Grand Fondo Cymru, Bala, 28 May 06
Rod MacFadyen

There was a good turnout
from Reading CC.
Pictured, L to R: Mark
Pardoe, Anthony
Maynard, Nick Crocker,
Arthur Satterley, Rod
MacFadyen.

Also riding were: Steve
Millward, Mark Lyford,
Dave Maynard, Andy
Edwards, John Hollands,
4 Tarn Gascoyne, Adrian
Lawson.

The weather was cool,
partly sunny, strong NW
wind but there was no
rain at any point.

Once our timing tags
were registered, the clock
was ticking and we were
off on our big loop
centred on Bala, North
Wales.

The climbing started as soon
as we were out of Bala. We &
began to pick up other riders
and form the nucleus of a
group would stay together
(more or less) for 150km.
This was a big plus because
as we headed NW towards
Caernarfon we rode into a
stiff headwind.

The road constantly heaved
up and down. There was very
little traffic.

Mark was strong and did a lot of front
riding into the headwind. Tarn, seen here
on the right, twiddled along but as the ride
progressed it became apparent he too was
on a good day.

The scenery was majestic. We were
surrounded by forbidding mountains
scarred by slate quarries. We were on the
edge of Snowdonia and often had to move
out to make room for walkers at the edge
of the road.




The rider in the red jersey in the

middle of the picture had a crash later
on the ride when he tangled with two
other riders as the group compacted on
an uphill slope heading towards the
Llanberis pass. He was able to
continue.

Arth and Mark are seen here chatting
at the rear.

There were two feed stations on the
Gran Fondo 173km route. On offer
were water, bananas, fruitcake, cheese
and ham rolls, flapjacks. The
organisation was good and the timing
was efficient, we all had to wear
transponders. About 500 riders in

total.

This is the first feed at Llanwrst. The
group fractured here, Mark and | got left
behind. We set off up a long gentle ascent
towards Betys-y-Coed with two other
guys, both also called Mark. RCC Mark
set a stinging pace. After 10 minutes we
caught our core group again.

The pace remained brisk and |
concentrated on hanging in there. There
were some stunning bikes to be seen,
sportive riding must be a godsend for the
bike trade. Anton grabbed a bottle and the
bottle cage came too; he tossed it into the

greenery.

| went over Llanberis summit maybe 30 seconds
off the front group, thinking | would make it back
on the descent. There was a lot of traffic and a
strong headwind and | had to work hard to
achieve my aim. Mark had been on the front, he
later confessed. 4
The group sped on into Caernarfon, where there
was a timing checkpoint, collecting more riders
on the way. Finally we changed direction and
headed SE with the wind on our backs. But the
road began to rise and | was tiring. Somewhere )
near the Snowdon mountain railway, Arth and | §
let the group go.
Still, they remained in sight for a long time as wd
chased them down the valley. We nearly made i i
back until a short steep ascent settled the issue.
At Garreg the road hung left and soared up in a
granite mining village. A girl pushing a pram
glanced at me expressionlessly. Soon after therg
was a series of severe ramps. My speed droppe
below 10kph, then down to 6kph — walking pace
We heaved ourselves up the slope as if in a slo
race. | dug deep.

Andy and Arthur at the second feed.




I was hoping the second feed station would appedmab Gellilydan, km135, it finally did. The peoytere
told us were about 30 minutes behind the very frolgrs. After Gellilydan, Arthur and | set off tetiper on a
busy A-road. He was feeling crap and faded behiadirhadn’t eaten enough and | felt crap. Arthunedack
to me again, having realised | was going throuphdpatch — | wasn't difficult to catch. Trawsfymydydro-
electric power station stood impressively in thetalice. When we turned off the main road | needetiop and
eat an energy bar. Several riders passed, Johartdslbeing one. Feeling better for the short brneak,
continued. The road became a narrow strip of tarasaending over bleak upland. The gradient waslynost
tolerable but near the top heaved up in yet maepstamps. | gritted my teeth and ground on. Atdipewas
the first of several gates. Arth attempted to wiislace in a peat bog.

The descent was very technical. The road, littleertban a goat track, twisted and dropped randaietgss the
moor. Concentration was essential. Near the bo#t@evere descent had me worrying about heat bugdddg
switched between front and rear braking to givehean a few seconds to cool.

Arth towed our small group home along a
road on the south side of lake Bala. We
spurned the turn-off for the super
challenge. It was a fine feeling riding back
down Bala high street, marred only
slightly by heavy holiday traffic. No
opportunity for a sprint.

Steve Millward (left) went round in 6:57.
Arthur and | finished in 6:52, my ride time
being 6:30. | made the distance to be the
advertised 173km but the 2800m of climb
that Arthur’'s computer logged was
somewhat less than the claimed 3500m. |
didn’t mind.

Anthony Maynard came in after us,
having been dropped from the group on
the descent of Llanberis and never
having found anyone to ride with
thereafter.

Nick Crocker (right) was in awesome
form. He had done the full Super
challenge route. This tacked on another
20km including a painful extra 1000m of
climb. He was the first of the RCC's to
complete the super challenge.

Tarn (left) and Mark (right)
were also soon back from the
super challenge. The other
super challengers were Andy
Edwards and John Hollands.

The Gran Fondo was a true
test of stamina, preparedness
and bike handling. We were
lucky with the weather and
we all had an extremely
memorable day out.



