
NEITHER NEEDED nor WANTED 

June, 1998 

It said so in Bicycling, so it must be true: every rider should meet Greg LeMond someday, 

so . . .  on a tip from a friend, I ventured down to Mid-Ohio Race Course in Lexington with 

all the old copies of Winning and Sports Illustrated I could dig up, as well as a club jersey.  

The previous year, they’d spent a good part of the day together.  “It was great!  Greg drove 

up, hopped out of his car, and said, ‘Come one, let’s go to lunch!’ ” 

 

It turned out to be a little harder to get a moment with LeMond than anticipated; he was 

much more serious about his racing than the previous season, making it necessary to wait 

until after both practice and qualifying, but when the time was right, he was happy as ever to 

accommodate, and was delighted with the jersey, though apparently not by my remark that 

“um, we’ve got an XL if you need it” (he didn’t!)  LeMond was also glad to hear news 

about old riding amigo Rudy Sroka, and it turns out that he’s got the same problems as you 

and I – his basement leaks, and his “retirement” is so busy he hasn’t had time to fix it!  The 

parting handshake was firm, and the words spoken were surely those of many: Thank you, 

Greg, for all you’ve done for cycling, for the manner in which you represented our country 

and our sport.  
 

TALES FROM WENDY’S 

Season’s end is time to reflect on and cherish memories from the past year.  A favorite comes 

from helping officiate the first day of the 1998 Wendy’s International Cycling Classic in 

Grandview Heights on August 8.  At the start of the day’s featured event, a garden-variety     

6-corner criterium for Pro/1-2 men, the race announcer, in the flamboyant manner of a Las 

Vegas ring announcer, provided introductions for the more accomplished riders present.  

These included North Royalton, Ohio’s own Paul Martin, who modestly raised his hand from 

the rear of the field in a simple gesture of respect, as well as then-reigning U.S. Pro crit 

champ, Shaklee’s JONASSS the CARNIVORE CARNEEEEYYY!!!!! 

 

Well, the ol’ Carnivore should have checked his teeth a bit more closely, for when he 

glanced down at his front brake with the race about to start, he noticed the shoes were 

mounted backwards, thus they would come flying out of the holder at the first squeeze!  

(Only then did he begin to wonder about the bulge in his team mechanic’s pocket and some 

backslaps exchanged with the head wrench from Saturn.) 

 

Up went the cry for a hex wrench, but as Fate would have it, the wheel pit was located well 

away from the finish line.  Now, I lasted longer in Scouting for All than the Boy Scouts, but I 

did keep the “Be Prepared” motto from the latter, and so I’m in the habit of carrying a trusty 

Park SW-10 multitool in pocket, which I whipped out with flourish.  You’d think they would 

have given this skinny boy a chance to get out of the way once the problem was rectified, but 

noooo; the whole field jumped the gun (as usual) and I had to make a mad dash to the curb to 

avoid acquiring a tire-tread pattern down my back.  I can see it now . . . I get run over, and the 

USCF Evaluator looks down and marks “Uniform unsatisfactory!  Created course hazard!” 

http://scoutingforall.org/
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*         *         *         *         *         *         *         *         * 

 

Just as it had the previous year, the 1999 edition provided a memorable moment.  As I was 

checking numbers and standing behind the field just before the start of the featured women’s 

event with $10,000 on the line, Tania Duff-Miller (wife of Graeme Miller) turned around and 

said (with her Kiwi accent “Oh, I didn’t know you were back there, I’ve been passing wind all 

this time!” 

 

*         *         *         *         *         *         *         *         * 

 

The voice on the other end of the phone sounded desperate.  It was USA Cycling™ 

Regional Rep. Judy Miller, calling from Philadelphia.  The 2000 Wendy’s International 

Cycling Classic in Columbus was less than a week from starting, and NO officials had been 

arranged yet!  Bear in mind, this is a Saturn US Pro Cycling Tour™ event.  (Knock off the 

snickering.  Show the proper respect.)  I was committed to work the regular Tuesday night 

training race in Westlake, but eventually I agreed and headed down for the duration, July 

25-30.  While the organization, event staging, and accommodations were (as always) first-

class, the expanded race format (essentially a glorified crit series, run on time, masquerading 

as a stage race), lack of races for Cat. 3/4, and reduced prize list were unwelcome changes 

from past years. 

