Boggs Mt. 8 HR May 2007

Doodz,

My memory is still intact as is my body, although the

legs are still a bit marginal.  Here is the play by

play.

My lovely wife and I rolled in to the Boggs Mt.

campground about 5:00 pm Friday night.  It is a nice

camping area, lots of flat spaces and in the pine

trees, elevation about 3000 feet.  There are a few

permanent tables scattered around with fire pits, but,

only those first arrivals got them.  Typical of our

camping MO, we were not in the minimalist mode, we had

the CR-V stuffed to the gills.  Big tent, the EZ-Up,

tables, etc.  Fortunately, Ben's girlfriend and one of

my daughters decided to go too and they came over

later in another car.  The original plan was to have

Ben riding with us, we may have had to leave something

at home.  Mad Cats were already there when we arrived

and had set up their digs right at the start/finish

line.

As the evening wore on more and more riders showed up

and found spots to throw down a tent.  We boiled up

some noodles and I carbo loaded, plus we killed off a

nice Sauvignon Blanc from Charles Mitchell.  Is that

wrong, there must be some nutritional value to wine? 

Through the night, we kept an eye out for the

Hankster, but so far no show.

The next morning, we woke to a beautiful day, and even

found the Hankster!  He had driven over that morning,

leaving Sacto about 3:00 am! He continues to enhance

his status of ANIMAL! ! ! !  After a slight delay due

to an unexpectedly high number of same day

registrants, they got the race rolling.  About 180

participants for Boggs II!  Last year at Boggs I there

were about 70 participants and it was 32 degrees and

raining/hailing/snowing, totally miserable.

The course started on a fire road with a gradual

incline for about 1/2 mile or so then on to single

track.  The first section wove through pine trees and

then some nice downhill through Manzanita and pine

forest eventually coming back out on to more fire road

for a short but fairly steep climb then some rolling

terrain and back on to single track in another mile or

so.  This continued for a couple miles and included

some more climbing, then more single track downhill

plus rollers finally coming out again on to more fire

road for the final climb.  

At the top of this climb was an aid station complete

with water, Red Bull and even the funky little Red

Bull truck.  You passed the aid station and then

shortly hopped back on to single track and climbed up

for the final push to the top of a ridge then down

some great single track to more screamin' downhill

fire road (well, I was screamin', not to be confused

with going fast, why am I so slow?, but I digress)

hard braking back on to traversing single track,

winding through the pines, some pretty narrow passes

between them, a few switch backs 180 degree turns,

including the dreaded right hand switch backs (what is

it with those, why can't I do those comfortably?).  

About this time you started seeing what looks like

civilization through the trees, well, tents, canopies,

cars, etc. and you can hear the roar of the huge crown

as you neared the start finish.  Ah, one lap down, a

bit over 9 miles and a bit over an hour.  That time

will continue to lengthen as the laps added up.

In total I did 5 laps, just over 45 miles and almost 6

1/2 hours of riding time.  Starting the 4th lap just

after leaving the start finish area my right quad

cramped big time and I thought I was done.  After

massaging and even turning around and starting to

coast back to our camp, another rider coming by said

just ride it out and so I did.  I turned back around,

geared down and just started riding again, keeping the

power output real low and spun.  At the S/F I had seen

Ben, he was suffering with cramping legs too and I

wasn't sure if he was going to continue.  As I neared

the first fire road climb, Ben showed up behind me. 

We sort of hike and biked up the steeper sections just

to prevent cramping - very annoying since it is soooo

rideable!  Here the SUMMERSETT team wasn't looking too

good, but, fortunately the paparazzi weren't around

that area of the course snapping photos, so,

hopefully, no pictures will show up on the internet.

By the end of #4 I was feeling okay, still marginal on

cramping but kept sucking down the Cytomax, E-Caps,

Cowabunga Chocolate milk and Hammer Gel and headed out

for #5.  About 1/3 of the way around the Hankster

passed me, he was on #6 and looked like he was just

starting out.  What's up with that anyway?  Well, he

is MUCH younger than me . . . at least a few months. 

This was definitely my slowest lap.  I stopped several

times to let the legs recover and continued to walk

the steeper sections.  The downhills continued to be

fun although you could see erosion of the trail

starting in several spots from all the riders. 

Finally, I heard the roar of the crowd again and

rolled in to the S/F, happy to have finished and glad

that I pushed myself to do the 5th.

There were about 10 or 12 old guys, 50+ riding solo. 

I think the most laps may have been 8 for the group,

but I'm not too sure.  My over all time may have been

the slowest, but there were one or two others who did

5 laps.  There was a contingent from this area, at

least familiar faces.  I think Sean Allen was there

and passed me numerous times, and there was a pretty

large Mad Cat contingent there too.

All in all, it was a very fun, low key event.  I am

happy with my performance, at least I have drawn a

line in the sand to know what I am capable of and that

I can push myself a bit beyond the comfort zone and

yet continue to enjoy the experience.  The trails and

course, IMO, were just great, nothing too steep, or

technical, lots of buff single track, although in some

places the course was a bit tough to decipher.  There

are pine needles covering the trails making them

somewhat hard to distinguish, plus a bit slippery. 

The conditions overall were excellent, with sun but

just a bit cool, mostly shaded riding through the

pines, and no dust.  It was further enhanced having my

son out there riding too, and the most excellent pit

support provided by my wife, daughter and son's

girlfriend.  Not to mention riding a bike that I

built.

Whew, guess I better get to work . . . .

Enjoy!

Bob.
