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Coach Fred Replies: I'm just a bike rider, George. I'm not interested in wearing a label.

You could find me competing or doing fast group rides and think I was a standard-issue recreational racer. But the next day I might be bashing over dirt roads or tooling along
country lanes on a day-long tour.

It's tempting to come upon riders and pigeonhole them based on their bike, clothing or riding style. I'm guilty of this, too.  Fenders? Must be a tourist.  Jersey and shorts with words all over them? Either a local racer or a Euro-wannabe.

And how many times have you seen a rider and immediately condemned his position on the bike? Saddle's too low – what a wanker!

My revelation came many summers ago when I was going to school in Boulder, CO, and racing for a local team.  I was into the cool-racer lifestyle. I wouldn't ride without wearing my team garb. I wouldn't be caught dead with a gear lower than 42x21. On race day my leather-strap helmet was
tilted rakishly, just so.  Then one day as I was climbing Lefthand Canyon, a guy with hairy legs and a leather saddle bag swaying from his battered touring bike caught me.  "You must be a racer. Cool!" he said.  Then he dropped me like a hot rock.

Hey, it's not about the bike! It's about the experience.  Never, ever apologize for your bike or your sense of cycling style. You're riding, and that's all that matters.
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(On the other hand…take a look at this guy)
