Totally from memory, so I can't vouch for how accurate this is.... Also I can't remember the names of a bunch of the places...

Start:
Dad and Brian turn right onto freeway, I turn left...dad tells me I'm going the wrong way, we split up within 30 seconds of the start...this can't bode well. I find out later that dad dropped his 
glasses (and ran over them) while pulling out of parking lot. So now he is leading the way for a first timer...going in the wrong direction, in the dark, with no vision...wow. 

Halfway to first stop I realize that my dumb ass forgot to turn in the route declaration bonus...and 85 pt handicap at the start is not so good for me. I curse a great deal, Amanda is surprisingly 
forgiving... I expected to be beaten badly for my mistake. Drive Inn Theater in Fork Union, VA...spend 10 minutes trying to find it...(Cross paths with Dad and Brian after I've been there for 5 minutes already...guess I wasn't going the wrong way after all, HA!) Stop for directions at the only open gas station in town (there are only two)...Picture this: another small town Saturday morning in middle-of-nowheresv ille...crack of dawn, space man runs in and says "I'm in a big hurry but I need moon pies and a drive in theater!" They help me with the theater, no luck on the moon pie. Nice folks though. Finally find it, but Dad/Brian didn't wait around, oh well.

Some stop where cost of different chicken parts is needed: Dad/Brian are mounting up to leave as we get there, they are kind enough to wait for us. The sun is finally up, dad is excited b/c now he can put on his prescription sun glasses. As we roll out I tell the guys that I forgot to claim the route declaration bonus, but we did get the drive in theater. Dad makes the comment "You big damn dummy, that means I'm still 30 points ahead of you"....my inner monologue says "OH NO HE DIDN'T"...picture a Vault energy drink commercial beginning.

Amanda's eagle eye spots a laundry place, swing around and zip into the lot. Amanda leaps off the bike, photo taken successfully on the third try. Look over, and dad is in the middle of the traffic lane squatting down to get the right angle for the photo...some 90 year old grandma is stopped waiting for him to take the "JUST MARRIED" sign photo while he blocks traffic...this is very funny to me. We mount up and head out while tweedle dee and tweedle dum are still fumbling with their paperwork. We find out later that Brian didn't put his flag in the photo...yutz.

The guys catch up to us on the way to the next bonus - A John Deer Dealership. Get the two photos we need, explain to the guys that I've got to outride my route declaration screw-up...so no offense, but Amanda and I cant wait for their slow asses...I laugh maniacally as I pull away...I'm a jerk.

Two miles up the road is the Fauqer (or something like that) historic Jail. I'm having trouble finding the plaques that the rally book describes... The guys catch up again...Call RM's...describe where I am. "You are in the right place; just find the plaques" circle the building twice, no luck. Take lots of pictures. Draw a map of the street/building layout...RM' s say "If you can't find it make lots of documentation and hope no one else can find it either" We do our best or head out. Again dad/Brian go in a different direction... not sure why.

29 Dinner: cool place, want to go eat there sometime...make the phone call and interrupt some nice stranger's breakfast to find the needed info on the juke box...they were very understanding. As we are leaving we see the guys pulling into the parking lot. This is the last time we'll see them until the finish line.

Gas Stop, I pump gas and Amanda runs in for moon pie and beef jerky, 4 minutes total, good deal.

Off to some park on the GWP. Beautiful views of the river coming and going. Surprisingly light traffic, in and out in less than 30 seconds. This was the trail sign that had four different distances to record. It really helps to have Amanda writing stuff down while I'm reading it off...time, odometer, answers, feet up!

I think the next stop was the Frederick Douglas NHS. We got heckled a bit going into and out of the site...not the greatest of neighborhoods, but we were in and out in ~3 minutes. 

Next to the Jone's Point Lighthouse and the photo of the rock. There were tire tracks in the dirt so I know we weren't the first people there. Park the bike, lock up as much as we can, strip out of a 
layer of warm clothing from the morning, grab an apple and a bottle of water and hit the trail! Wake up a dude sleeping on the back steps of the lighthouse, apologize for bothering him, inform him that there will be others soon enough. He is not pleased, but nice enough. I believe his exact words were, "It's okay maaaan, it's your park too maaaan." Get our photo and book it back out to the bike. Foot hurts, bike still intact. 