 

The competition was unremarkable (dominated on the men’s side by Mercury, and by Elita 

on the women’s), but a memorable moment came during a thunderstorm delay at the street 

sprints in Bexley.  Huddling under an E-Z Up® canopy, I found myself next to Mike Neel, 

one of the pioneers in U. S. cycling during the early ’70s who now serves as manager for the 

Autotrader.com Women’s Cycling Team.  Sporting a broken leg but still square-jawed and 

handsome, Neel, now 49, was delighted to hear news of his old mentor Oscar Swan, former 

competitor Al Marcosson, and star pupil Rudy Sroka, then went on to recount several 

vignettes from Andy Hampsten’s heroics in the Giro d’Italia. 

 

Neel, who speaks Italian, French, and several other languages fluently, was one of the first 

Americans to race professionally in Europe, with the Italian Magniflex team.  In 1977, he 

became the first U. S. rider to compete in a grand tour, the Vuelta a España (Tour of Spain), 

where he had two fourth-place stage finishes before being forced to retire after the 13th of 19 

stages.  His palmarès include a 10th place in the 1976 World Professional Championship 

Road Race, 4th at the National Championship Road Race in ’74 and ’75, an overall win in the 

471-mile Tour of the Sierras in 1974 (where he won 4 of 7 stages), and, on the track, the 

national 10-mile championship in 1973.  Neel retired in 1978 and coached the U. S. National 

Team on its first-ever trip to Europe.  He went on to serve as directeur sportif for the first 

American professional cycling team, 7-Eleven, and won wide acclaim for his contributions to 

its many successes. 
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A REMARKABLE JOURNEY 

July, 2004 

The high plains of east central Colorado are as much big sky country as Montana, and if 

mile marker 119 on U. S. Route 36 isn’t the middle of nowhere, it must be close.  What I 

encountered there, on a trip home from helping officiate the Bob Cook Memorial/Mt. Evans 

Hillclimb, was like something out of The Twilight Zone. 

 

Approaching a solitary cyclist on a downhill section of this lonely road, I thought to myself, 

“Who is that fool, spinning away like that in way too low of a gear?” 

 

As I drew closer, and then passed by, I saw it wasn’t a bicyclist, but a unicyclist with a 

backpack.  Good grief, where could he be from, and where was he going?  The answer 

would prove more remarkable than I could imagine. 

 

I pulled over at the crest of the next hill, and watched the rearview mirror just to see if the 

“kid” would make it all the way up.  He did, alright, and once again it became apparent just 

how much you miss traveling by car, for it was no kid, but a man by the name of Patrick 

Thomas, who as it turns out is on a solo cross-country ride to raise donations for the 

Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer Center and America’s Second Harvest.  He’d started out 

on June 11 from San Francisco, and was planning on making it to New York by mid-

August.  Any incredulity on my part went away when he noted rather evenly, “Berthoud 

Pass, that was hard,” which led me to ask how much his backpack weighed (20 lbs.!) 

 

Despite being behind schedule, he was kind enough to chat a while, and to my surprise, he 

said he was having trouble getting much media attention so far.  Rather lamely, I offered up 

two energy bars as we parted, and he gave me a piece of an index card with his web site 

address hand-written on it.  No fancy printed calling cards here. 

 

That was July 25, and a check of his site upon arriving home in Ohio revealed that he was 

indeed several days behind schedule; his destination that day had been Last Chance, 

Colorado, and I can’t imagine where he stayed, for it is nothing more than a name on a map, 

but Patrick’s buoyant personality and utter sincerity convinced me that he would make it. 

 

Update  Patrick arrived in New York City on Friday, September 17, 2004, completing a 

journey that began June 11 in San Francisco. 


