Boggs IV - Mar. 28, 2009

8 Hour Endurance Mountain Bike Race

I finally figured it out.  Its like some sort of addiction.  And there it is right in from of me.  "Boggs Eye Vee," get it, I-V?  Mainlining right to the psyche, hooking you on this crazy aspect of mountain biking, pushing you to punish your body almost continuously for long periods of time.  I know, 8 hours is "nothing" to that very elite few who do 24 hour solos or even the 100 mile off road mountain bike races in less than 12 or 13 hours.  But, hey, I'm old and I'm no lightweight either.  I like red meat, spuds and wine. . . .  I'm in no way one of those little flyweight wisps who can climb like there is no tomorrow, where an ounce of weight on their bike does make a difference and is only comparable to pounds on my gut.  Whatever!

Not wanting to suffer with an oh-dark-thirty wake up and a 3 hour drive to the event for the 8:30 start time, I drove over solo the night before.  The location is about half way between Calistoga and Clear Lake.  On arrival, I threw down the blue plastic tarp, pumped up the air mattress and rolled out the bag; lots of others doing the same thing, but most were in tents.  The camping area is well suited to the event; fairly well treed with tall pines, there is little under growth and the area is relatively flat, dry and covered with pine needles.  After a fitful nights sleep, just not made to sleep on the ground anymore, the day dawned beautiful.  My pit crew, AKA the wife and oldest daughter, were going to drive over the day of the event and provide assistance.  I figured I'd do one, maybe two laps unsupported.  No biggie.
Since cramping after about 3 hours of riding has been my nemesis, I had a plan for trying to quell them.  The research I've done can't point the finger at specifics, only several key elements that may be problematic.  They are hydration, nutrition, and training.  To be properly hydrated and reduce electrolyte depletion, my plan called for at least a full 24 ounces of electrolyte enhanced water each hour augmented with  2 - 3 E-caps (salt pills).  For nutrition, a half peanut butter and jelly sandwich each hour plus a GU somewhere out on course.  And training; if you are riding eight hours you should be training in 8 hour segments.  Okay, that, no can do, just not willing to spend that much time, but, I was fairly consistent about doing 3+ hour training sessions in addition to shorter ones each week for about six weeks prior to the event.
Back to the event, there were almost 500 riders this year compared to less than 200 two years ago.  The start was done waves with the solo pro and experts leading out first followed a couple minutes later by the solo sport and beginner classes, and finally the teams.  As the groups headed out the gathered crowd and support crews cheered the riders on and rang bells.

The start is on a slight uphill grade of a fire road for about a half mile to the first section of single track.  It is through an area of the forest that had burned within the last year or two, maybe a controlled burn.  This area is pretty barren, mostly loose dirt and rocks except for thinly spaced tall pines and occasional craters where a tree stump had burned leaving a large hole in the ground.  It crossed my mind that some of those craters could just about swallow a bike wheel.  A conga line of riders formed like a wreathing snake up and over a low ridge down to long switch backs.  
About the time of reaching the last couple of switch backs some of the first team riders were coming through.  These are the red hots who only have to do a lap or two so don't worry about conservation of energy.  One of these dudes is hollering "on your left" just as Yvette, a Mad Cats rider in front of me is taking the apex of the switchback .  He plows past me and slides into her taking both him and her out.  What an idiot!  Fortunately, no damage done.  
Well, I took the opportunity to step it up on this downhill section and blasted down this and another switchback to  where the trail opened up to fire road and the first significant climb.  The fire road, steep for the first quarter mile or so then leveling off and with some downhill before gradually climbing to the next section of single track.  This section starts out level, winding through trees and scrub brush into a wooded downhill then about a half mile of single track climbing.  I call this the "Houses Trail" because you look down into the back yards of houses from the trail.  
Eventually, Houses climbs to a short, rocky, technical section up onto a plateau that leads to "Karen's Trail," as it is so named.  Karen's is a single track grind up through the woods, some smooth and pine needle covered trail, some dirt and rock, but, no dust or mud.  After what seems like forever, the trail levels out for some sweet single track through the woods, a little bit of fire road some fast downhill, then back onto nice side hill single track somewhat reminiscent of Bullard's Bar.  Then you hop off the single track and take a hard right on to another section of fire road climbing up steeply to the aid station.  This is roughly 2/3 of the way around the course.
Past the aid station, the course jumps back into the forest and scrub on single track climbing ultimately to the high point of the ride.  Finally you roll over the summit and know you've got it made.  Bomb down some single track, hop over a rock step and out on more fire road for a screamin' descent with full on brakes to hook right on to more single track through the trees.  A couple very narrow passes between the pines keeps your attention!  Soon, after a very short section of fast downhill fire road, the final single track leading to the finish line peels off to the right.  This is also the staging area for the EMT crews - sort of a humbling reminder to keep it in control - well sort of.

