“A Sweepers Tale”
I don’t know what it is about these “Boreen Runs” maybe it’s the big spin at the perfect pace or the great bunch of people who go to great lengths to attend the event. What ever the reason, at the end of the run my thoughts are a mixture of disappointment the weekend is over and the pleasure of thinking back on the two days and the thought of next years “Boreen Run”.

I had the pleasure of being involved in the running of this event, not so much the organizing of it, as that dubious honour went to Jochen Riehn (Leader) and Aidan McParland who spent nights pouring over Ordinance Survey Maps and many weekends riding the routes to ensure they were up to scratch. The end result, I’m sure all in attendance will agree, was fabulous. 
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After leaving Dundalk, the starting point, we headed north on some twisty boreens to Black Mountain (see pic) then west to Slieve Gullion forest park, 
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two beautiful places, this was to set the standard for the whole weekend, I have to say I couldn’t believe how incredibly scenic the route we took was. 

   I was a bit dubious about the weather forecast for the Saturday, but despite the bit of rain we had, I think everyone enjoyed it thoroughly. I did wonder would I enjoy staying at the back of the pack as I liked the way the drop-off system works, that you get to creep up closer and closer to the leader where the pace can pick up a bit. But being sweeper was brilliant, because every time I came upon a marker we had a quick chat, lit a cigarette and were off again and got to play catch-up.
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We stopped for a cuppa and warm scones at a café and got a chance to mill around and get reacquainted with the Boreen Veterans and also meet with the “first timers” or “Boreen Virgins” as they are now called. 
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Back on the bikes and we headed south towards Carrickmacross, I could see, as I came upon the people who were marking the junctions, that everyone was enjoying the spin and we had as yet had no little glitches, they were all yet to come. We had our lunch on the Saturday and again had an opportunity to chat about the run and how much we were all enjoying it, and off we went again.
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 The type of road surface varied enormously from loose gravel to grass lined boreen where you had to duck your head to avoid the branches, either way it isn’t the kind of run where you can just switch off a bit. About 40 miles before the end of the Saturday run my oil filler cap decided to pop out, I pulled in when I saw the plume of oil exiting from the right hand cylinder head, got off the bike and proceeded to pull every weed out of the ditch for 30 yards to see if I could find the cap, but to no avail. I resorted to a bit of McGyver-ing and wrapped some insulating tape around a 11mm socket which I, in a state of panic, bashed into the oil plug hole with a convenient rock. Started the bike, no oil spraying onto my visor, sorted. As I came upon the markers who were at this point soaked to the skin, all I got, instead of abuse or grumpy faces, was a sympathetic smile and a pat on the back. Ye really were a great bunch of people and I again apologise for holding ye up. Jochen had taken the opportunity to regroup, so when I finally caught up with them he had a cigarette lit for me which was sorely needed, a couple of minutes later we struck off to finish at the hotel in Killashandra with a big smile and a sense of relief that I would be sitting on a softer seat for the rest of the day.

Sunday started out with persistent rain, by late morning it was glorious, it was like a summers day. The type of scenery changed on the second day, around nearly every corner you came upon a spectacular view of the lakes that are dotted around the route the boys had picked out for us. If you want to see remote and beautiful parts of Ireland, I’d highly recommend doing the Boreen Run. 

I have often thought back to bike events and ride-outs I’ve attended and the little mishaps that were annoying then seem to add to the adventure of the day, in hindsight. On the Saturday I think we had one puncture, on the Sunday we had, I think, six punctures, three of which were on the one bike and I had one myself, but the craic,  the slagging and general banter at these times was great and made the day even more memorable.
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The “nail fairy” was sprinkling the bloody things everywhere, luckily we had enough puncture plugs and a little compressor so we were sorted in a few minutes each time. 
We were about two hours from the end of the second day riding on a forest road when we came upon what I think was the most breath taking scenery I’d seen over the whole weekend 
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It was a very high view point with a sheer drop over looking Lower Lough Erne and Lusty Beg Island, stunning place. 
After a chat and a few photos we were on the road again. Later when we arrived at the Yeates Country Hotel in Sligo we had a drink to quench the thirst on a very sunny and warm Sunday evening, quick shower and change and headed downstairs for the evening meal. Gary Finlay started the proceedings with a brief speech thanking Jochen, Aidan and myself before announcing the recipient, of this years “Brian Langton award”, 
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Jerry Wakeman pictured above being presented with the award by last years recipient, Ken Underwood.
 With full bellies, full glasses and sore behinds and a lot of slagging and banter between the tables we had a brilliant evening which ended what was one of the best weekends I’ve ever had, if you haven’t done one of these runs, then sign up for Boreen ’08.
Thanks to all of you.

Dave Wright.

Dave@DonkeyBike.com

