                                            RIDING A 10 TO PB PERFECTION

Hi fellow wheelers, here is a story of riding my perfect ten race in my Time-trialing journey so far. I have never seen an article that gives an insight into how it actually feels to push your body and mind to the limit, in order to attain that thing you most desire, which in our case is a PB. I hope this story goes some way to addressing that.  We can be sure that PB’s come in many guises whether they be course PB’s, lifetime PB’s or simply placing PB’s in an event you ride every year.

This is my account of going under the 22 minute barrier for the first time, I hope it inspires you to do the same and dig that little bit deeper within yourself as PB’s don’t just happen they are truly earned ;-)

Enjoy!

So to my ride - I must admit that with the race being put back by 10 minutes due to a lorry getting jammed under a bridge on the course and the wind picking up noticeably before the start - I was starting to feel the pressure of that 22 barrier slipping further away. After a short sharp warm up with a couple of efforts me and Magic headed for the line (Magic is a guy I coach, Dan Barnett through Velocity Coaching) - while I was warming up I noticed how well my legs felt - you know when you are pinging as you can't feel them at all up drags etc. We passed the start clocking the numbers and calculating how long we had then headed down the hill - pulled over and proceeded to both neck our caffeine Gels with around 10 minutes to the off. We had a brief chat then Dan set off - while I waited gathering my thoughts and emotions - visualizing the course and myself working hard out into that headwind and up the drag to the roundabout and crossing the line punching the air in victory. I smiled to myself and said 'its do or die time!' clipped in and headed for the line.
I got to the line to see Dan who was my minute man sat 4 riders back at number 11 just as I pulled up behind number 8 was on his way. I got Magic to hold my bike while I climbed off and emptied my nervous bladder for the last time. Before I knew it Magic was on the line and we were wishing each other well - the game plan was for me to be heading up the ramp to the turn as Magic was coming down it - which would mean I would be around 25-30seconds down at that point - we knew with the form he is in that if I could hold him to a minute then I would get that 21 a big ask as 4 weeks ago I was nearly 5 minutes behind him in a 25 but my form and confidence had shot up since then after some consistent hard training and 2 PB's in my last 2 races.
I watched Magic go and started my stopwatch as he left - thinking how smooth and powerful he looked as he dropped on to his aero bars and disappeared down the hill. I remember thinking how am I going to stick within a minute of him 
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?  then dismissing the negative thought and replacing it with 'I'm going to stick within a minute of you dude if I die doing it!'. '10 seconds' the starter snapped me back into the here and now and a rush of adrenalin or maybe it was the caffeine gel flooded into me - I took a deep breath in through my nose '3..2.. 1' and I was away - my first thoughts were about Magic’s start for some reason and I found myself mirroring his effort perfectly as I headed down the slip road, easing on to the tri-bars and letting my speed build up with very little pressure on the pedals - my strategy was to hit the exit and then try and hold this free speed till the turn. I knew it was going to be a lonely ride and that I had to concentrate and stay focused for every second of this race as it was one of a couple of chances I might have to destroy that 22 barrier. Three to 4 minutes in and my legs began to bite my response into the wind was to dig harder as I knew that this out leg was where I had to keep my speed up as much as possible - knowing that whatever I lost I would have to make up on the back leg. I was surprised to see a rider up the road around what must have been the 3 mile mark and before I knew it I was up to and passing number 9...am I going well?.... are they going badly?... I was so focused that for the first time ever I can't recall shouting encouragement at this rider. I hit a couple of drags the last one killing my speed drastically or at least that how it felt as I knocked it down a couple of cogs and tried to maintain a nice smooth rhythm. I knew the slip road was just past this point and was soon gathering speed again as I headed for the ramp and started the climb to the first roundabout...Magic where is he?.. As I glanced right sure enough there he was coming down the exit I could see he was glancing at me and we were both on the rivet! It was just as I had visualized and I knew that this first part of the race had been executed bang on and I was on target!
At that point the steepness of the ramp began to exert its will on to my legs - the biting of lactic slowing my cadence as I dropped down the extensions - sat back in the saddle bringing my glutes and hamstrings into play, mouth agape trying to get as much oxygen in as possible. I knew this part of the race was crucial and took the first roundabout fast and smooth unable to thank the Marshall and already out of the saddle for a quick kick to the 2nd where I gave myself a second to cruise around and on to the slip road - gasped an unintelligible thank you and was down the exit and into a 57-11 for the first time in the race. My instinct told me that I had negotiated the roundabouts faster than I had ever done before and a quick glance at the stop watch showed a time of 10-45 with a minute to come off I knew that I must of covered the first 4.8 miles or so in under 10 minutes so I was going well! “Come on”!!! I shouted out loud digging harder on the pedals determined to hurt myself more than ever before - soon the first drag back hit me as I dropped down onto a 57/13 rolling it over determined not to lose speed or fight the bike just smooth and powerful Mash...smooth and powerful.
A car came past way too close and piped at me, at that point I realized that I was working hard, really hard as normally I would hurl abuse and offer a few choice selections from my hand language repertoire [image: image2.png]


