This is How I Became a
Peruvian Woman Cyclist
by Cinthya Alessandra Davila Rodriguez
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Two minutes before the race my mind is just
thinking about all the effort it cost me to get
here. I remember every morning and
afternoon training at my jungle home since I
started in this sport in 2009. I close my eyes
and I can smell the gentle scent of fresh
green grass once again. I will not give in.

!

As I approached the finish line I started to
smile. I squeezed my heart with emotion for
what it had achieved to finish the race. It
had been a tough race with an injury to my
right knee. Then I thought of God and
thanked him for everything he had given
me. Especially for the courage against all
odds to get to the National Championships
and being recognized again as one of the
best cyclists in the Peru.

!

Then I thought of all those who supported me while I was going to get my medal. I
thought of my good friend Lon Haldeman as one of the guides that God sent my humble
way when I thought I had no future in this sport of bike racing. I looked and thought like I
would never be able to do anything in cycling. Lon simply
appeared and sat down to talk to me on the sidewalk along
the street where a cycling race was in progress. Lon
believed in me and my younger sister and helped us
become Peruvian Champions.

!

My home town of Iquitos is one of the places without road
cycling and mountain biking as a sport. Almost nobody
knows how to fix a bike and there are no bike shops to buy
parts for a road bike. I'm just grateful to all the people of of
PAC Tour including Jennie Philips, Susan Notorangelo,
Susan Rossenblat, Bob Olsen, Glen Martin and all other
friends who will always be in my heart. They helped give
the support and donations of equipment to us and many
cyclists in Peru.
My story begins with high hopes, dreams and desire to
make things right. I'm from the Amazon jungle in a remote
area of Peru where the Amazon River has blessed me with
strength and made me into a stubborn and fighter girl! I

represent the forest (state of Loreto) and the largest
state of vast greenery and rivers in Peru. I live in the
city of Iquitos which has a population of 400,000
people. The climate is tropical with a temperature of
85 to 95 degrees. It is the largest city on earth
without a road connecting it to the outside world. The
longest road reaches the smaller town of Nauta 93
KM away. This is where I train everyday with small
climbs of 3-4%. It is over 400 miles in all directions
to the next road. To reach the main city of Lima,
Peru takes 5 days travel by river boat and bus. Taking an airplane helps cut the travel
time to a few hours. To become a cyclist in the Peruvian jungle is similar to an Eskimo
becoming a golfer in the arctic. I am 28 years old and learned English while working as
a guide on jungle tours for tourists. I went to the Iquitos University and I have a degree
in Law and Political Science.
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In July to train for the National Championships I came from the jungle and moved to the
desert area north of Lima called Puente Piedra or “stone bridge”. I stay at a friend’s
house of my cycling club. When I unpack and assemble my bike I felt an immense
excitement and eagerness to train. I was determined to try to be an important rider like 4
years ago. Now, my goal is that I take part in the 2019 Pan American Games in Peru.
Despite the winter and intense cold which affected my lungs I inflated the tires of my
bike. (Lima’s low temperature is about 55 degrees but it felt cold compared to the
jungle.)
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The cycling club at “stone bridge” invited me to a meeting of presentation with all the
members of the club Then we ate spaghetti and red sauce and organized our training
schedules in the morning and evening so that everyone can train without affecting
working hours or going to school. The next morning I
prepare to go out and train and a strong cold wind
greeted me. I closed my coat and rode my bike to the
market for breakfast to get a hot cup of quinoa with
milk and a cheese sandwich. Then I rode back to the
main square of Puente Piedra to go with the boys to
train. Ten minutes later, we started the training on the
North Pan Americana highway route that connects to
Conchan which is a small town located 50 KM away.
The out and back road includes a big climb of 12 KM
at 7-9%. It was really hard but I felt so great to be
riding outside with a beautiful view of the beach and a
big killer climb.
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The very strong wind and hills were “killing me softly”
just like the 80's song jajaja (hahaha). Then when you
get the top you just feel you can do it all again jajaja.
We started back down and it took me over 3 hours to

return to “stone bridge”. It was a very
fun ride and cold but I enjoy it. For
the next five days we will take the
same way for training to ride further
and faster.

!

