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Team Chatwins
From left to right, Tony Haley, 
David Ireland, Paul Mooney, Gav 
Collier and Edward Chatwin

MARMOTTE 
July 2nd 2011

The Facts:
108 miles.
16,500 ft of 
climbing.
8000 cyclists.
6500 calories.

FROM BAKERS TO BIKERS
La Marmotte has the reputation for being the toughest one day cycle ride. The group from Audlem and 
Chatwins tackle some of the most famous climbs of the Tour de France on this epic day. 

Despite a glass of wine the night before, 

the excitement of the event still meant I was 

awake long before the alarm. Once my alarm 

sounded 5.45a.m.  up we got and forced down 

some breakfast. Most of us struggled to eat a 

bowl of porridge, Tony on the other hand 

followed the Bradley Wiggins pre race diet, 

and topped his porridge off with a 3 egg 

omelet and a bowl of pasta! 

The day started with us trying to find the 

start line, surely with 7,000 other cyclists and 

our apartment only 100m from the start line 

this wasn’t going to be too difficult.  None the 

less we followed a group of Dutch cyclists 

down a dead end, and before the race had 

even started our group had split as Tony 

decided to find his own way to the start. After 

a chilly 30 minute wait we were off, and as we 

approached the start line we caught up with 

Tony, who had creeped in at the start of the 

queue, and as we left Bourg D’Oisins in a wave 

of cyclists we all felt the exhilaration of being in 

a peloton.

The ride can be broken into 7 sections, 

the first being a flattish section to the start of 

the first climb, the Col du Glandon. From riding 

the Etape a few times I knew the key to this 

section was to find a fast group and just sit on 

a wheel until we got to the first climb. As we 

heard the whoosh of carbon wheels approach 

Gav and I jumped on the back of a group and 

swiftly found ourselves at the bottom of the 

first climb.

THE COL DU GLANDON

The first test of the day; a 25km climb.  

Only 5% or so on average but a tough and 

inconsistent climb.  It ramps up pretty quickly 

and it wasn’t long before Gav and I separated.  

I was making steady progress up the climb, 

enjoying the scenery but before too long I 

The view from the 
top of the first 

mountain. The col du 
Glandon at 2061m
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found myself in my bottom gear, not a good 

sign as I was hoping to save that for the 

Galibier. After 1hr 35min of climbing I reached 

the top and came to the scrum that is the first 

feed station.

Due to previous fatalities the descent of 

the Glandon is no longer timed which allows 

you to take as much time as you like at the 

feed station. After filling my water bottle and 

stuffing my back pocket with bananas I spent a 

few minutes enjoying the view then another 5 

minutes trying to find my bike and getting it out 

from under the other half a dozen bikes that 

had been but on top of it.

DESCENT OF THE GLANDON

After putting on arm warmers and Gillet I 

started the descent of the Glandon cautiously, 

wary of previous horror stories.  However the 

descent was well marshaled and despite 

passing a few ambulances tending crash 

victims at the side of the road, my confidence 

soon grew and it wasn’t long before the thrill of 

the descent took hold of me and I ended up 

passing a good number of cyclists on the way 

down.   

The road to the foot of the Telegraph is 

the only slightly unpleasant bit of the Marmotte 

route.  Slightly uphill, 25km or 35km, 

unglamorous single and dual carriageway. It’s 

not the organisers fault of course that the 

mountains don’t all join up perfectly but still it 

is a shame.  There is a very simple strategy for 

surviving this part of the ride; find a group to sit 

in and eat and drink like crazy.

ASCENT OF THE TELEGRAPH

My ascent of the Telegraph started as I 

had planned, with a piss at the side of the 

road. Whether it was because I was lighter 

from my toilet stop but I found the Telegraph 

an easier climb than the Glandon, even though 

it was a steeper gradient.  The Telegraph 

gradient is more constant and I found myself in 

a good rhythm as I counted down the 

kilometers. Towards the end of the climb I 

noticed I was passing quite a few cyclists and 

my heart rate monitor was telling me I was now 

working too hard so I eased off a little as I 

knew it would not be long before I faced the 

toughest challenge of the day...the Galibier.

At the top of the Telegraph was a water 

stop, but I had read from my race notes that 

there was a feed station in the village of 

Valloire at the start of the Glandon, so I 

skipped this stop and started the 10-15 min 

descent to Valloire. When I reached Valloire I 

started to be become anxious. My water 

bottles were now nearly empty and there was 

no sign of a feed station. Not wishing to ride 

the Galibier with no water I started to ask 

supporters at the side of the road for water.  

Thankfully a group from Denmark were kind 

enough to spare me some water so I was soon 

on my way again.  I needed have worried, as 

Nervous 
looks before 

the start of the 
race.
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around 1km later, once through the village 

there I found the feed station, but with bottles 

full.  I pressed on and started the climb of the 

Galibier.

ASCENT OF THE GALIBIER

I had read much on the internet about the 

Galibier, the first half is reasonably straight 

forward around 5-6% gradient but for the last 

8kms the road kicks  up to around 10%, so my 

plan was to take it easy for the first section so 

as to leave something in reserve for the last 

section. Great plan, but in reality I was having 

to big deep almost straight away.  

After only a couple of kms I started to feel 

sick and light headed, perhaps too many sickly 

sweet energy gels, or maybe the altitude, but 

for the first time in the day I was now being 

passed by cyclist after cyclist. As the gradient 

increased, so did the temptation to pull over at 

the side of the road and to take a rest. 6km 

from the top, I forced another energy gel down 

my mouth, and took 60 seconds off the bike to 

refocus.

