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Nobody warned me I would be rid-
ing with a tri-athlete.
When I was on the phone inter-

viewing Vince Hancock, the public re-
lations guy from the 2011 Tour DaVita,
a 250-mile bike ride with an overnight
stop in Simsbury, a flash of light struck
me, metaphorically speaking, of
course.
“Vince,” said I. “How about if I join

along for part of your ride?”
He loved the idea and set it up

quickly, presumably before I could
change my mind. I would meet riders
at the halfway mark on day 2 and ride
about 35 miles. Vince got me a tent,
too, to sleep in, joining the other
campers during their night beneath the
stars. But, clever as he is, Vince omit-
ted a very important, even crucial de-
tail. He failed to inform me that he
would be my riding partner, but that
makes sense, after all the PR guy’s job
is to babysit reporters. The significant
omission was of his status as a tri-ath-
lete.
Somewhere between “this morning

I ran up a mountain before I started my
75-mile bike ride” and “I’m obsessed
with skiing and love sky diving,” he ca-
sually mentioned that he was a tri-ath-
lete. You know, one of those too-in-
shape people that, for the sheer fun of
it, push their bodies through painful en-
durance races made up of biking, run-
ning and swimming.
“But,” he assured, “we’re in no race

today. We can ride as fast or slow as
you like. You set the pace. I’m in no
hurry.”
Rightttt.
I mean, I’m sure he thought he

meant it. He even babbled something
about the tour philosophy being that
every rider goes as fast and as far as
is his personal best. No further. No
faster.And, to his credit, I did, in theory,
set the pace.
But while my peddling speed set

the actual pace at which we rode –
which I am pleased to say was be-
tween 14 and 15 mph for almost the
whole way, except on the hills – he

must have realized that it was his ath-
leticism that got my feet going as fast
as they did. I mean, come on, I had to
save face. The way I saw it, the closer
the better to the 21 mph that he said
he would have done had he been
alone.
He even said I was “kickin’ it” on the

hills and, at one point, as I pushed as
fast as possible on the upswing, he
said, “You’re killing me,” which made it
sound like I was doing pretty well.
I can be pretty stubborn when it

comes down to it.
We exchanged stories for the 2 1/2-

hour ride. He told me of his love of ski-
ing in Utah, of riding in the hills of
Colorado and about his two dogs who
were at home with his wife while he

was on the ride. I told of hiking with my
dog, letting her run leash-free as she
follows me on trail rides, of taking the
trek up Mount Washington in winter
and my love of waterfalls.
Along the route, when enthused

onlookers encouraged and praised us,
Vince told me I was not a cheater, be-
cause I seriously thought I was. Espe-
cially when this one girl said, with such
sincerity, “Just impressive. Really, re-
ally impressive.”
I said, “I feel like I’m cheating when

they do that. I’m only riding 35 miles,
you guys are going 250.”
“That’s more information than they

need,” he insisted.
Vince, for the most part, rode be-

hind me. It was our strategy. That way,
he said, he would be the one to get
clipped if an automobile driver wasn’t
paying attention. Who knew PR guys
were willing to sacrifice their lives for

reporters?
The ride was only part of the Tour

DaVita experience. There was so
much more going on than I expected
at the campsite, which was set up at
Simsbury Meadows. First, there were
crowds of cheering, noise-making, ap-
plauding folk at the finish line. Then
there was all the food and drink. Hand-
fuls of M&Ms and crackers with
cheese restored my energy, then
Vince pointed to a large white tent.
“That one,” he grinned, “is where

you get your massage.”
Seriously?
Yep. Inside the tent were rows of ta-

bles where weary riders unwound as
skilled massage therapists worked
their miracles. I joined the fray and was
pleased – it being my first ever profes-
sional massage – with how soothed
my muscles became as they relaxed
under the warmth of practiced hands.

Vince also introduced me to all the
cool people. There were about 420 rid-
ers, each of whom raised between
$750 and $2,000 for the Kidney Trust
for a grand total of approximately
$700,000. That included the two riders
that get dialysis three times a week.
Mark Richardson of Columbus,

Ohio, was an avid rider before he got
sick, then, after three months of being
anemic and all the other symptoms of
kidney disease, he had to get back on
his bike. It took months to get there,
though, he said.
“I’m feeling powerful, actually. I

mean, this is actually a life-changing
experience,” he said of the ride.
“Lemonade out of lemons.”
Matthew Purvis of Pensacola, Fla.,

met with me shortly after a round of
dialysis. He was doing the 250-mile
ride, he said, because it is important to
do something big in order to be heard.
Despite having had a kidney trans-
plant, Purvis said at the end of a long
day riding he is no different than the
other riders.
“I feel pretty much like everybody

else, hungry, tired and sore,” he said.
Then there was more food. Dinner

was a veritable feast. The first course
included a delicious crab dip. Then the
main course was laid out, with juicy fla-
vor-filled chicken, steak and vegetable
kabobs, soft, perfectly cooked red po-
tatoes, and trays and trays of choices.
But the best part, for me, was

sneaking away.

By then, I was sort of disconcerted.
I did not know there were sinks any-
where on the campsite, hence, I had
not even had a chance to wash up
after the ride and I really just wanted
clean hands, so when a 10-minute
break was announced, I slipped away,
quiet like, got my towel and toiletries
and, ahh, took a hot shower in a mod-
ern marvel: a shower truck.
Dessert, as it happens, tastes yum-

mier when you are clean.
After dinner, teams went on stage

and did “we are here chants,” which
were really re-written songs, the new
verses relating to long, painful bike
rides. Then it was time to go outside
and sit by the campfire.
There were several campfires, but

ours was the best because we had a
guitar player. We sang the night away,
just like on episodes of “The Waltons,”
where the family sits around the fire
and everyone sings along. We did
“Hey Jude,” “Country Roads,” “Des-
perado,” “Werewolves in London” and
countless more, sipping wine or beer,
laughing and applauding and warming
our sore feet near the dancing flames.
Sleep? Not so much. Not in a tent.

But there was plenty of that for me the
following day while the rest of the
DaVita crew hit the road for either the
60- or the 100-mile route to Ham-
monasset Beach. I wanted to stop by
for some more feasting and song as
Vince had asked me to do. Alas, I was
asleep.
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A ride to remember
Valley Press reporter takes on (part of) the Tour DaVita


