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My racing career with the Hetchins bike obviously started with the Princeton Cycling 
team, which was already getting a lot of notoriety on campus because of their success. 
I joined the team after Leif Thorne-Thompson had already graduated, so I never met him. 
I did crew my freshman year after having done a lot of single sculls on the Charles River 
after spending a summer in Cambridge attending Harvard.  That introduced me to Al 
Povey who was both a crew coach as well as working informally with the cycling team.  I 
also had a lot of track and cross country experience in high school (quarter and half miler, 
as well as high jump), which gave me the base for endurance sports. In any case, I don’t 
recall whether Al actually “recruited” me for cycling or not after I didn’t make the first 
(competing) boat in freshman crew, but I also saw I wouldn’t be good enough to compete 
for the track team, so cycling looked like an attractive outlet athletically. The guys on the 
team were really positive to a neophyte coming on board, and I actually got off to a 
encouraging start (not on the Hetchins yet, but on what Fred Kuhn of Kopps Cycle – the 
patron saint of the bike team sold me), coming in fourth in my first 3 collegiate races …. 
behind others on the team, of course. After the fall season, everybody encouraged me to 
upgrade my equipment, which is how I ended up with the Hetchins from Al Povey, who 
had purchased the bike directly from the shop in England. 
 
After I got the bike, Al trained me over the winter on rollers under Dillon gym, refining 
my peddling strokes, body positioning and breathing techniques.  So by the time I finally 
got the Hetchins on the road the next spring, I had gotten a lot of professional help on 
how to ride a bike, which I’m sure contributed to my rapid growth as a rider.  Once on 
the road with John Allis, Mikk Hinnov and the rest of the team, it was just a question of 
getting the miles in, since John just believed the more you put in, the better off you were.  
By today’s standards, we probably didn’t ride that much, rarely over 50 to 60 miles, but 
that was dictated by our academic schedules.  We dominated the collegiate races and 
regularly raced the early Sunday morning races in Central Park in New York City – a 
course I liked a lot because I could power over the hill up around 110th on a fairly big 
gear and pass a lot of people.  I never did place that high at the end though.  There were 
some days when we had both a collegiate race the same day we raced in Central Park in 
the morning.  That again pointed up the weakness of our collegiate competition, since we 
invariably won the team competition easily.  The only real drama was for the individual 
win, because during our time, there was a strong sprinter, Jackie Simes (made Olympic 
team) who could stay with us and outsprint any of us in the end.  That forced us to refine 
our team tactics, constantly sending individuals out on breakaways, knowing he couldn’t 
cover all of them. We were also lucky enough to train often (meeting somewhere 
between Princeton and New Brunswick) with Alan Bell (several Olympic teams, 
Somerville Race stalwart), who taught us sprint tactics – be aggressive.  John Allis is 
arguably the greatest amateur American road racer of all time, making 3 Olympic teams 
in 1964. 1968 and 1972, and finishing as the first American in each of the Olympic road 
races. 
 



The spring season was the longer racing season with John’s Volkswagon Bus taking us 
all over the east to race the open circuit, which was called BAR (for Best All Around 
Racer) in which individuals accumulated points toward crowning a season long 
champion. We raced early in the spring in the South (nice race in Columbia, South 
Carolina I remember around the capitol) and then worked northwards as the weather 
warmed, hitting cycling’s hot spots for that time, e.g. Columbus, Ohio, Fitchburg, MA, 
Long Island (including even some track racing at the Kissena track), all leading up to the 
historically important Tour of Somerville on Memorial Day, just before we broke up for 
the academic year at Princeton. Cycling was still a small enough sport at that time, that 
raw neophytes like me could actually be accepted into the start line in their first year of 
racing.  Of course, it helped being affiliated with Princeton and its by now notoriety, with 
John Allis nationally recognized, and Mikk having  placed in the top 5.  Since I had no 
sprint, I never placed well, but the experience of racing it was exciting.  Probably one of 
my earliest successes on the Hetchins in the open circuit was at a handicapped time trial 
race in Long Island starting in Kissena,  heading out 25 miles out toward the end and 
coming back.  Since I was an unknown, I was given a fairly large handicap and 
consequently placed very well.  It was at that race that John Allis set an American record 
(he had no handicap) for a 50 mile time trial at something less than 2 hours.  Open races 
domestically were just starting to flirt with a 25 mph average time.  John did better the 
longer the race, and there weren’t too many races that were longer than 50 miles in those 
days.  That’s why our team got into the mindset that to really do this sport you had to go 
to the fountainhead – Europe.   
 
