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Edgar tried to kill me and I have the scars to prove it.  Throughout his repeated 

attempts we experienced  splendid weather, much laughter, and spectacular sights.

Indeed, among the sights were The Red Rocks of Sedona, snow on Mt. Humphries,

and Kate and Amanda the Beer Babes at Continental.  I could tell you  more about 

each of these but I don't have the time and documenting our experiences with Kate 

and Amanda  is not a wise decision.  Here are the key stats from my four consecutive

days of adventure based out of  Flagstaff:

Saturday May 29:

9:30am MTB start in Flag w/ Talima (Tal) Pearson.  Tal works in the Chemistry 

Dept with Edgar and makes  his own diesel fuel for his VW Rabbit pick-up from 

Vegetable Oil he purchases from MacDonalds.  His exhaust smells like the frialator.

We make the 4 mile climb up Shultz Creek trail to Secret.  Another mile and a half 

climb up Secretto Upper Moto.  Down Upper Moto (seriously technical downhill 

rock gardens where the Killer Chemist makes his first pass at eliminating me) to 

Lower Moto, which ties into Shultz Creek about a half mile from the trail head.  

11.5 miles.  3.0 hours out.  

2:00pm tee-off Continental CC, Flag.  It's just Edgar and I and we walk a 4 hour round.

We meet Kate and  'scoring' takes on a whole new meaning.  BWO = 109, ERC = 110.

Sunday May 30:

10:00am ride start in Sedona - just the Killer Chemist and me.  We ride Broken 

Arrow while includes taking  movies on Sub rock (Edgar is blatant, his first 

attempt to kill me and he wants it on film), riding the Staircase  (which Edgar 

does casually and nearly kills me as I not very casually crash hard in front of 

two Pink Jeeps full of tourists), Chicken Point (where KC takes close up photos 

of the bloody damage he has wrought on the Sea Level guy), and "Mr. Toad's 

Wild Ride" (remember, most often things are named after the dead) which is the 

run down off the hill and named rather aptly.  10 miles.  2.5 hours out.

2:15pm tee-off Continental CC, Flag - just the Killer Chemist and me, walking it 

in 4.5 hours behind some slow folks, which we didn't mind because we saw 

Kate more often and had time to "chat" at her.  BWO = 97,  ERC = 103 (a noteworthy

47 on the back 9).

Monday May 31:

9:30am MTB start back down in Sedona again.  After mutiple mechanicals for 

Bruce (surely the lost chain and two flats in literally a matter of no more than 

200 FEET were part of the Killer's plan) we finally got  rolling on Huckabee which

we ran east to west.  9.5 miles.  A wearing 9.5 miles in mid 90's temps.  2.25 hours 

out.

2:20pm tee-off Continental CC, Flag.  We are joined by six-foot-five all-American 

Chris (originally from Michigan) and his father-in-law Isa (pronounced ice-uh) from 

the Netherlands.  We can only imagine what  Chris' wife looks like  - probably a 

blonde fashion model, yah?  5.0 hours walking - BWO = 99, ERC = 111  (50 on the 

front, heat prostration on the back).

Tuesday June 1:

10:30am ride start in Flag.  The Killer Chemist's last attempt, so wisely he keeps it 

just to us.  UP Elden Lookout Road to top of Mt. Elden.  5.6 mile climb; 1800 vertical

feet; 53 minutes of pedal time with two  5 minute stops.  Edgar informs me this is his 

personal best, and perhaps his last effort to wheeze me to death.  We scream down 

Upper Oldham to Lower Oldham (excellent speed and technical combo ride), and then

back onto Elden Lookout Road.  11.5 miles. 2.0 hours out.

2:15pm tee-off Continental CC, Flag.  Just the Killer Chemist and I - ah yes, and 

Amanda.  4 hours walking, some drooling, a pose on the 12th green, and a LARGE 

tip for the beers.  Bruce is 'inspired' and hits a  BWO = 91, ERC = 103 but he too 

came to life and hit a 49 on the back 9).

The Killer Chemist succeeded in wearing me thin, but failed to bury me in Arizona.  

Athough a valiant effort,  interestingly enough after all that cruelty I still feel there 

is no one else I'd rather tilt at windmills with.

If you feel a need to contact Edgar to validate the facts, here you go.  He's trying to 

kill me, I kid you not...  

Edgar R. Civitello, Ph.D.

Professor (tenured)

Department of Chemistry and Biochemistry

Northern Arizona University

PO Box 5698

Flagstaff, AZ  86011

Office: (928) 523-3420

Fax: (928) 523-8111

email: edgar.civitello@nau.edu
BWO

 

REBUTTAL

While the stats for Bruce's visit are factual, they leave out many important details 

worth mentioning.

The ride down Upper Moto immediately comes to mind.  It is unquestionably the 

most challenging ride we have in Flagstaff that is still considered "bike-able".  

And, as the saying goes, Bruce smoked it... he rolled it up... and he smoked it.  

Neither Tal nor I could recall anyone who cleaned that ride on their first try, and 

as it turned out, neither Tal nor I managed to clean it on that day.  I was expecting 

at least one good end-over from him, but no dice.  Bruce would later confess that 

he had felt the collective weight of all East Coast Riders to put in a good showing 

against us  South Westerners, and he did just that.  Consequently, I was more 

determined than ever to draw blood on the second day.

It took nothing less than "The Staircase" to achieve my goal.  Being a holiday 

weekend, the trail was crowded with Pink Jeeps full of ourists, and as we were 

just about to make our run at The Staircase, yet another Pink Jeep showed up.  

But all of the passengers wanted to see us go down first, so the driver waved us on. 

 I went first and managed to make it down without incident.  There was a close call 

at the bottom due to a previous Pink Jeep that had stopped to see us go down.  

He didn't leave me much room to get around him  and I nearly did my impression 

of a dog chasing a parked car.  Bruce followed me and I turned around just  in time 

to see him plant his front tire behind a big rock and get ejected from the bike.  The 

surprising part  was that he had already made it through the tough section, and all 

he needed to do was get into the groove  and ride it to the bell.  It looked like it was 

due to an inadvertent and untimely tap on the front brakes.   In any event, the crash 

happened with astonishing speed.  It looked like his bike seat had exploded; the 

bike went left and Bruce went right.  Luckily for Bruce he caught himself and did 

not go tumbling down the  staircase like I had seen many before him do.  Those 

crashes make for the best "yard sales".  I have seen guys loose their shoes on the 

way down.  Watching all this, and filming, were two Pink Jeeps loaded with tourists.  

I estimate that Bruce's ride is immortalized on at least three home movies.  As for his 

injuries, he lost skin on his right forearm and elbow, and I think a bit more on his 

right knee.  Satisfied with the extent of his injuries, I took it easier on him over the 

last two rides.

But let me say this about our last ride; I'm sick and tired of friends coming from sea 

level and kicking my ass climbing up my mountain.  The 53 minutes was indeed a 

personal best for me, but Bruce finished ahead of me and had waited up on three 

separate occasions.  He wasn't even breathing hard when we got to the top at 

about 9000 ft of elevation.  If I had known he was going to beat me that badly I 

would have engineered another crash for him on the previous day.

And finally, to all those rumors suggesting a conspiracy with Lisa to knock-off 

Bruce and split the insurance money, let me just say this; you'll never prove it.

ERC