Every day we went for training at the
same time. I felt stronger every day
riding against the wind. We alternated
short sprints and long distances with
short fast attack sessions. On our
easy days we enjoyed it as we rode
together as a group along the beach.
We spend all day long having fun and
stopping for lunch on the way close
the ocean. We returned back to our
house at 7:00 PM happy and tired. Life was very beautiful to me every day with new
expectations and challenges. I was riding hard to attack the guys and try to escape from
the pack. These were all were wonderful days because I had time to train all day.
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This area reminds me of those routes with PAC Tour when we pedaled around Peru
traveling along the coast, mountains and jungle with daily distances greater than 150
KM. I have ridden across Peru three times during PAC Tours covering almost 1,000
miles during each tour. Together with a great staff of Peruvians we had fun tours through
beautiful landscapes to the most secret places of Peru. The bike tour that charmed me
most was from Cusco to Pisco in 2012. We pedaled across the deep mountain ranges
and canyons of Peru while conquering the changing climates. Everyday we crossed
mountain passes over 14,000 feet. At times I was so cold I thought I would die of
hypothermia. We went on roads so remote in areas that I never thought existed in my
dear Peru. I never thought that the sun and the wind would give me so much welcomed
punishment on the route. Many times the rain was a blessing and sometimes the rain
became a cruel enemy and it was all part of the great adventure of living on the pedals.
Never have I felt so alive as when we pedaled on endless roads into the unknown. My
heart just dreamed of following the path and always wished the tours lasted forever. I'm
never happy when the tour ends, because I feel it is time to wake up and the dream has
ended. A smile ran away from my face as I remember so many emotions shared with
my PAC Tour family on our long tours across Peru.
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Two years ago I went to Monterey, Mexico to train with the Mexican National Team.
Monterey was in the middle of a drug war with the local cartels. It was a common sight
on our morning training rides to see a dead body in the ditch as a result of the overnight
violence. A sign on the city bridge said “Please do not throw dead bodies in the river. It
pollutes the water”. Our training rides were escorted with a security guard in a car. The
series of planned races were eventually cancelled because of sniper gun shots. This
year training with the Peruvian Team seemed like paradise even with our limited budget
for food and lodging.
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I know I can not be a professional cyclist and live like the well sponsored cyclists in
Colombia. In Peru cyclists do not have a truly supportive institution. The Peruvian
Cycling Federation exists only in the name. They do not offer support as in other sports
such as football (soccer), volleyball and running. Cyclists have been waiting for the
Federation to reach the upgraded support of other sports Federations. It is the IPD
(Peruvian Sport Institute) who rules our Peruvian Federation and they are part of the
national government. This problem started before I learned to ride a bicycle more than
10 years ago. It's been over two presidents and they are still in the process of making a
Federation. It just discourages all cyclists like me who want to have real support and be
able to represent Peru at large events as does Colombia right now. I decided not to
think about it and keep pedaling for Peru despite an uncertain future because I like
doing it. When I ride my bike I am able to fly and feel the wind in my face as the birds in
the sky.
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It was Sunday and our team finished training
early so we decided to swim at the beach. It was
rare to see the bright sun in Lima and the sky so
blue on a winter day. Lima is famous for the
constant fog and haze. The cold ocean currents
meet the dry desert coastline keeping Lima
veiled from the sun most of the year. While we
played, other cycling friends joined us. We were
a big group and it was a spectacular afternoon
playing volleyball, soccer and burying the boys
in the sand. Unfortunately I did not have a
camera but I’ll never forget that warm afternoon
in the winter season.
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Our training for the National Championships had
been good for our team. We would need to
travel 300 miles south to the coastal city of
Pisco for the races. The organizers said they
didn’t have enough money to support all of our
team with food and lodging. Some members of
our team did not have the funding to pay for
their travel expenses. A friend in Lima donated a cell phone and we made raffle tickets
to sell for the phone on the street. After we sold all the tickets we had enough money to
buy bus tickets for all our team. We took the bus to Pisco and arrived at a cheap hotel.
We found a basic restaurant to get a simple dinner. Then we assembled our bikes to get
ready for the race tomorrow.

!

