2012 Tombstone 600K Brevet

Carlton van Leuven

QUICK REPORT

The Good:

· The start /sleep stop location at Cortaro Rd & I-10 is convenient and nicely situated for brevets
· There were many friendly, helpful, patient people working at the businesses we used for checkpoints

· Trev & Steve’s brilliant ‘Hoodie’ solution

· The Tailwind on the descent from Sonoita to tombstone
· San Manuel & Webb road

· Sunday’s weather was perfect

The Bad:

· Rain 

· Wind & Hail
· Freezing temperatures

· Hands too frozen to function (couldn’t shift or hold water bottles)
· Had to stop regularly to thaw my hands (lost 3-4 hours doing this) 

· I got a really bad case of dehydration (hard to hydrate when you’re wet, cold & hands can’t grip the bottle)

· My personal worst finishing time for a 600K (34:07)

The Ugly

· My fingers have a lingering ‘numbness’ and a ‘pins & needles’ sensation

· In San Manuel, at mile 320, I started peeing blood (symptom of dehydration)

LONG REPORT
I haven’t completed a 600K since 2009. This year, my body is mostly healthy; I’m in good shape and seem to be cycling at my best level yet. My goal wasn’t just to finish the Tombstone 600K this year, but I wanted to finish under the 24-hour mark.
A few days before the event, weather reports started predicting a major cold front with high winds & rain (effecting Tucson, Tombstone & everywhere in between). This would not be the 600K where I break the 24-hour mark. As I sat watching the Weather channel in the hotel Friday night, weather reports had worsened to ‘severe rain storms’ and ‘red flag wind advisory’ with sustained winds at 30mph & gusts up to 40mph. I was starting to question whether the ride should even take place.
Saturday morning I awoke to rain, made some last minute preparations, put on my weather appropriate cycling attire, and rode to the start (IHOP restaurant). Others were gathering, joking about the weather reports & reassuring each other that the reports sounded worse than the reality. A few cyclists withdrew before starting…probably the wisest decision.
I have 4 DNF’s in my randonneuring career…all on Arizona brevets. It seems I do better when I don’t have any options to quit…which would be the case on this brevet. My son has our second vehicle at Prom & my wife’s schedule didn’t permit a rescue operation even if she had a vehicle. I knew that if I started, I was on my own.

Trev Williams & Steven Kenny (‘the Canadians’) seemed amiable to riding together, but I had trouble figuring out their pace-line style. They were taking turns in front, but not in a formal way…more like two guys who ride together all the time. I decided to drop off the back, and not have the added stress of worrying whether I was contributing my share of the work (I also doubted my ability to ride at their pace).
Descending Gate’s Pass in the rain was a challenge. Steep & curvy descent, wet brakes & (what felt like) hydroplaning…this is where the prayers started. 

Somewhere in the Santa Rita Mountains (between Sahuarita & Sonoita) I felt small hail stones hitting me. No problem, I’m wearing a helmet! Unfortunately, it wasn’t long before the wind kicked up & the hail was travelling almost horizontal. I was being pelted from the side, so the small stones were coming right into my face, around my glasses & hitting my eyes.  This was bad.

The temperature drop, combined with wet & wind, had frozen my fingers to the point of being unusable. No feeling, no function…so shifting gears was next to impossible. I used each hand as a ‘nub’ & managed to shift occasionally (with much focus, trial & error). As my frozen body coasted into Sonoita (12:30pm), I realized this is the coldest I’ve ever been. 

The rain had subsided, but the sky was still angry & black with nasty rain showers visible in every direction.  Trev & Steven, who arrived at the checkpoint earlier, were scouring the local stores looking for a hoodie sweatshirt or anything fleece. I was focused on getting into the checkpoint & getting warm. My helmet & camelback had to stay on because my fingers were incapable of working the buckles (I tried for 2-3 minutes…but no success). Holding hot chocolate between my ‘nubs’ for 10-minutes restored some functionality to my hands, allowing me to finally take off some of my gear. 

I called my wife to let her know how I was doing, and to confirm that a rescue operation was really out of the question… confirmed. I called my brother…no answer. I called the Sonoita Inn to check for room availability…no answer. I was looking for a way out, but my only option for abandoning was to ride back to Tucson. 

