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Volume 7, Issue 10                               VC SEVALE                              September 2006 
 Upcoming Event    -   Club Open          -         23rd September 2006
If you are not riding in this event any help you can offer in the way of marshalling, pushing-off, etc. will be most welcome. Contact Mike Amery on 01684 310168

Sunday and Saturday Rides
                                                             Sunday rides  continue as ever from Barnards Green Bus Shelter at 9A.M. Recent venues, with as many as 9 riders have taken us to Kyre Park (which was closed for refurbishment) Goodrich Castle, Broadway, How Caple and Dunnington.


Saturday rides, intended to attract new members who may not initially feel confident enough  to tackle the longer Sunday rides, have continued through the summer. Three women  have been interested enough to turn out on several occasions. On one ride we had 4 Sevale members and three new riders. It is hoped to continue these rides into the autumn and possibly the winter, and any Sevale member who wishes to lead or help out  should contact Steve Price or Eric Gorton. 
Newspapers.
I must have been about fourteen when I rode my first ever time trial – a club ‘ten’ with the long-defunct Warwick Cycling Club. Time trials in those far off times took place only at unearthly hours on Sunday mornings and were something that was indulged in only by consenting adults in private. You wore black, you went about your business furtively on coded courses and in great secrecy and you got up very, very early indeed.

So the task of setting up the bike and getting everything ready was a job for Saturday evening and it was best done, not in the shed at the bottom of the garden, but in the warmth and light of the back scullery. Mother used to complain about bringing the bike indoors, despite the fact that it had already been cleaned and polished to a high finish before it ever crossed the threshold. So tomorrow morning’s machine stood on a spread out copy of the News Chronicle on the brick floor and that was where, at five o’clock on Sunday morning, I packed the final equipment into my saddle-bag and wheeled my machine down the garden path to the back gate.

And newspapers have somehow been a small detail of my cycling memory ever since. Half a century ago, we did not have the ubiquitous plastic bag in which to put precious things or damp clothing or tools or small change; you wrapped things in newspaper or rolled them in bits of cloth.

And when I got to France, I found that newspaper had another practical function in the world of cycle racing, which does not feature high on the list of uses and applications in damp and temperate England. We rode on tubular tyres, of course, whether on the pavé of the north, on the long straight southern roads or through the dust and grit which blew up from the cracks between the stones of every road which we riders encountered. 

There were no service vehicles, even in the major races, and you had to be able and adept in fast-changing your own tubulars when you punctured. The figure-of-eight knotted ‘tub’ round the shoulders was a badge of office and, if the going was likely to be rough, you carried a further spare, neatly folded and secured with an old leather toe strap, under the saddle. In this position, this spare was subject to the dust blown and thrown up from the road and there was serious risk that the delicate tacky inner surface of the tubular would fail to adhere to the rim when you tried to fit it. So you wrapped it in newspaper. It wasn’t going to get wet – it probably hadn’t rained in that part of la France profonde for the last four months and the newspaper would protect the surface of the tubular from the worst that the dust-dry roads could throw at it. 

But there was more to it than a simple matter of the protection of your valued spare. The newspaper was folded into a thick double or triple layer with the title outwards. You proclaimed all sorts of subtle things about yourself in that band of newsprint which could be clearly read by your fellow riders in the peloton. It was obvious enough that, when you resorted to the newspaper box on the back porch at great aunt Sophie’s, you would find that you had no choice but the Depêche du Midi or Le Figaro to which Monsieur subscribed annually and which was delivered daily by the postman with his donkey. But there were riders who declared their successes by displaying newspapers from different parts of the country (look at me! I was racing in Bordeaux last week!) And those who showed their political allegiances by displaying the title of l’Humanité, the communist daily or other left-wing journals. We trumped them all by carefully keeping newspapers from a racing trip to French Algeria and having Arabic print on display for all to read – or not, in almost every case! So what of the lone Englishman in the bunch? When I left my midland home to return to France, I interleaved all my kit with sheets of English newspapers and declared across my saddle words which were as baffling to my French colleagues as had been our Arabic and the Télégraphe d’Algiers. The News Chronicle and The Sunday Express might have been published on another planet for all that they could make of them.

But the newspapers have gone together with the spare tubular which they protected, together with the dust goggles and the wire double bottle carrier between the bars. Now the raised hand in the bunch simply calls up the support vehicle and a spare wheel, already fully tyred and inflated. 

But just the other day, I suddenly found myself once again with a ‘newspaper solution’ after all these years. I go out for a little cycle ride round our lanes in rural Herefordshire and, on my way home, call in at our village shop and collect the papers. On a Saturday morning you have such an armful that it defeats the most skilful bike handler to hold all the parts and supplements together and ride the short distance up the steep drive to my home. So what to do? An easy and, at the same time, nostalgic answer presents itself. Unzip the Roubaix fleece top and clasp the bundle of newspapers firmly to the chest and then zip up the outer garment to hold them in place. And suddenly it all comes back to me – on some bitter Alpine summit, grabbing the bundled newspapers and stuffing them up inside the woollen jersey to fend of the biting cold on the descent. So just for a few hundred yards to home, morning coffee and a shower before lunch, there is the cycling newspaper back fulfilling its practical function as it did fifty years and more ago.

