The long distance all-rounder championships – 2011
By Arthur Puckrin

As a change from triathlon, I decided that for this year I would attempt the cycling Long Distance all-rounder competition. This involved 3 races: 100 miles, 12 hour and 24 hour championships. I was told that this was difficult and when I looked at the program I understood why. Although you could choose from several 100 mile races, there was only one 24 hour race and 3 – 12 hour races. Of the 3 -12 hour races, one was on the same day as the 24 hour race and the other two races were on the same day. So there was in fact no choice. Anyway, I sent off my entry forms and I would have to do what I could. The 100 mile championship was local at Ripon, and the 24 hour and 12 hour both in Cheshire and North Wales so not to far to travel. Now for some training as the race days would soon arrive. 

National 100 mile Time Trial Championships - 9th July, 2011 – Ripon

It was with some trepidation that I set out for Ripon. I had not done as much training as I would have wished, and also skies were very threatening with heavy showers forecast. Fingers crossed, and hope for the best as usual. 
We cowered under the bushes trying to gain some shelter as we waited for our turn to start. Once going, hopefully we would escape the rain. Only light at present, but the skies were black. At last my start – away I zoomed, down hill onto the duel carriageway of the A168. The course was three laps of the A19/A168. Dishforth roundabout to Osmotherly. Very boring, but fast and fairly flat with a westerly wind which was forecast to be light, but in the event varied from light to strong. At least I escaped the rain. The road was dry, and I tried to keep up my speed. These straight roads seemed to take forever, but I tried to concentrate, just keep pedalling and maintain a constant effort up the slopes and increase maximum on the downhill. Keep in the tuck position to minimise the effect of the wind which was mainly from the side. At last – Osmotherly, turn off the main road, onto the underpass, and then back up the other side. Only one more lap and I’m half way, I tried to encourage myself. It seemed a long way back to the start, but at last I made it. I did not feel too bad. Just two more laps and I’m done. The black clouds had vanished to leave a fine day, but as I approached Osmotherly once more, and the turn off, I could see them hovering and getting closer. Two miles before the turn off and down came the rain. Or rather, I rode into it. The roads were awash. Just a short distance and I could reverse my journey and remove myself from the water, I told myself. It became even heavier. At last the turn off. At the turn the marshal shouted to warn of DEEP WATER. They were not kidding. I rode circumspectly through the water and up the other side. Now, increase speed and get away from all this water. Two miles out the rain disappeared. Over half way now. I tried to encourage myself. I would soon arrive at the end. Faster riders overtook me although my Speedo was up to 31mph. What speed were they doing. At last the end of another lap. I crawled up the slope to the 3 roundabouts at the top of the Dishforth turn. Just one more lap. It remained dry again until I reached Osmotherly, then as I thought I’d escaped the rain, after I turned to retrace my steps, down it came again. These black clouds were just waiting for me. Still I would soon be away from them. I increased my speed – downhill away from the rain. Just half a lap left. I was very tired now, but my ordeal would soon be over. A long struggle to the finish at the “168 Diner”. I could see the signs 5 miles then 1 mile power through the finish – I wish – However in my elation, at finishing, I had forgotten that I now had a five mile ride into the wind to escape from the A168 and get to the car for a lift home. I noticed several riders collapsed into the hedge at the side of the road. I was not that bad, and eventually the last uphill into the wind, off the main road and back to the H.Q at Ripon leisure centre. 
My time was 5 hours 18 minutes 38 seconds. Probably as good as I could have wished for, but well behind the only other local finisher – Jeff Belt, Stockton Wheelers in 4 hours 27 minutes. An excellent ride, well done Jeff. 

A good feed, a shower and I was a new man. 

