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Welcome to the 2006 edition of my comments on riding the PMC.  Thanks again to those of you who supported my ride this year and who have supported my rides in previous years too.  And while I make a point of not asking people in consecutive years, a number of you have voluntarily gone to my PMC webpage and donated anyway.  Thanks to all of you!

This year, while my ride was the same, Wellesley to Bourne, about 87 miles in one day, the fund-raising commitment was raised to $2300.  While I have not completed this aspect of the ride yet, I am confident I will be able to do so.  At the time of this writing, I am a few hundred dollars short but I have raised over $6000 over three years and when I am done this year, the total will be close to $6500.  I think this is pretty cool.  I wish it had a more visible effect on cancer, tho.  Once again, thank you!

Stuart (my riding partner and college roomie) and I had some nice conversation about this during one of the more relaxed moments of our ride this year.  I mentioned in the opening paragraph that I try not to ask people in consecutive years and I say jokingly to donors that I don’t want them to avoid me when they see me coming for fear that the only reason I want to talk to them is to solicit a donation.  While I don’t want to suggest I have a lot a friends, I have come to realize that I do know a lot of people, many of whom are friends, many of whom I have worked with in some capacity or another, and I have begun to ask people who further are away from my circle of immediate or daily contacts and in general, people are happy to donate.  Since most of the people I know are about my age, established and professional, they probably donate money to charitable causes every year anyway and with many good places to donate money, it is my goal simply to let them know that this is another place where their money can do good work and that I plan to ride every year for the foreseeable future so they can make informed decisions and plan on an annual basis how best to manage this part of their lives.  Those who donate once because I ask them, thank you, I appreciate that.  Those who come back and donate again even though I do not ask them, that is great.  And all of this motivates me to be more creative and to work harder at identifying people from whom I can ask for contributions.  It is an equally important part of my work training for the PMC as the riding itself.
This year the ride was difficult.  I trained well.  I tapered the last week and carbo-loaded.  I didn’t sleep particularly well the night before but felt good when we started.  The weather was a little warmer than 2004, a little cooler than 2005 and by mid-day there’s just no way around it – it was hot.  Not unbearably or dangerously hot, but still hot.  I ate a lot during the ride: Stuart noticed early in the day that I was eating a lot and it motivated him to eat too.  (Riders burn a lot of calories and in one of Armstrong’s books he points out that riders on the Tour eat pastries and other high-fat and high carb junk for breakfast because as he says: riders burn so many calories and expend so much energy that they can eat whatever they want.  Not that we are tour riders but you get the idea.)  Nonetheless, after lunch, about halfway through the ride, I “bonked”.   Well, not exactly “bonked” because serious bonking involves dizziness, incoherence and other physiological symptoms that would require a certain level of focus on riding that I just don’t have.
  But when Tour commentators say: “So-and-so has attacked and so-and-so can’t respond!” I’m thinking, just move your legs, you lazy bastard” as I sit in an overstuffed chair.  Well, about half-way through the ride, I couldn’t respond.  Stu would go up a hill and I couldn’t stay w/him.  My hamstrings started getting tight.  I had cramps in my calfs.  I stretched a lot during each water stop.  I was pedaling at a pretty steady cadence but I couldn’t do it in a gear that would allow me to move as fast as I wanted.  Hills became tortuous.  My quads burned (they’re supposed to but…).  Flats and downhills were a chance to spin or pedal lightly.  I told Stu I was struggling and he waited for me a number of times.  I appreciated that but it was disappointing.  I didn’t necessarily want to finish the ride at a particular time or ride at a particular speed although riding at least as fast as the past two years would have been nice.  Mostly I wanted to feel good and finish the ride feeling strong.  I felt strong most of the summer but I limped across the finish this year.  Getting old?
Stu had another mechanical problem early in the ride: his seat-post clamp broke when going over a bump and we stopped for about 10 minutes trying to fix it.  We couldn’t and Stu rode to the lunch stop with a seat all the way down on the down tube.  I told him it looked like he was riding his little brother’s bike.  He didn’t think that was too funny.  Amazingly, one of the bike shops that volunteer their services at each of the five rest stops was able to fix it and we went on without incident after that.
This year the ASA annual meeting was closer to the ride than in previous years.  I began asking for donation from some of my colleagues from my ASA circle.  (The response was terrific.)  Fortunately, even tho I saw many of them only five days after the ride, I had recuperated enuf so that I could joke that I did manage to finish and as they could see, I was still in one piece.

Despite the mechanical problems and the fact that I was not able to ride like a professional racer, it was still fun.  Once again, the route was lined with well-wishers.  In terms of organization, especially the fact that it relies on volunteers, it was a dream come true.  From the point of view of this rider, everything went off without a hitch.  I was able to raise my money and Stu and I had a good time together.  Thanks also to Cliff who rode with me all summer and this year he and I will do another ride, the Seagull Century in October.  (Don’t worry – it’s NOT a fund-raiser.)  It will be a challenge to stay in shape now that the PMC is over.  
But thanks most of all to all of you who supported the ride with your donations.  I am sorry that the publicity of the PMC does not go much beyond the eastern Massachusetts area (once again it got a story in the Sunday Globe and a front-page teaser) because it is well known out there and more importantly, it really is a good organization and event.
Thanks again!
� Ken, the guy who sold me my bike and is an avid rider himself once told me that one year when he rode the PMC, he rode so fast that when he got off his bike at the end of the ride he puked.  First, I don’t ride as fast as he does – we rode together once.  That was enough to convince me that he was in a different class of rider.  He brags about averaging in the mid-20 mphs.  I average about 16.  That’s a BIG difference.  Second I think the last time I threw up I was about 5 years old.  Maybe I don’t know how to push myself hard enough to puke.  Maybe I’m a wimp.  Maybe I just don’t like puking that much.