©SL 11.05                                                                                                                      Scotford Lawrence
Scotford may be pleased to know that Brian Mellor is upholding the tradition of wearing under -vest newspaper chest warmers on our Sunday runs in winter.







Ed. 




Under the Hour

Encouraged by his average speed of 17.5 miles per hour over 40 miles on his first ride out on his re-equipped racing-bike, Mark went out twice more after work in the following week, averaging 17.8 mph for 30 miles and 17.6 for 28 miles. He did not make the mistake of putting out his maximum effort over the full distance, contenting himself with attacking the hills and doing short bursts of interval training. He knew that such a routine would take several weeks to show results in the way of increased speed and his ability to maintain a high cadence, and so he did not look for instant improvement; indeed he was prepared for the days when he would find a ride inexplicably exhausting, no matter how good he had felt on a previous outing. He was les patient with his initial lack of success in reducing his paunch through the combination of calorie-consuming miles and healthier eating. The problem was that under the effect of the unaccustomed exercise his appetite improved markedly and so he ate more; rather more than was strictly necessary to replace all the extra calories he was burning. At first he put on a couple of pounds. There was no mistake – the digital bathroom scales did not lie. He complained to Jane who pointed out that in order to lose weight he must either cycle more or eat more sensibly.  He must curb his sweet tooth, eat fewer potatoes and spread less butter on his toast. He did up his miles, although in this respect he believed in quality rather than mere quantity. He ate less and more wisely under the influence of a book on nutrition for athletes which he found at the Library. After another three weeks during which he managed eight training rides, including his first ride with his old club for twenty-five years, he stepped on the scales and found he had lost the two pounds gain and another two pounds from his starting weight. Only another twelve pounds to go to meet the target he had set himself of losing a stone.

On the longer Sunday ride he was relieved to find he could easily stay with the group, a number of whom were ten to fifteen years younger than he. He even won a sprint for a “30” sign. There were several of his old cycling friends in this group and it was gratifying to find that he was readily accepted back into the easy camaraderie of backchat and badinage as if he had never been absent. He discussed with them whether he should enter a few time-trials towards the end of the season and was encouraged to find that everyone felt he should, and that he would  not be disappointed with the results.


Thus it was that on a cold blustery evening in mid-August Mark found himself at the start of a club ‘ten’. He had now lost a total of twelve pounds in weight and could regularly average ‘evens’ or faster on his training rides. With the cold windy conditions and the acknowledged ‘sporting’ nature of the course Mark was determined to keep off the smallest sprockets, and was not expecting to post a good time. At the start he felt a surge of nostalgia as the timekeeper called out “thirty seconds!”, and the ‘pusher-off’ grabbed his bicycle frame to hold him upright while he clipped into the pedals. He felt calm and relaxed, so different from his first twenty-five mile event at the age of seventeen when at the start, his legs had trembled with nervousness and his cycling jersey had been stuffed with fruit cake in case he got the ‘bonk’.  “5 – 4 – 3 – 2 – 1 – Go!” and he was out of the saddle sprinting away from the start into the wind. Up to speed he sat down and settled over the bars; he had not felt the necessity to equip himself with ‘tri-bars’ to streamline himself even further. The training, it seemed, had paid off, for he found he was maintaining 22mph into the wind along the first two mile leg of the course. Next came a three-and-a-half mile leg over the lumpiest part and as he turned left at the junction he saw his one-minute man about two hundred yards ahead. It was all the incentive Mark needed and he soon caught the other rider on the first little hill. The strong cross wind buffeted him, especially between the patches of woodland, but he found he was now managing to stay over 23mph as, out of the saddle, he attacked the several short hills on this leg. As he approached the second turn he caught sight of his two-minute man and again made an extra effort. With the wind now on his shoulder he felt the return of that sense of physical power and well-being he had enjoyed so long ago. He clicked onto the thirteen –tooth sprocket and settled down to catch his man. 24-25-26-27 mph his computer showed as he surged past the slower rider with the satisfying whine from the road of tyres inflated to one-hundred-and-twenty pounds per square inch. This last stretch was the real challenge as he strove to maintain his rhythm and pace to the end of the event. He dug in harder but gradually the build-up of lactic acid in his leg muscles began to take its toll. He tried harder to keep his pedalling smooth but in the last half-mile on the flat got out of the saddle in an effort to keep up his speed. As he did so the club champion, Grant, powered past him. Try as he might Mark could not prevent himself slowing as his calf muscles seemed to scream in protest at their mistreatment. He forgot to call out his number at the finish and after fifty yards or so slowed to a halt, failed to twist his shoe out of the cleat, and fell sideways onto the grass verge. He lay there for a few moments swearing quietly in between bouts of trying to cough up his lungs and wondering why, at the age of fifty, he had chosen to subject himself to such pain and discomfort. When, however, he got his time from the timekeeper his mood changed. He had recorded 25.20 while Grant had done 24.05. Mark was third fastest. Before the event he had told himself that a long ‘26’ or short ‘27’ would be as much as he could hope for after so long away from competition. 
He began to look forward to the open ‘10’ and ‘25’ mile events on much flatter courses. In better conditions, perhaps a ‘float’ morning, he might be able to manage a ‘24’ for the ‘10’ and perhaps a 1 hour 5 or 6 minutes for the ‘25’. This would be far better than he had dared contemplate when he had found his old racing-bike up in the loft several months before, and would provide a sound platform 

