle, who had descended from the turn toward the café, 
so our group was growing for the final 5 miles down the canyon.  We all passed Bob P, who had left the 
café early; he was looking pretty haggard from the riding punishment of the hot day. 
 
The temperatures climbed as we rode back down to Azusa and got to our cars.  Most of the gang 
changed into dry clothes and got the bikes back onto the cars for the drive to Santa Barbara.  Jeff and 
Eileen made it back just ahead of us; they had climbed most of the way to the top.  Oleg and Larry 
eventually returned to the cars, they made it all the way to Angeles Crest Highway.  The day was 50+ 
miles for those that rode to the café and about 6,000 feet of climbing.  Those that went to Angeles Crest 
hit 65 miles or more and over 7,000 of climbing.  Great first day of riding, now off to our hotel. 
 
The drive to Santa Barbara hit lots of Friday afternoon traffic, especially if you followed the precise 
directions in the brochure.  Geoff, being the PhD that he is, found a faster route by going up through 
Santa Clarita and then across a back road.  He called it his worm hole route.  His car was to the hotel well 
before us, which was good because it included Guido who had to get us all checked into the Pepper Tree 
Inn.  Ernst, Bob, Claus and Voris decided to take their car straight to the restaurant.  They made a stop at 
the Santa Barbara Brewery for beer and nachos before dinner!  The rest of us unpacked cars at the hotel 
and quickly showered before going to Cadiz for dinner. 
 

 
Team Menus at Cadiz 

 
Fancy dinner in Santa Barbara 

 
Santa Barbara is a great town and Guido had us at a wonderful restaurant right in the middle of 
downtown.  We ate a fabulous meal and retold stories of all the riding that day, along with discussions 
for the rides the next day.  Cadiz was a significant step up in restaurants and food from most of our 



Monster Climbs trips, we all enjoyed the upscale dining.  Eventually we had to call it quits for the night 
and head back to the hotel. 
 

Day 2: Gibraltar (Rank 70th 2.40; cat 1) and Painted Cave/San Marcos (Rank 90th 2.20; cat 1) 
 

 
Start of Day 2 ride in front of Pepper Tree Inn 
 
We all started together from the hotel at 8 am and rode toward the start of the climbs.  Larry forgot his 
water bottles so Oleg stayed back to help guide him to Gibraltar; we knew they would catch us pretty 
quickly.  It was a nice morning with the sun starting to warm the air as we hit the start of the climb up 
Gibraltar.  Rick was not warmed up enough so he did a short loop again while the rest of us spread out 
on the climb.  It was going to be about 9 miles to get to the planned photo location near the top.  Each 
rider settled into their own pace and suffered up Gibraltar.  Rick flew by quickly, the group spread out 
with the usual fast guys out in front and eventually Oleg & Larry caught us and sped by up the road.  The 
climb offered great views of Santa Barbara as we all snaked up the mountain road.  I caught up to Ernst 
and Claus and then rode to the top with Guido.  We took the turn at the Y intersection and rode along E. 
Camino Cielo to our photo location.   
 

 
Voris ready for photo op 

 
Tony, Guido & Jeff rolling to lookout 



 
Top of Gibraltar 
 
We all went to an overlook that provided a view of the Channel Islands off the coast and Santa Barbara 
below.  Group photos were taken before we all headed off along the top spine of the mountain to get to 
Painted Cave Road.  I was near the back and enjoyed the great views of a long train of Descenders riders 
rolling along the curvy road that also provided awesome vista views to the east and Santa Ynez Valley.  
We all had one more regroup at the top of Painted Cave to remind everyone to be super safe on the 
very steep and tightly turned road. 
 

 
Ernst on Painted Cave near Chumash Historic Park 



 
Just below the Cumash Painted Cave, Rick had a major tire failure.  Paul and I stopped to help him 
change his tube.  Unfortunately we blew up a couple of tubes and all our available CO2 canisters.  Ernst 
joined us and we finally realized that Rick had a tire that could not be fixed.  I volunteered to go down to 
get the car at the bottom of San Marcos Road and bring it back to Rick so he could replace his tire.  Ernst 
stayed with Rick while Paul and I safely descended the very steep roads.   
 
The group was resting under the trees where Guido and Boyle had positioned the cars earlier in the 
morning.  I explained Rick’s dilemma and got one of the cars to take back to fix the bike.  Sheehan 
jumped in the car with me.  We drove back up about 3,000 feet of elevation, watching a number of the 
guys begin the climb back up to the top.  Rick, Ernst and Sheehan left in the car to fix the bike while I 
started to ride the last mile to the top.  I stopped at the Painted Cave historical park and took a few 
photos. 
 

 
Painted Cave 

 
Selfie at Chumash 

 
Painted Cave 

 
 
At the top I pedaled on along the ridge, reversing the course from earlier in the day.  The ridge had lots 
of short climbs and descents, it was getting hot and I was getting tired.   
 

