
ride -- of the , t t  . ; u ~  
I Sonya Ewan enters a 1 00-mile race 
in a place so soectacular, it's a crime not to stop 
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Dodging M c  seems anything but fun, and those skinny tires look like 
they'd pop an a twig. But a few months after c d y  tossing my name 
into a box labeled SWEEPSTAKES at a local bike shop in Aibuquerque, i get a 
letter announcing that I've won a sleek black a & ~ . T d c  5OOrcs;bd biki4 
worth about $2,500, ~ o t  using it-d be like kicking good karma in the 
shins. So I decide to put my preconceptions aside and ht the street. 
Consumed with envy over my new toy, my boyfriend, Haass, decides 

the sangre de Cristo Mountains, beginning and ending in ~edi iver ,  -- - . --' 
3 hours north of Albuquerque. - 

With 3 months to train, Ha& and I j&n some fkipds i n  their weekly -- 
* .  

5-mile ride. Every 7 days, we add 5 miles to ~~s~eaicwhlte jw'fdu9de - - - 
\ -  - 

of town. Lowhills dotted withrzti and si2&& fly* blur. My legs - 
slowly transform into lean p a - ,  but I Gver top 65 miles 
during training, and neitheraoe~ ~aass,  whd.hr- W#I tfig fm corn- 
pany. We're both hoping adrenaline mEck in and help close the gap. 
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On race day, we join 680 cydists converging on Red River's tipy Main _- 
Street. We slowly shove across thestarting line, and I feel a rt& as 1 pedal . 
up and coast down rolling hiUs that give way to a backdrop of piiion pines 10 
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