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100 Miles Challenge!!


110 Actual Miles 
(Thanks to Mark's Navigational Skills)

Friday 12th August 2011
'MOLTENI BOYS' HAVE MORE FUN
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                            Pub in Dent                                               Top of the world

LATE AGAIN SORRY!
The day started out like any other Tritanium event, it was raining and I was late! but this was helped by the fact that Iain had only just arrived. Although it was no surprise to anyone that I was last to be ready, not helped by the fact that my back wheel had popped out whilst in transit and I thought I’d buckled it and wouldn't be able to ride, (I went a nice shade of green at the thought that I was all dressed up with no where to go) as ever Mark was around to fix the problem and make me feel like an idiot as he fixed it in 5 seconds. Graham and Mark who say I’m enthusiastic, had cycled to the meeting point and were sheltering in a bus stop, as we were to experience later a bus may not have been a bad idea at times and who would have thought that Iain's humorous character profiles would once again prove to be true to form, those 2 hours sat quietly typing away while trying not to wake the kids up in Norway proved to be time well spent.

Well we were off, sadly the rain meant the Molteni matching tops would have to be hidden away like a secret weapon up our sleeves, until a very brief break in the showers later in the day. I can only speak for myself but I’m sure Iain and Graham would agree that for the mere mortals in the team it was both the most exhilarating and enjoyable ride of our lives and the worst ride ever all rolled into one.

LETS BEGIN!
The first 20 miles passed by incident free, we seemed to have the roads to ourselves and were chatting two abreast, we were ticking over at approx 13.1 miles an hour avg but according to Mark's computer it said that all day and at times I wasn't doing 13.1 miles a fortnight. It was time for the first pit stop, quick toilet break and apparently in this quaint little part of the world bins don't exist and according to the man in the visitors centre, patrons are expected to take their rubbish home with them, can you imagine how that would go down in Burnley! mind you in some areas of Burnley you would think the bins had been removed. Although this was a seemingly uneventful stoppage it was to be marked by two milestones, the first being that due to a break in the showers, the 'MOLTENI BOYS'  were finally unleashed on the world, it was at this point when met with the task of putting all my energy bars and gels into three small back pockets I realised I may have over done it, but when packing food, there is still a fat man inside ruling the roost, but I did manage to lighten the load by passing off a lovely banana bar to Iain. Now Iain is the subject of the second milestone of the day, which unfortunately was the first and most hilarious fall, whilst clipped in Iain decided to lean on a wooden post while waiting for me (Again) although little did he know the base of the post was rotten and it collapsed, Iain went down in installments, at first I was convinced he'd saved it but then inevitably he came crashing down, in a very supportive manner I laughed until I could hardly breath.

MOLTENI BOYS UNVEILED (‘This way will do’ Mark)

