This race wasn’t on my schedule, but I’ve been going decent lately and with my vacation looming, I figured it would be good to get out there and do a hard road race to shock the system before my Green Mountain preparations begin. 

For us it was Bill, Mike, and myself in the 35+, Kenny in the 45+, and Ken in the cat 4 race.  Kenny finished 11th and said Dmitry (CCB) pretty much rode everyone off his wheel to win solo.  Ken struggled and didn’t do so hot, but was still smiling at the end of the day.  He settled down after playing the field.  Our field was about 40 guys with a few big guns.  Bill said that the guy Fernando from FASTAR was the guy to beat.  Jonny Bold (Corner Cycle) is always dangerous for that long breakaway.  Benedorm had about 7-10 guys in the field.  A bunch of strong riders worth watching although no one who could beat Bill one on one in the climb.  They would be strong enough to bring stuff back if necessary.

Right from the start, I knew it was going to be a rough day in the saddle.  Mike Spangenburg (BOB) attacks with some other guy early and they are gone.  The field is just rolling along, not too concerned.  Mike is a good rider, but not a uber-climber, so it was thought of more as a move to get a lead before the climbing began.  I was hurting on the downhill and knew it was going to be a tough day.  Surprisingly, Jonny Bold wasn’t attacking and didn’t look at 100% from my vantage point.  I guess he raced hard the day before.  He was still good enough to drop most of the field, but just a little below peak form.

As the climbing began Bill accelerated and the field began to dwindle.  Fernando would match his accelerations and soon a small group formed off the front as they captured the two guys off the front.  We’d reel them in after a couple of miles and the peloton swelled, but noticeably smaller.  The road still kept going up and both Mike and Bill looked good.  I was struggling to stay with the lead pack as it dwindled slowly.  At one point, the field slowed and I saw a short little rise coming.  I was near the front and accelerated taking a Benedorm guy with me.  We worked well together and came to the mad bombing downhill.  He told me to stay close to the yellow line as he was a local and the road was sort of torn up on the right.  With that, I tucked and played Il Falcone Mangili Salvodelli.  Plummeting to the valley floor, I dropped him.  He was either lighter than he looked, I’m heavier than I thought, or I am the best decender in New England.  I would hope it was the last of the three even though I know I need to lose about 4 lbs.

With a nice gap as the climb began, I was joined by Jonny Bold and a Benedorm guy (not sure if it was the same guy or not, my eyes were still watering).  Jon asked if it was the big climb.  A second later, Bill comes rip-roaring through and I’m like “probably”.

I drift to the back and begin the suffrage.  I felt like such garbage that first lap that I had decided if I was alone at the end of the first lap, I was going home.  As luck would have it, I wasn’t dropped and rode with a bunch of Benedorm guys.  The field split and I missed it, but Mike was up there hanging on.  He was behind a guy who blew right near the top and could not recover.  Thus he came back to my group. 

I didn’t realize it at the time, but the group was only nine guys.  Ours was about 10-12 guys at the start with about 5 Benedorm riders and Mike and I.  They had Wade Summers up the road and were not interested in bringing it back.  Mike and I just sat at the back seeing if any would try and bridge.  They pretty much blocked up there as a few of the solo riders tried to coordinate an effort to reel it back in.  My thoughts were that they would have been better off getting it back together (they were almost always in sight) because they would have had the numbers and could have played a few cards.  They felt like the guy up front was going well enough and didn’t want to risk anyone in our group pulling off a surprise.  Mike and I watched to see if either could launch and get across.  Mike was going to try on the steep pitch after the dam, but it didn’t materialize.  A little later on a flatter section, it looked like I may have been able to burry myself and get across, but I still felt like dog crap and knew if for some crazy reason I did make it, I’d blow up when I got there and you’d see me crying on the side of the road like Derek does every time he sees a hill.

We come to the spot were I attack on the first lap and I’m thinking about doing it again, but then a Benedorm guy sort of shot up the middle and took out another rider.  I really didn’t see much except a bike in the air out of the corner of my eye.  It really wasn’t necessary as we were pretty much consigned to 10th place anyhow.  I hope all were ok.  We waited for everyone to get back on who was still riding as I noticed was had dropped a few guys out of the original chase group and coupled with the crash we were now smaller than the break.

On the downhill, I tucked it again and dropped the field (memo to self:  No fast food this week).  When we hit the finish climb, I was tired and saw no need to continue going hard and waited for the remnants of the chase.  They got to me and I rode on the back for a while.  Mike went to the front and made several accelerations that eventually dropped my lardass.  There were a few guys behind me, so I just kept a hard tempo so I wouldn’t get caught.  Mike kept on the pressure and it was sort of fun to watch them snake across the hill staying right with him.  He’d drop one guy and then blew up eventually getting 13th place.  I finished in 15th place just behind them.  Bill was up front and rode well, but inside of 1km to it was just him and Fernando.  He heard that Fernando had a good kick on the climbs and Bill was just coming off a rest period.  Fernando lit it up and Bill couldn’t quite answer the call this time.  Still, he got 2nd place in a tough road race which is nothing to sniff at.