The last stretch has a few tight downhill switch backs throw in for good measure, including some of the dreaded right hand switch backs.  Those suckers kill me, why can't I turn right?  Geeze, how pathetic is that. . . . and I call myself a mountain biker!  But I digress.  Just about now you start hearing the music and the crowds at the start finish and you really want to look good, you zip up your jersey so your sponsors are well represented, you wipe the sweat off your face, polish your bike. . . . no way, you are just happy to be there and try to look like you are fresh and ready to do it all over again.  
So, where is my pit crew?  Not there, oh well I really didn't expect them there yet, I had an extra bottle on board so I headed out for my second lap.  At the end of lap two, where is my pit crew?  Still not there, hmmm, now I am a bit concerned, well, I'd prepped enough stuff so I ate, loaded on a full bottle and headed out.  Then I return from my third lap and still no pit crew!  What the heck?  Wait a minute, there is evidence that they have been here.  There are filled bottles, more sandwiches, halves of bananas, a book my wife is reading sitting on the camp chair.  So I grab the cell phone and call, no answer.  Hmm.  
Well, I can't hang here too long so I eat, load another bottle on and head out.  Riding past the Mad Cats pit I spot Steve and Jewel and ask if they had seen my crew.  The said they had at the start finish line.  Guess we missed each other, maybe I'll see them after this lap.  End of lap 4, still no sign of the pit crew at the start finish so I ride to the car and there they are!  Good to see them, they have more sandwiches and stuff ready to go, they ply me with more E-caps and chocolate milk,  I load up and head out again.  We laughed about their adventure in just getting there, making it a 4 1/2 hour drive after getting lost, then how they missed me when I crossed through the start finish line even on my final lap!  Nice to have support though!

I felt good at the end.  It helped that on my last lap I caught up to Steve and Jewel on their tandem about half way around the course.  Yes, you read that right, I caught up to them!  Okay, so what if they were stopped and Jewel was suffering with stomach pains . . . . Anyway, I followed them back in to the finish, amazed at how they maneuvered the 18 wheeler sized tandem through the tight single track and down the switchbacks.  I chuckled too while climbing up to the aid station listening to them talking and laughing the whole way up, so cute, I was happy just to be able to keep the pedals turning over.

It surprised me that over the entire event I rarely saw anyone I knew or even recognized.  It could be that for the most part I was really focused on my riding, or that all I saw was their back sides as they went by me or that I was maintaining a reasonable pace.  I choose to believe the latter.  On my last lap I saw John Armenta in the Mad Cats pit as I was going out and I did get passed by Duvers, she is an honorary Murieta Cycling Group rider.  She was riding very well.  And I was passed three times by the tandem of Sean and Mary Allen - amazingly strong riders!

At the end of the day I'd ridden a total of 5 laps, 44 miles, 7,448 feet of climbing in 6 hours 34 minutes spread over 7 hours and 24 minutes.  I think I had it in me to ride an additional lap, I had the time, but, just not the desire.  Boggs is a fun ride!  The course is mostly quality single track, many areas are shaded by large pine trees and the trail is pine needle covered sometimes making following the trail a bit challenging as well as a bit slippery.  
Back to Boggs Eye Vee.  I got my fix, I'm not sure if I'm addicted, but, I was pleased that I had a great ride, a fun time, and most importantly, I hadn't cramped.  That in itself is huge!