The National 24 hour championships – Chester

We travelled out with 2 days to spare so that I would be well rested and I could have a good look at the course. I had an early start. Just after 1pm. There was a strong Northerly wind behind me so I made a quick and easy ride to start to the far end of the course, but it was obviously a hard slog on the return journey. We had 2 long laps of 40 miles to start with then some smaller laps on the “Quina Brook” circuit. After the ride out and two long laps I had a quick stop to re-fuel and restock my drink bottles. As well as energy drink, I had a can of “Red Bull” which hopefully would keep me awake during the night. It seemed to work. After some jam sandwiches, cheese and biscuits and banana I was on my way. Over 100 miles, just about 300 more to go. 
I was trying to ride easy for I knew there was a long night ahead. The road surface on Quina Brook was very loose and it took my three laps to find the best line through the rubble. I hoped there was no traffic the opposite way as some of the bends were blind. 4 laps of Quina Brook and the light was fading. I had another quick stop to fix my light and put on cold weather clothing. I also had coffee and food to last me though the night. Back onto the long 40 mile circuit, it was now very dark, traffic was surprisingly heavy for a Sunday morning and the wind had eased with the fall of darkness. At the end of the lap, I had another stop. At treat as it was 11 ½ hours and 200 miles. The Red Bull seemed to work as I was still wide awake. After re-fuelling off I went into the night, another long lap. Just two more and it would be daylight. I tried encouraging myself. There was a brief streak of light in the sky, but not enough to see by. I needed my twin headlights and I had 4 rear lights so hopefully I would not be run down by a 40 ton Artic. I was passed and re-passed by riders in the night, all anonymous in the darkness. I took care to shout out my number as I passed each timekeeper. I hoped they would be awake. These laps seemed to be far longer at night. Also, I was tiring now. But I was well over half way, just keep the wheels turning and eventually the end will come. As I returned for my 6th long lap, day light arrived. I stopped for breakfast of jam sandwiches and cheese and Ritz crackers, coffee and coke. Fatigue was setting in now. Back onto Quina Brook for as many laps as possible. At least the laps went quickly, although there was quite a steep hill towards the finish of the laps which seemed to get steeper every time I rode up it. I had another stop for food. The wind had freshened with the coming of daylight, and I would have to ride back 16 miles into the wind and uphill most of the way. After 20 hours on the go, I did not fancy this at all. I had a lie down for 10 minutes, but then decided I had better get on with it. Once on my way, it was not too bad. Although I felt terrible, I was surprised to be still overtaking riders, but at least it gave me some encouragement. At last, I reached the finishing circuit and calculated that I had 2 laps to go. It had been very cold in the night, and although it was midday now, I still had not warmed up and was still wearing my winter gear of 4 shirts and leg warmers. I felt no need to remove them. I was very tired now and looking forward to the end. One lap down, start of the next. They seemed to pass quite quickly, and although I had a few minutes in hand, I did not feel like starting another lap, so I stopped at the time keeper at the end of the lap and rode in for a welcome shower, cup of tea and sit down, relief it was all over. We still have not had the final results, but I knew I was well ahead of my distance from the previous year, mainly because I had been able to stay awake all night and keep riding. I made it 359 miles, not brilliant, but probably quite good for me. 

Thanks to Jon Williams and his team who as always organised a superb event. 

An early night and a good rest was required.  

The 12 Hour National Championships

I had 3 weeks to prepare for my final event, the 12 hour National Championships which was on a similar course. I was reluctant to ride the bike for some days and still very tired after a week of rest and recovery. However, the week before the event, I managed an 84 mile ride, a 70 mile ride and then some taper and 3 days rest before travelling again to Chester. 

This meant a 6am start. Breakfast was 3 slices of bread and jam and a banana. I couldn’t face anything else so early so it would have to do. 

The rain, heavy during the previous week had fortunately disappeared. A dry and cold start, no wind. We had 4 long laps. The first towards Shrewsbury. I found out why we did this first. Several long hills. Good job I was fresh. However, this soon passed and I had 3 laps of road towards Telford which although it had several long drags which slowed me down it had no steep climbs. Just as well. 

I had planed to stop to re-fuel after 100 miles, but for some reason the lap was cut short and I never made it to the re-fuelling point. However this meant the 3rd lap started early. Good Psychologically, but still the distance had to be covered at some time. 3 laps, I had a quick stop at 150 miles. Jam sandwiches cheese and Ritz crackers, coffee and coke, and on my way. One more short lap and onto the finishing circuit. I was very tired now, but so was everyone. The wind freshened in the afternoon making it more difficult, but the short laps about 13 miles went quickly. I counted to 3 and hoped it was the finish, but no, I had to start another one and although it was interesting with a rough road surface to avoid if possible, there was a steep hill towards the end of the lap which seemed to get steeper each time I climbed it. Eventually, the timekeepers showed mercy and told me I could stop. 205 miles completed. However, I still had to ride another 6 miles to the finish in the church hall. Where I found I was unable to face solid food and had to make do with cups of warm tea. After 3 hours waiting for the results and my Championship medal, back to the hotel for an early night and a good long sleep. Many thanks to Mary, the world’s best support crew who kept me fed and watered and drove me across the finish line. To John Tayler for inspiration and to the organisers and timekeepers who were diligent and correct. Hopefully, I will be in the top ten when the final results of the Long Distance all-rounder are announced at the end of the year.     