At this point we are 45 minutes behind and falling fast. Decide not to drop the next couple of bonuses. Get Famous Dave's takeout menu...Amanda is in and out in no time, she is awesome - another ~2 minute stop...never even put down the kickstand.

On to the baseball field...and the slowest stoplights ever. As we are pulling over we see two riders I don't recognize... Turns out they were the father son duo that soon called in as a time barred 
rider...we made the revelation that we were WAY behind when I was punching in the next stop in the GPS after collecting the needed photo. ETA in Lynchburg if we ran the rest of our route -- 4:54 Not good….5 minutes of emergency route planning and we decide to book south to Richmond and see what we can get along the way.

Traffic is slow (about 60mph) southbound so no reason not to hop off at Fredericksburg for Marry's Heights. Curse the RB's while limping my gimp ass up the hill…I'm definitely slowing Amanda down at this point. Get the bonus and come back down to the bike. More emergency 
planning…time to head to the barn with one or two stops along the way.

Back on the road and I hear "SALVATION ARMY SALVATION ARMY SALVATION ARMY" in my helmet speakers…evidently there is a Salvation Army sign nearby. We snap that photo and get back on the road. The direct route back to Lynchburg evidently takes us through Richmond and right by a couple of other bonii. ETA – 4:04...ish.

So off we go towards Lynchburg not knowing if we are going to get any more points…we bypass a questionable fireworks "stand". It's only 17 points and will take way longer than 2 minutes of penalty time, not worth it. I glance down at the GPS and see we are a mere "6 minutes" 
from Richmond Raceway. Against my better judgment I reroute for it…I just can't stand to drive by points. We get the photo and get back on the road. New ETA at finish is 4:08 (we had made a little time), but there is still a gas stop to be had.

Getting sleepy…after all, I've been driving for more than 8 whole hours at this point. Take the extra 2 minutes at the gas stop for a snack and a drink. Now, ETA 4:10 with 111 miles to go… Quick math time. We've been averaging ~50mph, and that's what the GPS is using to calc time (at least that's my understanding of how it works…that may be vary flawed)..so if I average about 5-8mph faster over the last stretch we should make it back with a few minutes to spare. My 
understanding of the rest of the way was that we had all divided highway with 60mph+ speed limits. SWEET!

4 miles outside of Lynchburg traffic comes to a COMPLETE STOP…evidently there is an accident ahead that has both lanes in our direction blocked. After watching the ETA tick up from 3:55 to 4:01 I'm starting to panic. Amanda is starting to console my fragile ego about giving it a great try. Time to start thinking outside of the container…there is a little driveway looking track pulling off the road about 100 yards up. Following it on the GPS it eventually connects to another road…that road connects back up with the highway about 3 miles down. EUREKA!!!!


Amanda starts yelling at me for driving down the shoulder of he road that 100 yards…she doesn't yet realize that we are just lucky for having a nearby escape route, she thinks that I'm going to try to be "that guy" that drives all the way down side of the road during a traffic jam. I'd think she knows me better by now…jeez. 


We roll into the finish at 4 on the dot and see dad pulling in at the same time. Hope his afternoon went better than ours! It took a minute to run inside and get the clock stopped.

Scoring: We dropped EIGHT stops to make it back in time, but didn't leave many other points at the table. We lost a paper clip that I swear we didn't have, but its only 5 points, so no use in arguing. One minute of penalty time, one missing paper clip, and one not claimed route declaration form. That's 100 pts left on the table. The other stuff we dropped doesn't count b/c we were never there. 

Afterward: Great time shooting the shit everyone. It was great to see old friends and make some new ones. Went out boozing after the banquet and have no scars to show for it. That's a streak of one rallies in a row with no booze related injuries. Can't wait for Jim's show in April! 

Happy off season everyone.