Off we were again, this time with slightly more kudos due to the Molteni factor. We were picking up speed and enjoying the views. Now at first Mark was very conscientious and had his map out at every opportunity although as highlighted in Iain’s alternative profile, navigation is not Marks strongest point. He soon began using phrases like, "oh this way looks alright" and "this will do its going North" this was to be our downfall as instead of turning left in the direction of Settle at around 30 miles, we headed straight on towards a lovely little village by the name of, I cant quite remember but I think it was Althorn or something similar but it was like stepping back in time. The village name is irrelevant and not the point, the point being that we had cycled 10 miles in the wrong direction over a road which can only be described as a 'Mountain Pass', with more sheep than a Yorkshire speed dating evening. The brief elation of the 10,000 ft descent at speed despite having my hands on the brakes the whole way down was soon to be eclipsed by the realisation that we had gone the wrong way and one way or another we would be going back over the same 'Mountain pass' albeit from another angle a few miles down the road. These two major climbs had been the first of the day to really test us and the hundred mile challenge had hit home.
ONWARD & UPWARD
Now back on track, the smallest of hills or even speed humps hurt just that little bit more and every one felt worse than the last, although the roads were smoother and we were able to pick up some speed. We all knew our legs were there and the realisation of what lay ahead had begun to sink in. If memory serves we were all going fine until the next epic venture onto the Yorkshire moorland and we happened upon another 'Mountain Pass', there were plenty of sheep around again and Iain seemed to have the lingo with the sheep and knew what words to say to get them out of the road. This was a reality check and this one hurt and the rain had started again, at the top of this pass or what we believed to be the top was a lovely lady in a burger van, Iain purchased 5 bottles of water and the lady gave us 6 (I think) it was at this point the jackets were back on, energy bars and gels were the order of the day, unbeknown to everyone else I was having an internal fight to the death with the inner fat man who was trying to convince my brain to order a bacon butty. We carried on over the moors, the mist was upon us and we were digging deep. By the way I won and I didn’t have the bacon butty, by now the rain was gradually and when I say gradually I mean rapidly eating away at our resolve and we were all running in auto pilot, muttering the words Kirby Lonsdale Kirby Lonsdale, which was where we hoped to stop for Lunch. Now when I talk of fatigue and us all being knackered at any point, I’m referring to me, Iain and Graham who seemed to take it in turns all day to be on our last legs throughout the day, in all honesty we were holding Mark up and he could've finished 2 hours before us and he hardly broke a sweat. Despite the fatigue and the rain, the views on top of the moors were outstanding, Iain compared it to the scenery in 'Lord of the Rings', it was incredible and I wish we'd taken more photos, but to be honest the rain put pay to that for the majority of the day. Now as we made our way down the 'Mountain pass', we were all desperate for lunch and for a break or at least a break in the hills. My legs were on fire, I had short bursts of enthusiasm and energy and these were followed by even longer stints of feeling like I wanted to die. Our prayers would be answered or so we were told by Mark, so as you could imagine we weren't jumping for joy. As we turned left off the mountain pass into a valley, Dent was apparently waiting for us and there shouldn't be any hills we were told. Surprisingly though, credit where its due, this turned out to be the case as we spent the next half an hour free rolling down a very slight gradient alongside a picturesque fast flowing river, at one part a speeding Land Rover nearly took us all out of the game, leading to few four letter expletives from me and Iain. The rain got worse though and was border line torrential and as a consequence of not pedaling we were all feeling the cold and we were soaked to the skin, but as we had all hoped for a break in the hill climbs the same happened with the rain and it cleared up brightening all of our spirits as we all free rolled into Dent like four cowboys of the wild west rolling into town in search of a saloon.

ARRIVING IN DENT
Now the first Dilemma of Dent was to be the food situation, we had given up on making it to Kirby Lonsdale to eat, but did we go for the quaint little village cafe or the pub with a roaring fire, some other cyclists recommended the pub. We ignored their advice at first before turning round and make our way back up the steep cobbled street. This is where I would get my comeuppance for laughing so heartily at Iain’s fall earlier on. We pulled into the side to avoid a car and both me and Iain we trying not to clip out, a quick back pedal and I thought I’d cracked it, but my wet hands came off my bars as I tried to pull up the hill, leaving me to come crashing down in front of the other cyclists who looked far more concerned than Iain as he was laughing away which was only fair. The pub was definitely the correct choice, we left our bikes outside, not locked up which was a slight concern at first, only to me though. A roaring open fire soon warmed us through and to be honest we took full advantage and piled most of our wet clothing on bar stools in front of the fire. Now Graham and Iain both ordered alcoholic drinks, Graham a shandy and Iain a Guinness, I was not so brave and stuck to an orange and soda. Now I think the mile count was around 65 miles when we stopped for lunch but I could be mistaken, what I was sure of was that the average miles per hour stood at 13.1. We all ordered Bacon cheese burgers and chips which I’m sure is what all top athletes eat mid race, Graham was the exception who had the biggest Cumberland sausage I’ve ever seen which meant he couldn't even finish it, now back in the day I would have been finishing that sausage off (Don't add in your own jokes at that point, this is a clean blog) but as I had already left my inner fat man battered and bruised over the earlier bacon butty debacle it was easy to defeat him once again. Now I took the liberty of drying out my socks using the toilet hand dryer, to everyone else’s bemusement as we were going back out into the rain. As I left the toilet everyone else was outside, so once again I was the last one ready, I was left in the pub to gather my things up on my own and make awkward conversation with a weird tandem riding couple which we kept coming across all day, I’m convinced they were swingers, they freaked me out a little bit. Back outside predictably Iain had hidden my bike round the corner, which was very comical as any thief would have left my bike and taken the other three far superior machines.

