Buffalo Challenge – 2 October 2011 (by Marlene Stals)

Being on the committee and organising a ride like this is hard work!!  So when Sunday morning dawned the running around began.  On arrival at Ocean View Farm, Dennis and Casey were already hard at work with sweet treats and warm coffee to go with the miserable weather.  After attending to some errands, race briefing was done and we were ready to rock and roll.   After what seemed like forever on the start line we finally were given the go ahead  and sent on our way.  A few metres up the road we turned into the forest and were greeted by Pink spray paint and Orange day glo stickers (these being a story all on their own).  A winding path through the forest ensured some single track traffic and morale was up end everyone was in good spirits.  One moment that stands out is a female voice from the back shouting “Ride ‘em Cowboy…yeeeehaaaah” to which a few ‘whoooohoooo’s’ were returned.  And then disaster struck, and I managed to decorate my front wheel with lime green slime spilling out a little hole, how entertaining!!  The temptation to just turn back and go sit by the fireplace with a well deserved cold one was VERY tempting!!!  But big girls don’t cry so I did the proper thing and patched my tyre, borrowed a pump from a very kind gentleman (in the morning rush the last thing I thought of taking with was a pump … Dumba$$ of the day award goes to me!!) After having what seemed like the entire 81 riders on the 25km pass me I finally got back on and started riding, but my happiness was short lived when I heard the familiar sound of “pppppssssstttttttt” on my front wheel AGAIN!!!!  I see Candy coming towards me on her way back (she gave up her ride to help at the finish – much appreciated Candy – next one it’s my turn to sit out and we won’t debate it this time … LOL) and after some chit chat and looking at the green bubbles we decide to swop bikes and off I went again.  I had some serious catching up to do and by this time the rain was coming down too.  Eventually the first downhill came and I managed to pass some riders that overtook me.  There is so much to say about this ride, but I have limited space so I’ll make a long story short!!  After some awesome trails we got to the Village People’s watertable (start singing YMCA) and the scene  that greeted me on the long descent was of riders battling their way up the hill in the drizzle and mist to near the half way mark.  After climbing up that hill the road turned off onto another brief descent and up yet another hill still knowing that the really long climb was just before the end. A lot of chatting along the route, admiring the scenery and general bike talk got a lot of people up those climbs and then came the BIGGIE …. We turned back onto the main road and the hill started.  A little ‘chirp’ board greeted us with the words “At least look like you’re having fun” … yeah, we were having fun – well, at least I was, then I knew I was on my way home!  A few more ‘chirps’ along the way and passing a few riders walking the long hill out,  the most famous board of the day came into sight, tactfully (Or sarcastically) placed at the steepest part of the hill, it read:  “Bakkies Botha didn’t use granny gear when he rode up this hill” … Well,  I did and I was damn proud of it!!  And when I got to the top the Village People (start singing YMCA again) and their kids were cheering us on, clapping, singing and dancing.  And then the finish line came, which I must confess left me a little disappointed, I had such a great time I was tempted to do a second loop, but Committee duty called and there was work to be done.  I still have so much to say about this ride!!!  I don’t think there are words to describe how awesome it was, you’ll just have to go out there and see for yourself.   The committee where completely overwhelmed with the turnout and support we had and the rave reviews that followed.  I’ve always seen those scenes on the Cape Epic T.V footage where the locals stand at the side of the road and cheer the riders on and I’ve wondered what it felt like, well, it might have been brief but for a moment I knew.  It might not have been the Cape Epic, but for me it was ‘epic’ enough just knowing I finished and that I didn’t walk the hills out … and I earned some respect doing so!!