 
Windmill at top of Painted Cave 

 
Views along E Camino Cielo 



  

  
 
I hit the E. Camino Cielo (East Option) and kept riding as I knew I was still far ahead of the rest of the 
guys since I skipped the tough climb up Panted Cave.  This option was a seven mile out and then back 
along the ridge of the mountain.  The first few miles had some elevation gain and then some long 
descents that I knew were coming right back at me as climbs soon.  After about 6 miles, I had enough 
and turned around to start the ride back, still alone but enjoying the views above Santa Barbara.  There 
were some great single track mountain bike trails that looked very inviting as well.   
 

 
Lead group heading out on east leg 

 
Off they go…Hodges trailing close by 



 
 
A mile or so before getting back to Gibraltar Road, a large group of Descenders were riding towards me.  
The group included Larry, Oleg, Eileen, Jeff, Voris, Claus and eventually Hodges.  The rest of the guys 
must have already descended Gibraltar.  The hardy group flew by and did the full out-n-back. 
 
I flew down Gibraltar and made by way back into Santa Barbara finishing at the hotel with only 60 miles 
but with 10,000 feet of climbing.  Some of the guys were back in their rooms recovering from a hard day 
of riding.  I found our brewmaster, Geoff, and asked if it was time to swim and enjoy his famous beers.  
The guys got to the pool and Geoff brought out a collection of great tasting beer.   
 

 
Claus & Sheehan poolside 

 
Eileen & Jeff soaking 

 
Len & Guido enjoying the sun 

 
Bernie & Ernst in tub 



 
Hodges made it home 

 
Relaxing around the pool, beers in hand 

  
 We all relaxed and drank up the awesome tasting brew selections.  Paul got some chips and salsa to top 
off our Happy Hour.  All the other riders made it back to the hotel and swam except Hodges.  He 
continued to push his mileage to get close to 100 miles for the day.  Mike eventually made it back in 
time for dinner. 
 

 
Founders Drink at Jane Restaurant-Rob, Sheehan & Boyle 



I took the original Descenders Founders, Dave S and Dave B, to the restaurant a bit early for a drink.  
They had to depart the trip early to get back for work obligations and we wanted to share a celebratory 
drink.  The riding club has come a long way over the last ten years.  Jane was the name of the restaurant 
Guido reserved for our second great dinner out in Santa Barbara.  We again split into two tables and 
enjoyed an excellent meal.  Living large: riding, drinking and good eating!   
 

 
Ice Cream social 
 
After dinner we bought some ice cream and enjoyed a good dessert back at the hotel by the pool, a 
great way to top off a fun day. 
 

Day 3: Figueroa Mountain (Rank 82nd 2.29; cat 1) 
 
Guido planned a killer Day 3 route.  We were going to ride up Happy Canyon, cross the mile long dirt 
section, get to the top and descend Figueroa Mountain.  After a water stop we were then supposed to 
turn around and reverse course—climb back up Figueroa and descend Happy Canyon.  This was a very 
aggressive Day 3 route with a long drive home ahead.  Fortunately we all agreed that it would be better 
to climb Figueroa and then descend Happy Canyon, some were even thinking of ways to avoid the dirt 
all together.  The group checked out of the hotel and drove 30 minutes toward Santa Ynez where we 
parked next to the Hayloft Grill. 



 
Santa Ynez-early morning fog 

 
More views before ride 
 

 
Group start-Day 3—Santa Ynez at Hayloft Grill 



 
Riding by vineyards in Los Olivos  

 
Paul, Jeff & Bernie rolling to Figueroa 

 
The ride started fairly flat as we rode over to Los Olivos to get to the bottom of Figueroa Mountain.  It 
was beautiful scenery as we rolled some by wine fields and into the grassland with many tall oak trees 
before the start of the climb.  Most riders stopped at the school to get water before starting the climb.   
 

 
Ernst & Hodges attack at start of Figueroa Mountain climb 



 
I was with Hodges and Ernst; they took off trying to get an early escape.  I stayed with them for a few 
minutes and we were all alone on the climb.  Mike and Dave pulled away from me.  This early surge just 
allowed me to start to get passed by all the rest of the riders from the trip.  One by one they all came up 
from behind and sped by me.  Rick, Neil, Tony, Bernie—all zoomed by.  Jeff & Eileen pedaled on by.  
Larry, Oleg, Geoff, Claus & Paul—yes they all went past me.  Voris, Len and Guido came by as well.  The 
good news is that I was able to capture some nice photos of the guys as they approached and then 
quickly went off in the distance. 
 
 

Oleg, Larry & Paul about to pass me on Figueroa Mountain 
 



 

 
Guido chasing the boys 



I climbed, the road was steep, not always smooth but the scenery was fantastic.  I kept in touch with 
Hodges with Guido just a bit in front of us.  Hodges passed me and then I would pass him back.  He was 
playing his usual Day 3, I am getting stronger games.  I would have none of it.  I finally put on a surge and 
left him behind.  Guido was still out in front but still in view.  The climb and views to the higher road 
were breathtaking.  When Guido and I finally got to the Ranger Station, we saw Paul resting at the 
entrance.  I kept pedaling while Guido joined Paul in a water break. 
 