A TALE OF TWO HILLS (We Hoped)

The last fifty miles or so was a tale of two hills, or so we thought! We were told by Mark that before the finish there would be two big hills. So Hill! after Hill! after very big Hill! came and went and we all felt good and we were chain ganging, the burger and chips hadn’t had the negative effect I thought it might have. A sense of impending doom began to come over me, Iain and Graham as we were becoming increasingly concerned about the monsters that lay in wait. On a different note, me and Graham were surprised how much our bums were hurting following the pub, mine felt bruised. Its like they had regained their feeling after warming up in the pub and they had been completely numb before hand. 
Iain turned out to be right once again as it was Graham who got a front tire puncture as we came to the top of a hill, this broke our stride as we started to chain gang again at good speed, each of us taking our turn at the front setting the pace, I felt ok at the front but struggled to keep up at the back, a few wise words from Iain and a pep talk I was back on track. Back to the puncture, Mark took over early doors, as Maintenance is one of his strengths but as Iain pointed out in his profile not one of Graham’s. Mark had a fancy tire lever but the job turned out to be tricky and we were led to believe that the wheel had a particularly tight rim (again keep them to yourself). The extra few minutes rest was welcomed and we were also asked by a nice lady passing by if we were ok and if we needed a phone or anything which was pleasant. Iain also shared a funny anecdote about what the old chap at his local bike shop said when he took in his Campagnolo wheels. The saying was ‘if you don’t have Campagnolo, you’ll cramp up and go slow’, you may have had to be there, but we all found it funny. All repaired and ready to go, I’d also raised my seat, I was clutching at straws, the banter was flowing and our mood had picked up, back on our quest in search of the elusive two hills. Unfortunately we would not have long to wait.

TWIN PEAKS
With renewed enthusiasm and plenty of vigor back in our legs after our unscheduled break we were all attacking every hill, but as the day went on our bursts of energy became brief and our legs were soon on fire and we were once again left worrying about what lay ahead. We looked up at a long hill with a steady incline that seemed to go on for miles, I put everything into this hill and managed to keep chatting with Mark up front, I’d convinced myself that this was the first of the two hills as Mark now seemed unsure and I thought he was playing it down. I could not have been more wrong as at the peak of this hill the trees that had lined the road either side of the road like saluting soldiers watching their fellow serviceman going into battle had made way for moorland and lots of it, we were back up amongst the mist and driving rain and a battle is what we were now involved in and I was all out of weapons of mass destruction. Marks definition of a big hill may differ from ours, we could see for miles, we gazed upon hills that lead to other hills, there we no down hills to assist us in the climbs there was the occasional slight incline. I think we were approaching the 80 mile point and amazingly still averaging 13.1 mph. These hills weren’t much bigger than what we had tackled earlier in the day but after six hours in the saddle it took everything, we all kept going and going and we would encourage each other but there was a breaking point, the steepest climb of the day, so close to the top, Iain was slowly weaving from side to side desperately trying take the incline out of the hill and just keep going. I was in the granny cog, I was the only one with a granny cog which meant I should’ve found it easier. Graham was the first it had become to much it was just too steep, he had to start to walk, only moments later despite my granny cog I just couldn’t go on anymore I was mentally and physically exhausted the elements played their part, the wind was right in our face and the rain continued to wash away our resolve. I started to push, trudging just behind Graham, we were 20 meters or so from the summit and I could see Iain had made it and I was gutted, I felt like I’d been beaten. After only a few meters of pushing I attempted to get back on my steed but it was just to steep I couldn’t clip in. Five meters further on was a lay by which was a touch flatter, now this is where karma really did tap me on the shoulder and say unlucky. At this point I was in a delirious stooper, I was cold, wet, disappointed and desperate to get back on and prove I had what it takes to overcome this challenge. I clipped in, but I just couldn’t put enough forward momentum into the bike to clip my right foot in and I fell again into a ditch full of water, my bike landed on me which managed to cut my leg on the chain ring, leaving me bleeding, my only saving grace is that everyone else had reached the summit so the pleasure of my ridiculous tumble was reserved for me and the sheep. I put the idea of getting back on firmly to the back of my mind and trudged up to the summit a forlorn figure.
TOP OF THE WORLD
As I appeared over the brow of the hill the others were admiring the view, and asked for a picture, my hands were so cold I struggled to get my phone out to everyone’s amusement. A couple of pictures taken, we were all in a similar mood, we were happy to be at the top but we would be quite happy if we were a couple of miles from home, but we were around 30 miles away and it may as well have been 5 or 5000 miles away we were spent. As this was the longest ride we had all embarked on with the exception of Mark we were in new territory and we weren’t sure what we had left in the tank and whether we would get any energy back in our legs. We kept surprising ourselves, we didn’t need much rest to be able to get going again and we started to feel more positive as we started the descent from the top of the world. 