The next day was Saturday and everybody was ready a 7:00 AM for the time trail. We
were warming up and riding back and forth along the route. The organizers were having
trouble with the police road blocks closing the highway. Finally at 1:00 PM the time trial
was ready to start. By then the riders were tired and upset because they had been

waiting all morning to race. My knee was a little sore from an accident I had with a taxi
four years ago. I had trained hard the past month and I was excited to race even if my
knee was aching.
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The time trail course went out for 10 KM and returned back making the race 20 KM
total. I started the time trail and I had a fast time out to the turn around point. I was on
my way back when I was passed by a senior men’s riders. Just after he passed me a
mototaxi (a three wheel motor cycles that can carry three people) came out on the
road. The senior cyclist hit the motor taxi and flipped into the air. He crashed in front of
me and I braked hard to avoid the wreck. People we screaming and shouting and the
cyclist was covered in blood. I stopped to help and the cyclist was trembling. In a few
minutes an ambulance arrived and I continued with the race. After the race I saw the
cyclist with stitches in has head. I thanked God I was not part of the crash. I had
placed 5th in the race even with my stop. I would not win the National Time Trial this
year but I was happy with my effort.
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The next day was the road race. We were waiting at the main town square in Pisco.
None of the organizers were there and we thought the start would be delayed similar to
yesterday. After an hour we got a phone call that the race was starting in 20 minutes in
a different town! The organizers decided to move the race to the village of Paracas
which is a small fishing village further down the coast 10 miles away. We didn’t have
time to ride our bikes there so groups four riders crammed into small station wagon
taxies. We removed the wheels and
stacked our frames in the back and held
our wheels in our laps.
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The new route in Paracus was excellent
because there was zero traffic. We should
have had both races there. The race
started immediately when we arrived so
we didn’t have time to warm up again. The
route was an 18 KM loop. The women
would race two laps and we would be
mixed with the pack of Senior men. We
were starting into a very strong wind and
we could barely go 20 mph. Then there
was a crash with three men and the
pelaton split into two groups. I was in the
second pack and we chased the leaders
which included two other women. The
wind was so strong it was almost
impossible to keep the bike steady on the
road in the cross wind. When the route
changed into a tailwind we spun our
cranks at almost 40 mph.

!

The final 2 KM I decided I had to attack with everything left in my legs. I needed to
reach the lead group and the catch the two women in front of me. I broke away from my
pack and almost caught the leaders. When I reached the finish line I was five seconds
behind them. The next pack came in 30 seconds later. I was the third women in the
National Road Race. I was happy with my performance because of the fight to the end,
but did not get the gold medal. I got a bronze medal and was very proud and grateful to
God and to all who gave me their support.
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The awards ceremony ended at 5:00 PM and we went to celebrate with the guys in my
club with a delicious dinner before departing to Lima that night. I said good bye to my
friends and I stayed in a cheap hotel near the airport to get my flight back to Iquitos the
next morning. Back in Iquitos a week after the race the pain in my knee increased. It
kept me awake so I went to the doctor and he made several tests but he could not find
the real cause. Then the doctor suggested I needed an MRI test in LIMA. Since there
are no MRI machines in Iquitos I needed to return to Lima. The results of the test were
not good.
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I have a very inflamed edema and patellar ligament connecting the outer quadriceps.
The injury was from my previous accident four years ago and an overload of stress from
training. The doctor suggested I stop riding for two months and do 15 sessions of
physical therapy three times a week with laser rays, ultra sound and electrodes and
drink Glucosamine with MSM.

!

This is the end of my story. Today I had my 5th day on physical therapy. Also I'm
working at home on my core to keep it strong. I'm doing great I hope to be back cycling
in December. I wanna thank you that you take your time to read my story. Is not easy to
become in a good rider in Peru.
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Thanks to PAC Tour and the riders from the United States we get a lot of donations from
you which help many Peruvian cyclists every year. We have received over 25 good
racing bicycles and 2,000 prizes of jerseys, shorts and bike parts. In the past three
years we have a big race in Lima with 200 riders where we give out the prizes from your
donations. The racers come by bus and airplane from all regions of Peru because the
prizes are the best. It is called the Gringo Race because all the riders know the prizes
come from the United States.
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I hope you can understand how important it is for the kind of help you give us. Right
now I'm dreaming of the Pan American Games in PERU 2019. I hope to make it
together my cyclists friends. Thank you so much!