but there was no chance of that. I looked up the blurred road - sweat dripping in synchronization with each stroke of the pedals as I found myself thinking of this thread and the humiliation of having to post the fact that I had failed on it and how horrible that would feel - like I had let myself down and those who were rooting for me. My legs responded to this thought pumping hard on the pedals piston like as the words 'rip yourself a new ars*hole Mash' popped into my head from Elitist a line I have used to get him zoned on a few occasions!
Before I knew it I could see the last drag to the layby ahead so I knew I had about 2 miles or just under to go - my legs were screaming but I asked for more and more they gave! Powering up the drag in the same 57/13 gear I began to crest the top - my blurred vision just making out Dell's kneeling figure as she set up to take a picture. I began to gather speed again - pushing every last ounce of energy into those pedals the only thought I had was of a 21...I have to do it...I must do it...my heart was pounding in my chest feeling like it would burst out Alien like at any second, My hearing was all but gone and I could feel the sensation of my oxygen starved brain beginning to shut down as the darkness started to creep in on my peripheral vision [image: image3.png]


I had been here before on the turbo many times -gasping with the pain - wanting to stop but pushing harder - the last 90 seconds feeling like a body and soul destroying eternity. For the first time ever on this course I began to go faster up the drag to the finish - faster and faster pouring on the pain into every turn of the cranks, fueled by the desperate thought of failure and how much more that would sting.
The line was crossed - I gasped my number out and glanced at the watch 22-27.................22.27?........I punched the air in victory...YEEEEESSSS!!!.....then stopped and caught myself..dazed and still reeling from the effort of the ride [image: image4.png]


- I could not recall at that point when I had started the stop watch...did I start it before the off...or was it on auto when I started?....it was auto...my heart sank [image: image5.png]


...no you started it on Magic!...my stomach flipped.
I pulled into the layby after the finish where Magic, his Dad and Dell were waiting..still bemused....'I had you to me about a minute and ten down on Dan at that point' Dell said...'I think I just PB'd' said Magic with a 20-31 which would give you a sub 22 for sure!
No way I could have lost that much was there? , no, I was pushing harder, faster....no way...surely. Only the board of truth could settle my mind , after stopping back to cheer Hutch on we headed for the HQ-I rang Dan who Had just arrived...'do you want to know what you did?' he inquired......'noooo!'...I said hand over my eyes ' I can't take it dude....just tell me...will I be happy!?'.....'Oh yes mate.....you will be VERY happy!' Came the enthusiastic reply.
I put the phone down still spaced out and shell shocked...'what if I have just PB'd with a 22.01 Dell'.. 'No chance' she replied 'Magic wouldn't have said VERY pleased if that was the case!'
We parked up and I was across the road and jogging into the HQ - my stomach churning -the anticipation was immense - the first person to greet me was Magic with a big handshake - 'well done dude, go check out the board!'...my eyes searched nervously for my name. I was all over the place. I couldn't remember what number I was for a second or two, then It clicked...I focused in on number 12...followed my name across to the 4 digits at the side of it.....and was stunned by what I saw.......21-26....I repeated what my eyes were showing me.....'twenty one twenty six'...and then the enormity of what I had just done hit me...' TWENTY ONE TWENTY SIX!!!!.........'YEEEESSSSSS' I sank down and punched the air in victory in true Elvis, Johnny Bravo style!
So there you go it was a truly wondrous top banana day..'aint life a wonderment [image: image6.png]




I hope I wasn't the only one to break through a huge barrier today and look forward to hearing about it tomorrow - whenever I get up...something tells me it may be a restless night!
So what now?........can I go sub 21?????? Can’t believe I have just typed that. What a surreal moment this is! Lol

Footnote in July of this year I went sub 22 minutes in our charity 10 event kindly organized by are very own Kent Hallington and his lovely wife, not forgetting his family and all the wheelers who gave there time also ;-) This was on the A10/20 course at Tuxford, my favourite local course and a sub 22 was a season’s goal accomplished. The year before I went through the 10 mile mark in the 10.2 mile version in 22-21 which on a tough windy day mirrored the conditions of this year’s race, except that it was much wetter and cooler this year! Lol

So if I hit the V718 with the same conditions and form next year maybe, just maybe I can get under that 21 barrier or do a 22 on any of our courses, now that would be worth putting on my Xmas list!


Mash