THINGS ARE LOOKING UP
The second of the twin peaks was loaded with as much venom as its predecessor but this time we had a smile on our face, the rain had seen fit to give us another short reprieve and surprisingly our legs were answering the call from our new found sense of optimism and improved mental state. Half way up this beast of a hill Iain did what he had done a number of times, he dropped back a bit as he slipped a gear and we couldn’t see him, and then from nowhere he appeared. Iain was also amazing at riding with no hands and managed to put his jacket on and off at will throughout the day, occasionally I tried the no hands thing for a matter of seconds before the fear kicked in, I find It hard enough grabbing my drinks bottle. We all began to power up this winding slalom of a hill, all of us aware that we had taken the worst of what the day had to throw at us and we could put all we had into reaching the summit, I felt I had something to prove after having to walk up the last mountain pass. Mark on the other hand is some kind of human mountain goat cross breed as he seemed unfazed by anything in his path all day.

ALL ROADS LEAD TO HOME 
We were looking at approximately 25 miles home, and with our 13.1 avg mph speed we weren’t out of the woods yet. The previous 10 miles had been hard going and we had become segregated all going at our own pace, but we had now regrouped and we were pushing chain ganging again giving each other a rest and taking turns at the front. The night was drawing in it was still misty and it was around 5 o’clock, the views were magnificent. All of us were eating up the miles and the hills, sometimes I was using uphill gears on the flat, but I was all out of water and I’d eaten my own body weight in energy bars so my legs weren’t what they were and the speed was relative. 

9 MILES FROM HOME AGAIN!

Clitheroe was our destination and as a very helpful sign pointed out it was 9 miles away, oh the joy! Although not for the first time that day we traveled a number of miles only to be greeted by another sign saying exactly the same amount of miles. So once again it was 9 miles to Clitheroe. At this point looking out across the Ribble Valley we took stock, Iain helped me finish my third banana energy bar, which did taste a bit like an ash trays, this was only fair as In my hour of need Iain had given me a piece of Mars bar which was the best piece of Mars Bar I’d ever eaten in my life. The Rain had stopped once again and the clouds made way for clear skies. It was time to ditch the jackets once more and the Molteni Boys were coming home. 

SPRINT FINISH
At around 6 miles to go we were in familiar territory as we were on the road we started out on. The touch paper had been lit, we were all flying, initially staying in our line formation, gradually we started to subconsciously race each other, well this was after our final hurdle which Mark referred to as a ‘Little Kicker’ which as you can imagine to a half mountain goat crazy man creature it my be a little kicker but in fact it was horrendously steep hill with a hairpin bend, but we were all still on the adrenaline train and we weren’t getting off! Choo choo! It was Graham who I remember breaking rank first and he made a dash from behind me and that sparked our sprint for home, we had a renewed energy and it felt exhilarating, in my head the people of Clitheroe had been anxiously awaiting our arrival, Iain did his signature no hands with a full on Tour de France style arms in the air. 

We had completed the challenge and then some (Thanks Mark) in my eyes we were now members of a team and Tritanium is continuing to evolve. I found out something new about everyone and the banter was back and forth all day, what more can you ask for? 

Until Next Time 

Nathan                  
