The 2008 Seagull Century

After our ill-advised attempt to do the Seagull in 2006, we thought we’d try again in 2008.  This time there was no n’oreaster in the weekend forecast.  In fact, the weather was predicted to be in the 70s with 0-10% chance of rain.  After a week of rain in the 40s, this sounded pretty good.  Fortunately, the lousy weather in Syracuse coincided with a taper-down period.
The problem with the Seagull as I wrote two years ago was to keep training into the fall when the weather gets dicey and work gets in the way.  This year it wasn’t as hard, partly because the weather cooperated and partly because I had forsaken all other forms of exercise making cycling my number one choice.
I also discovered the fun in a group riding.  My local library had a display during July to correspond with the Tour de France and I found out that two of the librarians were riders.  Mitch Tiegel is also one of the organizers of the Ride for Missing and Exploited Children, a century fund-raiser in September.  I declined, citing my fund-raising obligations for the PMC but invited myself along for a training ride.  Scheduling only permitted me to join the group for one training ride, a 40+ mile ride starting on the west side of town and going up to Baldwinsville along many of the roads I usually ride.  We started at 7:45 on a Sunday morning and while it was chilly to begin with, it turned out to be a pleasant day and a very enjoyable ride.  There were 9 of us, of many different abilities and it was a very congenial and supportive group.  One reason for this is that the ride itself is done two-abreast so in training for it, we rode side-by-side when conditions permitted and this gave us all a chance to chat with each other.  While this was only one ride, it provided momentum for fall training.
As expected, the weather for the Seagull was spectacular.  It was a little chilly in the morning; since we started around 7:45, we had to be ready to ride in 50 degree weather.  But by the first rest stop, Cliff was ready to get rid of his tights and jacket.  Between the first rest stop and the second, I peeled off my arm and leg warmers (love them!) and managed to remove my gloves and skullcap without incident.  (I did manage to fall at the first rest stop but this had nothing to do with anything other than not being able to get out of the right clip fast enough.  I did manage to fall over in a bed of pine needles prompting another rider to say: “I’m glad I’m not the only one who does that.”  Clearly the worst part of falling was doing it in front of few hundred other riders.)

The day warmed up and the ride became effortless.  The Seagull is almost entirely flat.  The biggest hills are riding over some highways and the bridge to Assateague Island, a park where the third rest stop was located.  There was virtually no wind although at the end a few riders complained about it (we didn’t notice any appreciable wind - they obviously only ride indoors) and the temperature rose to a comfortable low 70s.

There was always plenty of company and like the PMC, there were never times when we weren’t in sight of other riders.  Judging from the hand-written numbers on some riders’ bib labels, there were over 6000 registered riders.

There were times when my knees were sore.  I attributed this to pedaling at too low a cadence, usually in the 70s when I should be in the 80s or even 90s.  By the third stop, I was happy to get off the bike.  But getting back on after lunch was not that difficult and the soreness from knee over-use did not return until near the end of the ride.  I think that making a concerted effort to pedal easier makes a difference.

Around mile 70, clouds began to build up and for a while we had to dodge scattered raindrops.  We hustled to rest stop four in anticipation of pie and ice cream but also to hurry along in case we had to ride in the rain.  The rain turned out not to be a problem but the ice cream was unique: it can pre-packaged in the shape of a scoop and was frozen so hard that you could pick it up and bite it.  It also had a low density giving the impression of a Styrofoam gag.  There was, as promised, live music belting out oldies.  They were so bad it was quaint - obviously a boomer garage band looking for a place where they could be heard.  There was also live music at the end, also loud and pretty bad but beer sales probably offset the lack of quality.

Like virtually all bike rides, the Seagull had vendors selling everything from water bottles to guided European bicycle trips.  We managed to escape with only minor damage.

One thing I found curious was that at the third rest stop and at the end, volunteers were enlisted to cheer the riders on.  This made sense to me at the PMC where volunteers (and spectators) were out during the ride and cheered us on but I always viewed this not as cheering me on as much as it was cheering me as a proxy for the money I had raised.  Since I didn’t raise any money for the Seagull, it felt a little awkward.

One of the reasons the ride was a success besides those already enumerated is because of those that weren’t.  This was a ride entirely without incidents: no accidents, no mechanical failures, no flats.  Afterwards, no pulled muscles, no cramps, no blisters.  Everything went pretty well as planned.

I originally said that I wanted to do this ride first because Cliff raved about it and I concur with his ravings.  Bicyling magazine called it one of the ten best century rides.  But I also wanted to say I had done a century ride (the PMC is a near century, 87 mles).  I am satisfied that I have now done a century and I would not feel unfulfilled if I never did another one.  But I enjoyed the Seagull so much I would do it again.  Since Cliff can’t do it next year, I would even do it alone.  But if you do the Seagull, you never do it alone.