I had thawed out, but now the ‘hard shakes’ had started. I don’t think I ever experienced the ‘hard shakes’ until I became a randonneur. These occur when your body has been cold for a long time, you stop cycling & you start shaking uncontrollably. What makes these ‘hard shakes’, instead of merely ‘the shakes’, is that the shaking is more like convulsions or cramping muscles (it hurts). I had to get something dry and warm.
Trev & Steven had found hoodie sweatshirts at a Hardware store, and generously stopped by to let me know.  I decided to get back on my bike, go to the Hardware store for a hoodie & ride back to Tucson. My reasoning was that if the hoodie got wet, it would be just as useless as the rest of my gear & I’d be back in ‘Hypothermia-ville’, so better to eliminate the 80-mile out & back to Tombstone. 
Once I got that hoodie on, my core was warm & happy. I also purchased safety goggles that had better ‘wrap around’ protection (in case there was more hail). I ignored the sound reasoning from the past two hours & headed to Tombstone. It wasn’t courage or stupidity that changed my mind. It was the 30mph tailwind & 40-miles of slightly downhill road leading to Tombstone. I was gambling on two elements: that the rain would not start up again, and that the winds would ease up by the time I turned around in Tombstone. Both elements ‘mostly’ cooperated. There were still occasional sprinkles, but not enough to soak my hoodie; and the wind was tamed down to the 15mph range.
As I rolled out of Tombstone, I saw Chuck Williamson arriving. We waved at each other, put our heads down & kept riding. At every checkpoint on the 125-mile journey from Tombstone to Tucson, I went through a 45-minute ritual of thawing my hands. This practice devastated my time goal, but it was necessary. Finally, around 2am, I rolled into the hotel.
Once I was showered, warm & dry, I began to realize how dehydrated I’d become. It’s hard enough to hydrate properly when you’re wet & cold…but it’s even harder when your hands can’t grip the water bottle. Instead of eating a quick meal & sleeping from 2:30am to 5:30am (like I was hoping), I spent most of those hours drinking water and eating small meals in between the waves of nausea. I estimate I slept for combined 90-minutes.
At 5:30am I got up, packed all my clothes, tools & spare parts into my car and checked out of my room. By 6:50am I was on my bike and headed out for the final 135-miles. Aside from being dehydrated, my body felt great. Just 3-weeks ago I had completed this route in just over 7-hours…today I’d be happy with 9-hours.

The sun was out, blue sky, and not much wind. Even better, the temperature was still cool, so my original concerns of overheating on this final 200K were resolved. I can’t imagine a more beautiful day to be outdoors. If Saturday was ‘Yin’, then Sunday was ‘Yang’. Hundreds of cyclists were out for their training rides, enjoying the perfect weather. 
I was feeling celebratory when I pulled into San Manuel, 320-miles into the brevet. I knew there were still 55-miles to ride, but 40 of those miles were downhill. Slightly euphoric and thinking that this one was almost ‘in the bag’, I went to the restroom to void my bladder. I estimate that I’ve gone pee around 60,000-times in my life, and I don’t remember a single episode; but  I’ll never forget the pee I took in San Manuel. Things went normal at first…then a brown tint appeared in my urine…then pure, thick, viscous blood. It was shocking, and my only thought was “this can’t be good.”
I calmly left the restroom, bought some refreshments & water, sat down & texted my wife what had just occurred. Ruthann immediately called and asked if she should come and get me. I felt fine and really wanted to keep going, but felt like I needed to know what was causing the blood flow. I asked her to research the common causes for this symptom. Turns out the most common cause is dehydration. That made sense, and my fears subsided. 
I got back on my bike and rode the final leg, arriving at the finish at 4:07pm. Finishing was a triumph, but 34:07 hours was a new personal worst for me. I assumed the Canadians (Trev & Steven) had finished hours earlier and were probably downing their beverage of choice in a cozy location. I had seen Ryan & Illyssa riding up the hill to Oracle as I was riding down. They were going to be pretty close to the checkpoint closing times, so I doubt there were any cyclists behind them. I called Susan Reed, the trail boss for this brevet and let her know I had finished & was safe. 
[image: image1.jpg]3%




