IRONMAN FRANCE REPORT

Paul McDermott and Eammon Masson way back in December decided to have a crack at Ironman France.  During the many winter swim sessions we bumped into Olly Oliver, also from the club, who had won a place including flights and accommodation from a 220 competition.   Ironman France is located around Nice on the Cote D'Azur, it is the third time an Ironman has been run there although for many years previous to that Nice has hosted a long distance Tri there which Mark Allen made his own, winning the event 10 times.

Although the winter training had gone pretty much to plan, for me anyway, Eammon had a mysterious pain in the leg that stopped him doing much running but didn't affect his ability to beast myself, Si Trip and Andy Phipps up the hills of Hampshire with monotonous regularity.  I was always slightly concerned about the Mediterranean heat not to mention the monster climbs during the bike.  For days before we flew out I was scouring the weather forecasts, discarding all the ones that said it was going to be hot and concerning myself only with those that thought there may be a slight chance of cloud, Underground Weather was reassuringly pessimistic but totally wrong as it turned out!  

We invited the wives out, not that we had much choice in the matter, and made a bit of a break of it for 5 days, funny old thing Liz was far more inclined to come and watch a race in southern France than turn out for an early start in rainy old Weymouth.

Three days of acclimatization, swimming in the sea, lazing around on the beach and attempting to drink our own weight in wine passed far too quickly.  Olly who spent most of his time chasing up his bike and kit that was lost in Paris and only made it to Nice the day before the race.  On the Sunday at 0630 3 nervous Matelots, well past their sell by date who should have known better, stood on the stony shores with 1,500 others ready for the off.  The swim for me was pretty uneventful, a big bun fight with everyone trying to swim in the same spot of water, luckily my thrashing, windmilling stroke lends itself to swimming over people and I soon found a group to swim on the back of.  It was a 2 lap course and the organisers had put carpet down on the beach to stop our delicate feet from being bruised as we ran around up the beach before starting the second lap.  There were pretty young girls to scoop us off the stones onto the carpet as we stood up.  Unfortunately whilst I staggered out, full of uncoordinated enthusiasm and grinning manically just in case there were any photographers around, Diver can’t help it, I tripped over a stone fell onto this poor girl knocking her underwater and stepping on her as I waddled past on my way, that will teach her to wear designer shorts!  

The bike started off fairly flat for the first couple of miles before climbing up into the mountains where it all got a bit unnecessary really.  It didn’t help that 20 miles into it there was a shout of  “McDermott I can see you!”  Shortly before Eammon came gurning up beside me, we exchanged insults and he came up with a long list of excuses to why I beat him out of the water.  We cycled side by side up the climb for a while before a grumpy draft buster told us to thin out.  Apparently it was alright for a bunch of French blokes to chain gang on the flat but a big Non for 2 Brits to cycle side by side up a bloody great hill.  Hope he got salmonella from his snails!  Anyway shortly afterwards I decided to let Eammon go, not that I could do much about it, and continued on my way.  It started to get pretty bloody hot and I carried on grinding and muttering to myself about the injustices of putting so many bloody great lumps in such an inconvenient place, the climbs seemed endless, one went on for 20 kms, this was interspaced with steep twisting descents and by 40 miles I was definitely feeling it, not a good sign when you have 70 miles and a marathon to go.  Luckily once we got higher it cooled down, the views were incredible and there was great support from the French peasants in the villages. The last 20 miles were pretty much down hill, those French boys can certainly descend, loads came flying past me on the wrong side of the road, plodding up and down Old Winchester Hill doesn’t really prepare you for it, mind you my aero bars working themselves loose didn’t help.  That said there were loads of crashes some pretty serious and a whole bunch of us got caught behind an ambulance taking another poor bugger that had overcooked it to hospital.  

Coming into transition I passed Eammon who was already well into the first of the 4 laps of the out and back run, shouting insincere encouragement I staggered after him.  The run course went along the road that parallels the sea front and the sun reflected off the tarmac making it feel even hotter, on the plus side there were loads of feed stations that I ate my way through enthusiastically, if there was a fourth discipline of seeing how many cakes you can stuff into your mouth whilst drinking carbo fluid I would be a world beater!  Another advantage of the 4 lap course was that all of the spectators were crammed into a smaller area so there was loads of support.  I soon got into my rhythm and quite enjoyed myself, start off steady and slow down towards the end was my last attempt at Ironman running but his time I kept up a pretty respectable pace throughout in a futile attempt to catch up with the boy Masson.  

Anyway I finished in 11:04 minutes, pausing at the finishing gate to make sure my Ironman pose was properly recorded for prosperity, last time the photographer took the photo as I dropped my arms making me look as if I was scratching my bollocks!  Doesn’t look good on the wall.  Eammon had a cracking race coming in at 10:37 and Olly had a great first Ironman finishing in 13:28.  After the race we met up with the girls who had been patiently waiting around for us all day, floated in the sea, drank and ate loads before all wandering down to see the fireworks and the last of the finishers.

Ironman France is seriously challenging, the heat and the climbs make it a real good testing bikers course, not really for those looking for a fast time, if they cycle as slow as me anyway.  That said Nice has great views, quiet roads and a town centre run course that is spectator friendly and really well supported.  Anyone for Switzerland next year?

 

