Coolest 24/8 Hour Mountain Bike Race May 2 and 3, 2009

The day dawned bright for the 4th Coolest 24/8 Hour mountain bike race held in Cool - wait, wait, just wait a minute!  The day didn't dawn bright, it was overcast and ugly out, though not too cold or windy.  Friday night May 1st, it rained pretty heavily most of the night and the pit areas were well saturated.  Fortunately, the 8 hour pit area had some gravel and a healthy coating of mashed horse crap so it looked fairly decent when I and neighbor and fellow rider Tom arrived about 8:00 am.
We found a spot and set up the EZ Up, the chairs and brought all of our supplies, tools, and eats to the pits.  Soon Steve and Jewel arrived with the table and their semi-truck sized full suspension Ventana tandem, and later my son and 2 person team riding partner, Ben arrived.  Registration moved quickly and soon our bikes were adorned with the racing numbers and a new high tech looking timing chip.
Crazy Mike and John Armenta were already set up their pits, the Hankster arrived about the time we did, later Kevin from UCD came by looking for a place to drop his stuff, this would be his first 8 hour race.

The energy and excitement of all of the competitors and support crews is infectious.  Everyone is excited to go, but, at the same time a bit anxious about the course conditions due to the rain overnight and the high probability of rain that may be coming.  We didn't have to wait long, it started about 11:00 am.  Soon we learned that my EZ Up was not water repellant, it did divert most of the rain, but leaked pretty much like a sieve.   This forced evacuation of much of our unneeded supplies and changes of clothes back to the car to keep them dry.

[image: image1.jpg]BicyclingEvents.com



Finally, noon rolls around and the race gets going.  Ben and I had done a coin toss and he won (?) and elected to start the race.  Our strategy was for Ben to do the first two laps then I would do the next two.  The distance was just over 12 miles per lap with 1,900 feet of climbing.  After all the riders took off, everything gets real quiet in the pits.  About a half hour into the event, the team riders start queuing up for their lap, waiting for their rider to come in so they can head out.  I changed into my biking clothes so I would be ready to go out should Ben have problems or issues and not be able or ready to do his second lap.
Around 55 minutes, Tinker Juarez, the long time consummate professional endurance mountain bike racer comes blowing in from his first lap.  He was only recognizable by his mud coated dreadlocks.  Soon other riders were coming through, their appearance from all the mud was shocking to say the least.  
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Ben rolls in after about 1:40 or so complaining of gear train noise and shifting issues.  He said it was a bit slick out there and the first mud hole did its due on his gear train.  I take this as my queue to roll out so he can address the mechanicals on his bike.  So, I throw on the helmet and the Camelbak and head out.

Because of all the mud, I elected not to wear glasses, I knew they would just get coated and I wouldn't be able to see.  
The first section is fairly flat to rolling single track snaking around the hills, past a pond and to the first real mud bog.  Up until then the trails were fairly decent, though coated with mud the consistency of latex paint, or maybe drywall mud.  As I neared the bog, the gal in front of me went right and pretty much buried her bike in the axle deep puddle.  I veered left a bit, thinking it may be shallower only to get about 2/3rds of the way across before rapidly dismounting into the slime and dragging the bike across the wooden foot bridge over the adjacent creek.  
Okay, I'm in this now I think to myself.  Back on the trail, soon past the school and up the meadow climb through the woods to a fairly wide downhill.  Here I am overtaking a rider, yep, you read that right, I am OVERTAKING another rider.  He looks back at me speed up a bit on a down hill section only to have his front wheel slide out and he goes down sliding and laughing all at the same time.  I give a holler, "you okay man?" and roll on.
Topping out over a meadow area on a fire road section that is mostly downhill making me squint to where I can hardly see due to the mud and rain being throw off the tires.  At the same time I take in some fluids.  Man, the mouth piece for the Camelbak is coated with mud, I wipe it with my equally muddy glove and it sort of cleans off.  The GU-2-Oh is pretty gritty today!
Then on to a new section of single track, nice rolling and winding trail through the trees and grasses ending with a moderate climb back to a very short section of fire road.  Next up is single track traversing a treeless grassy hill, back on to some fire road, a couple of downhill switch backs, then some up hills and then the downhill to the deep Knickerbocker Creek crossing and the steep walk up.  Yes, for me and most riders it is a walk up.  As you crest the hill leading to the paved section you start seeing the photos honoring cancer victims.  This race raises money for cancer research.  As I climb the paved section to the aid station, I take in more gritty fluids from the Camelbak and get passed by Tinker.  He is out of the saddle and flying up the hill two or three times as fast as I'm going - sheesh!
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I'm feeling good and riding well, though mud coated and wet I feel reasonably warm and comfortable.  The trail conditions are marginal at best but, with care can be negotiated well.  Gee, does this mean I'm a mudder? 