 
Ernst takes a photo of Rob near top of climb 
 
Up ahead I caught a glimpse of Ernst.  Looks like the early attacks by Hodges and Ernst took a bit out of 
their tanks.  I was able to finally get on his wheel when Paul came flying by us.  He was done resting and 
was now riding to the top.  Ernst and I pedaled on as we got into the flatter sections near the top.  All 
the other previously mentioned riders were waiting for us, resting in the shade of the trees.   
 

 
Rick relaxing at top 

 
Jeff, Eileen & Bernie ready to descend 



Jeff S, Eileen and Bernie were preparing to descend part way down the mountain and then climb back 
up.  They wanted to avoid the dirt section of Happy Canyon so their route was going to be an out-n-
back; just retrace the route of Figueroa Mountain.  They started to descend the east side of the 
mountain while the rest of the gang waited for the other riders still climbing up.  I missed the big climb 
of San Marcos the day before so I decided to descend with Jeff, Eileen and Bernie for a bit.   
 

 
East side of Figueroa 
 
The roads were fairly smooth as they curved along the side of the mountain.  The vistas were more 
spectacular as we sped down.  I stopped to take a few photos and watched the three of them snake 
farther down the mountain.  I decided to climb back up to meet the guys since I was doing the dirt 
section of Happy Canyon.  Everyone was now in descend mode.  There was a flat tire that quickly got 
fixed and we all were off again.  Bernie, Jeff and Eileen were now coming back up to the top of Figueroa 
as we kept going down.  They had a long ride ahead of them but no dirt.   
 
The group gathered at the bottom of the descent before the turn into Happy Canyon.  I was the last to 
start down again.  The road was rocky in a few places and we went through a wet section.  I went very 
slow and was now farther behind the group.  I picked up the pace a bit and descended into the tree 
covered sections of Happy Canyon.   



 
Views down Happy Canyon 
 
 

 
Descenders flying down the road 



 
I saw another small wet section up ahead and thought I spied a narrower portion of water off to the 
right side.  I turned to try to hit the small portion of water; big mistake on my part.  There must have 
been some slick moss in the water as I fell hard immediately to the left, then flipped over and hit again 
on my right side.  Going from 25 mph to 0 mph in a few seconds and then just sitting there stunned, 
beginning to feel the pain.   
 
Good news is that the Pactimo team kit bibs held up well—no tear, just a slight abrasion on the material.  
Both legs and arms had various degrees of road rash, the left knee was bleeding and my left hand was 
beginning to hurt.  I slowly picked myself up off the rough pavement, surveyed the body and checked 
over my bike.  Things seemed to be ok, so I started to pedal off again trying to catch up with the rest of 
the group.   
 
I found some of the guys fixing another flat and let them know I would be heading on slowly.  Oleg took 
a photo of my bloody knee and I limped off down the road.  I made it down the dirt section without 
falling and continued on down Happy Canyon.  The winds were in my face, my body hurt but the end 
was coming up.  I hit some construction where Happy Canyon hit Baseline Road so I took the detour 
around and made my way back to where the cars were parked.  I somehow reconnected with Rick and 
Neil so I hid on their wheels.  Day 3 was only 47 miles for me, 5,200 feet of climbing and one fall; tough 
way to end a great weekend of riding. 
 
Everyone got back to the cars, changed clothes, put their bikes away and sped off for San Diego or stuck 
around to grab a beer and burger from the Maverick Saloon.  My car, which include Jeff and Eileen, were 
not back yet from their reverse course down Figueroa, so I opted for a beer to start.  Thanks Len.  The 
gang in the bar included Oleg, Neil, Rick, Larry, Hodges plus the four from our car.  The burger tasted 
great and the cold beers went down smoothly. 
 

 
The gang at Maverick Saloon 

 
Jeff in front of new favorite 
bar 

 
Jeff and Eileen co-piloted the vehicle well all weekend long.  Len was in the back with me and I leaned 
against the window, body hurting and hand starting to swell.  We made it home in good time, another 



successful Monster Climbs Adventure.  Unfortunately for me I smashed the triquetral bone pretty good. 
It is a small bone in the proximal row of carpel bones in the wrist; basically I broke my wrist on the fall.  
The road rash has healed well and the wrist is coming along. 
 
Thanks again to Guido for all his work to organize a wonderful team adventure and thanks to the 
Descenders, a great group to ride with any day. 
 
For those that did not get enough photos from the ride report, I have copied the links to all the great 
photographic work of Oleg over the weekend.  Lots of great pictures. 
 
Monster Climbs Day 1 Photos (Azusa to Angeles Crest): http://goo.gl/lnKp5i 
Monster Climbs Day 2 Photos (Gibraltar, Painted Cave): http://goo.gl/FdAOoz 
Monster Climbs Day 3 Photos (Figueroa): http://goo.gl/5dYaAO 
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