The highlight of the spring collegiate racing season was the finale – the championships at 
West Rock Park outside New Haven.  Since the sport was under the NCAA’s radar, 
nobody seemed to mind the sponsor’s calling it a national collegiate championship race, 
even though only eastern racers contested it.  By the time I joined the team, Princeton had 
already won it a few times.  The course had 4 or 5 switchbacks up the hill where the 
Merritt Parkway tunnels under, and then had a really scary downhill on the backside.  
Our team tactics invariably paid off and we usually took the first 4 or 5 places in a team 
breakaway. Now it can be told that the first time I raced the course, John Allis did give 
me a push in the middle of the switchbacks -  we had already made our team break, and 
he probably decided we needed to get up faster to keep the break away – I hadn’t asked 
nor expected it.  The last time I raced it in my senior year, I was fortunate enough to win 
it, outsprinting Mikk after the two of us had broken away by ourselves. That was only 
one of the two times I managed to outsprint him in my career.  The other time was when 
there was a NY Times photographer around to do a story and picture.  His story angle 
was that the Princeton cycling team was being led by two “refugees.”  Definitely more 
true for Mikk – who actually went through  displaced persons camps -  than me.  My 
father was an academic, who escaped mainland China, courtesy of a US Navy Landing 
Ship Tank, when the Communist revolution came too close. I was born in Cambridge, 
MA, so being designated a refugee was stretching it.  That spring I had won most of the 
collegiate races, because Mikk had been off a lot riding with an Olympic development 
team around Lake George.   
 



The summer between my junior and senior year at Princeton, I got a job at (then) Douglas 
Aircraft, working on the Atlas IV-B, the fourth stage of the rockets that powered the 
Apollo space missions.  Of course I took the Hetchins with me and lived in Seal Beach at 
a fraternity house for Long Beach State College.  I was the only one who rode a bike to 
work, which humored the security guards, as well as a lot of people who saw me bring 
the bike to lock up inside.  Al Povey came out that summer to check out the LA scene 
and slept on the floor of the frat house, and let me use his car so I could visit an old flame 
from my high school days (Santa Monica) who lived in Malibu.  He was trying to 
establish some linkages to the crew scene out there.  I was again lucky in hooking up with 
the best of the best out there – in Santa Monica, no less. The Santa Monica cycling team 
was led by Mike Hiltner, who was a fantastic climber, and later won a “real” national 
road championship when it was contested up and down what is now “Old Sepulveda 
Blvd” parallel to the current Interstate connecting Westwood (UCLA) to the San 
Fernando Valley.  Back then (1965) the PCH (Pacific Coast Highway) was manageable 
on a bike, so our training rides typically headed north out of Santa Monica on the PCH 
and then headed up any one of several valleys into the Santa Monica mountains.  
Topango Canyon was one of the more scenic routes up – the climbs taking up to an hour 
sometimes.  The Hetchins proved to be a good climbing bike, cause I was invariably the 
last one dropped by Mike.  I had just a little success that summer in CA, as there weren’t 
any long mountain races there when I was there, just criteriums, albeit some scenic ones 
like one in Coronado that was fun.  
 