Down the pavement to the jump off up a slimy single track section past Mad Cats Betty, a mannequin in full Mad Cat kit, and up the gradual climb then down the fast fire road on to the single track leading to the Salt Creek crossing.  Salt Creek isn't too full and is an easy ford then up the gradual climbing fire road.  About a half mile in the fire road gets steep and I shift in to the low hole on the front rings and get lots of gear and chain noise as the chain sucks between the chain stay and the chain ring.  I quickly back pedal, it un-sticks and I pedal on only to have it happen again in a few yards.  More back pedaling, all this while trying to maintain some momentum up the hill, finally, I just can't keep it un-stuck and stay on the bike and I'm forced to dismount.  Crap!  
Hiking about 50 yards up the road I come to a new for this year section of single track, remount and ride out on the moderate grade soon coming to a lake I didn't know existed before this race.  The trail follows the edge of the lake, over a rock out cropping then up a fairly steep grass covered slope, more problems with chain suck finally force me to walk the hill - so annoying.  But, other riders seemed to be faced with the same problem as several others are hiking the hill as well.  Finishing off this section of single track and back on to the fire road for the final grunt up and over the gentle hills both up and down you can just sense you are nearing the start/finish.  I glance at the mud caked computer and see the odometer reading of 23 point something miles, about a mile to go and only one more short hill.
The left turn on the fire road is the turn signaling the last climb, I say a prayer to the chain gods to please don't suck this time and power up and over the hill without incident.  YES!  It is all downhill and flat to the start/finish from here!   I power on paralleling Hwy 49, squinting through the spray of muck and rain under the timing bridge and to the pits.  Ben is ready to go, throws on his helmet and Camelbak and takes off for his second lap.

[image: image4.jpg]



I feel good, had a good lap, about 1:40 and now just cool my jets trying to stay warm, eat a bit, take in fluids and wait for Ben to come in.

About 5:15 or so, Ben rolls in and I take off again.  It is still raining and with all of the riders the conditions of the trails has deteriorated.  However, my second lap was fairly uneventful, just stuck with a pretty conservative pace and kept it in control (AKA going slow on the downhills!).  Though I cleaned and oiled my drive trail, eventually, the muck and water were just too much and soon the chain suck and occasional ghost shifting returned.  Three quarters of the way around on my second lap I started feeling hunger pangs.  My focus changed to hoping that the cook house would still be operating and providing hamburgers, hot dogs and chili for the riders.   About 7:05 I came in from my lap, too little time left for either Ben or I to even think about trying for another lap.
The cook house is open!  I plant my bike in the pits and head directly over and collect a hamburger fresh off the grill, load on an onion, mustard and catsup and chow down.  Man it tasted good.  Then a Pacifico to wash it down and I start thinking of the daunting task of getting out of these soaked and mud caked clothes.
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I hose down the bike, then myself, fully dressed.  The water actually felt warm, guess that means I was really pretty cold.  The muddy water just flows off of me like the Mississippi.  Finally, enough is enough and I peel off the layers, dry off and put on dry clothes.  Ahhh, that feels much better!  Still hungry, I grab a bowl of steaming hot chili from the cook house.  That has to be some of the best chili I've ever had!  Hit the spot!
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The attrition was very heavy.  In reality, the conditions were atrocious, with riders packing it in after only a lap or two.  On the flip side, we were doing the only an 8 hour endurance, the 24 hour endurance was still going on!  To put it mildly, I was happy to be finished.  

Its taken most of a morning to hose down my chairs, the EZ Up, and launder all of my clothes, hopefully it won't have any adverse effects on the washing machine or future wash loads of clothes.  My eyeballs are feeling better today, the 3 hour dirt bath they took was pretty tough on them.  Visine has become my drug of choice.

I think those who stuck it out had a pretty good time in spite of the conditions.  Afterall, who talks about the event where everything went as planned and conditions were perfect?  Steve and Jewel seemed pleased with their outcome as did John Armenta and Crazy Mike.  A special thanks to John and Michelle Matoba for their support and photo documentation and the use of their heater.  Good to get those legs a steamin'!

Ben and I are pleased with our outcome and for just sticking with it till the end.   Always great to do something epic and with your son and on bikes that I hand crafted.  Can it get any better than that?