Progress was still painfully slow, and was 

about to get slower as cramp was starting to 

kick it (now I wished I had bought the anti crap 

gels!).  As I looked up at the road ahead and 

was wondering how I was going to get to the 

top, I heard a voice from behind say “I love 

your Pork and Apple Pastie”.  Behind me was 

a cyclist in a Kingston Wheelers top who then 

informed me that as a lad he been brought up 

on the Chatwins Pork and Apple pasty. Our 

conversation about Chatwins, and the need for 

a Sandwich Van at the top of the Galibier, then 

continued for the next 4kms or so, and without 

realizing it I soon found myself at the top of the 

Galibier. Although still suffering from cramp, 

the conversation had taken my mind of it, 

which proves to me that climbing such a long 

ascent is as much mental as physical.

At the top of the Glandon I enjoyed a well 

earned rest, filled up with food and water and 

savoured the spectacular view. I could have 

quite easily have stayed there all day, but this 

was a bike race, and after around 10 mins I 

forced myself back on the bike.

DESCENT OF THE GALIBIER

The descent from the Galibier is simply 

fantastic, even with cramp in your legs.  The 

top section had recently been resurfaced (no 

doubt for the Tour De France which would 

come up the Galibier twice when it came to the 

GALIBIER

The final 
hairpin on Alpe 

D’Huez

ALPE D’HUEZ
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Alps in a few weeks time) and so with my 

confidence high from my previous descent I 

took no prisoners and hit speeds in excess of 

45mph on the descent.

The first part of the descent is on a steep, 

narrow and twisty road, which only allows you 

to freewheel.  The second section, from the col 

du Lauteut, is on a wide, not so steep, main 

road where you can again start to pedal. The 

pedaling came as a relief as it helped me to 

ease my cramp, which was now feeling in 

muscles that I never knew I had. 

During the descent there are 7 tunnels of 

varying lengths and illumination – or rather un-

illumination.  Going from the glaring sun to a 

pitch black tunnel with no time to remove the 

shades is a bit of a hazard.  

ALPE D’HUEZ

After 1 hour of going downhill I reached 

the final climb of the day Alpe D’Huez.

With the temperature now at 34C I 

thought I would struggle up the final climb, but 

after necking a can of Coke at the bottom of 

the climb, I felt my spirits and cramp had lifted. 

From cycling up on the Friday, I knew the first 

2 hairpins would be and almost enjoyed the 

climb.  Never the less the sight of the finish line 

was most welcome, and cheered on by the 

groups of spectators, I put on a final sprint as I 

tried to finish  the ride in 9hrs…I missed out by 

13seconds!

No sooner had I sat down to enjoy my 

first beer, than I saw a remarkably fresh looking 

Paul make his way across the finishing line. He 

had obviously kept something in reserve or 

taken some performance enhancing drugs! 

Following seconds behind 

Paul was Gavin. Quite 

remarkably after riding the 

whole ride separately the two 

had taken the same amount of 

time to complete the ride. 

However from the drawn look 

on Gavs face it was clear that 

the Alpe had taken all his energy 

to conquer.

 Our training rides had 

suggested that Tony would 

complete the ride in a 

similar time to Gav and 

myself. But as we finished 

our 2nd beer he was no 

where to seen, and at over 6ft 

4”, he ain’t that easy to miss. As 

he hadn’t taken his mobile, we no idea if he 

had had a storming ride and finished before us 

or if he was one of the many causalities we 

had seen at the side of the road.Thankfully we 

didn’t have to wait much longer as Tony rode 

past our pub to finish the ride. 

When he joined us at the pub, he then 

updated us about his eventful day.  Firstly 

slashed tyre and having to walk halfway up the 

mountain to the feed station before trying to 

scrounge a tyre.  Fortunately he found 

someone who actually carried a spare tyre with 

them for the ride and was prepared to sell it for 

€20, but this was after some wish guy had 

noticed he was wearing the world champions 

jersey and passed the comment that couldn’t 

he get one from his support car! Needless to 

say, after trudging halfway up the mountain, 

Tony didn’t  appreciate the humour.

Once back on his bike, Tony thought he 

had had his share of bad luck for the day.  

However the walk up the Telegraph had not 

only cost him time, but also the cleats of 

one of his shoes! Cycling up the Galibier is 

tough, doing it with just one pedal must have 

been torture. However, he was not to be 

beaten and still finished the ride and managed 

to get a silver medal.

The biggest achievement of the day went 

to David who though delayed by mechanical 

problems, again another cleat issue, still 

managed to complete the ride in a little over 10 

hours, not bad for a 58 year old! 

As the sun set over the mountains we all 

sat together in the bar with a cold beer and 

cheered on the final cyclists as they made their 

way to the finish. We reflected on our day, each 

of us with our own stories to tell.

After all vowing we wouldn’t do it again. It 

wasn’t long before the painful memories of the 

endless climbs were forgotten, and what was 

left was the massive sense of achievement, 

and the thoughts about how you could do it 

quicker next year!

Ed Chatwin

The Climbs

Col Du Glandon	 - 23km at 5%

Col de Telegraph 	 - 12km at 7.5%

Col de Galibier 	 - 16km at 7.5%

Alpe D’Huez  - 14km at 7.9%

The Official Times
excluding Glandon descent

Edward Chatwin 	 - 8hrs 21min 

Paul Mooney       	 - 8hrs 57 min

Gav Collier 	 - 9hrs 22min

David Ireland	 - 10hrs 19min

Tony Haley	 - 10hrs 23min 

	

My Info

Total Time (inc stops)- 9hrs 13seconds 

Moving Time      	   - 8hrs 19min

Av. Heart Rate 	   - 142 bpm

Av. Speed (Moving)	  - 21.3 kmph

Time for Alpe D’Huez - 1hr 20min

Gav - 
always a smile 

for the 
camera.