After graduating from Princeton, the sport took me to Europe to test myself against the 
best before heading into graduate school at the Univ. of Wisconsin at Madison. Since the 
chemistry graduate program had a foreign language requirement, I could kill two birds 
with one stone by picking a new language up and race, so I enrolled in a Goethe Institut 
in Boppard, south of Koblenz in Germany.  Another factor was that the world 
championships were being contested that summer at the Nurburgring (the Grand Prix 
Formula One race course).  There were people in the states like Fred Kuhn, who were 
trying to get me into that race, contingent on some success racing over there.  Again, I 
was extremely lucky to hook up with another bike racer who also enrolled at Boppard, 
again soooo much better than me.  This time my new best friend was Giancarlo Ghillioni, 
whom I’ve kept up with through all these years, and just visited again last summer at his 
home in Lugano, Switzerland.  He was already a Swiss banker at that time, being sent to 
learn German as part of his job, but lived and breathed bike racing.  After probably 20 
years of banking, he left and took over a bike shop and has been doing that since, while 
all the time staying closely aligned with the racing scene in Switzerland.  He has been the 
director sportif, and has traveled all over the world with the Swiss National Team 
(women), who have done real well in recent times, a couple of them winning the amateur 
world championships. So I just followed Giancarlo’s wheel, as he had everything scouted 
out for training, which team to join that summer, and translating for me since he could 
speak German, French, Italian and English.  We became notorious at the school’s 
breakfast for each downing over 10 brotchens (little bread rolls – normal allotment was 2 
or so) for breakfast.  Boppard was right on the Rhine River, so our training rides would 
take us up and down the Rhine, past all these castles, and then head up the mountain 
roads on the side of the Rhine, again with sometimes up to an hour of climbing.  Our 



great sport was actually beating trucks up the mountain, since we were both in great 
shape, and we could get around the switchback corners a lot faster.  We both had good 
placings that summer, but Giancarlo could never figure out how he could absolutely whip 
me in our training rides, but somehow, I managed to finish ahead of him in quite a few 
races – all a matter of picking the right breakaway – and since I didn’t know anything 
about any of the other racers, I just went if I felt strong and got lucky.  That’s how I got 
into a breakaway at the start of one race that did the first 100 km in 2:08, that would have 
won many Olympic 100 km time trials.  The race I won was a mountainous one in 
Staudernheim, in which Giancarlo, myself and another local favorite established a 3 man 
breakaway and on the last lap of the 20 km or so circuit, Giancarlo dropped his chain, the 
other guy took off, so I had to chase him down, and then managed to outsprint him at the 
finish.  The major disappointment that summer was that they didn’t let me represent the 
U.S. at the Nurburgring, with the powers that be saying I was too unexperienced, even 
though I already had the win under my belt as well as several other good placings, 
including a couple that I did officially represent the U.S.  Nevertheless I had a great time 
racing the European scene and gained a lifelong friend. The whole experience that 
summer was the highlight of my racing career, proving to myself that I could succeed 
across the pond.  
 
Graduate school proved to be a grind, with its demands cutting down the time available to 
train adequately.  Midway thru graduate school, I also married, which also had a negative 
impact on my biking    :>).    I did meet on practically my first day there (I walked around 
with a Campagnola bike bag to “advertise” myself) another serious rider, and together we 
called ourselves the “Two Tyred Wheelmen” at the races we went to around the midwest.  
We had very little success because we both were better climbers than sprinters, and all 
the local races were criteriums with well oiled club teams working team tactics to always 
place their top sprinters.  However, our early efforts were rewarded when some of the 
local speed skaters were seeing the benefits of cycling to keep them in shape during the 
summer and took up the sport, building up a cadre of good road riders that eventually put 
a rider from Madison onto the 1972 Olympic road team. The success and visibility of 
rider/skaters from Madison culminated with Eric Heiden.  After Madison, I pretty much 
dropped out of cycling for about 20 years, with the Hetchins pretty much being unridden.  
I only started up cycling again in the late 1980s when mountain biking took off, and I 
joined the movement when the technology became interesting with the ability to shift 
under load and ride trails into the wilderness. I loved the idea that you could in one long 
one day ride cover the same ground as a 3 day backpacking trip lugging a heavy load to 
sleep/eat.  So now all my backpacking equipment has been unused for 20 years.  I did 
most of the classic MB rides in Moab, Tahoe, Mammoth, etc. and then returned to my 
road bike roots by training for and then riding  supported van tours to places I’ve always 
wanted to visit, e.g. the Dolomites, Spain, Greece and the Tour de France routes.    
 
Lesson learned – train with the best, and hope some of it rubs off. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  Breaking away in an international race representing U.S. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Victory bouquet with teammates Giancarlo Ghillioni and Rainer Porsch after winning 
a race at Staudernheim, Germany, July 24, 1966. 