from which to launch a fuller season of racing the following year. As it happened he recorded 24.38 for the ‘10’ and, to his amazement, 1 hour 4 minutes 29 seconds for the ‘25’ on a cool drizzly morning, when the trees overhanging parts of the course dripped steadily onto the riders, and there were three painful skids on the turn at the first roundabout by those who misjudged the conditions and approached too fast. 

During the autumn and winter that followed Mark went out regularly on Sundays with the club for rides of upward of a hundred miles building up his strength and stamina. He invested in a turbo trainer but found that more than fifteen minutes of sweat-inducing spinning was more than he could cope with. As January gave way to February the following year Mark began to be impatient for the new racing season to begin. Although March was cold, wet and windy  he forced himself to increase the pace and intensity of his training but did not enter an open ‘25’ until early April. He was disappointed to return a time of 65minutes 24 seconds on a cool still morning, but by the end of May, after riding seven more open events at 25 miles, he had done two rides of 63 minutes ‘plus small change’ as he put it. These results encouraged him to believe that perhaps, by the end of the season, he could achieve times approaching those of his youth. In the last week of June, on a very flat course with a brisk cross wind, he managed 1hour 1 minute 24 seconds. This was more than a minute faster than any ride that season. Mark was so surprised when he saw the result board at the finish that he asked the timekeeper to double-check his calculations, which did not go down well with that gentleman, who was one of the old school, which tended to regard riders, once they were off their bicycles, as neurotic fault-finders obsessed with a second here and a second there, who never believed they had not done a personal best no matter how little training they had done. In this event Mark was the third fastest rider from his club and his time enabled them to win the team prize. This led to Grant and Arthur, who had both recorded times in the 57 minute region, inviting him to join them on their training runs three times a week. Now Mark’s life became almost wholly devoted, outside work, to training and racing. In between times he could barely wait for the next training session or race. Grant and Arthur made no concessions to him and at first he struggled to stay with them during the second half of a ride but, by the end of July,  they were working as a smoothly operating team, rotating the lead every minute or so and keeping up a speed of twenty-five miles per hour for mile after mile. Under the influence of these fierce training sessions Mark’s own times improved steadily. Now though, improvements were recorded in tens of seconds or even seconds, and there were inevitable setbacks such as the morning in late July when, in the teeth of a near gale on the final leg, he ‘went back’ to 62 minutes 58 seconds. Although Grant and Arthur both slowed to just outside the hour they won the team prize again, so Mark was not too disheartened. A week later he recorded a personal best ever for the twenty-five mile distance. One hour twelve seconds was 2 seconds faster than he had recorded just before the accident to Jane which had led to him giving up cycling for so long. He was elated, and for the first time since he had swung his leg over his old bike the year before he began to believe that perhaps he could get under the magic hour. 


August was a difficult month. Their daughter Mary got married in the second week and, although Jane took on much of the organisation herself, Mark found that he had to miss several training sessions to help out. Jane insisted that she needed a short holiday immediately after to recover from all the stress involved, and it was not until the twentieth of the month that he was able to resume his full training schedule. As often happens a short break from an in intensive training regime seemed to be of benefit rather than otherwise, and Mark felt revitalised. Two more rides before the end of August found him returning times of 1.00.25 and 1.00.09. He was convinced it needed only the right morning and the right course for him to post a time under the hour. For the week before the final twenty-five mile event of the season in September he went about in a barely suppressed state of excitement and anticipation. He even snapped  at Jane when she asked him once too often if he was ‘all right’. 


The day came at last. It was a still cool morning, almost perfect conditions for time-trialling. There was a big field and as one of the faster riders Mark was off at number 90. He arrived at the course very early and had to spend too much time warming-up. As the pusher-off held him up he found that his legs were trembling slightly and took several very deep breaths to steady himself. As he sprinted away from the start and then settled down over the bars he tried to relax into a powerful rhythm, knowing that trying too hard would cause him to tie up long before the finish. The miles sped by and the computer showed that he was seldom falling below twenty-six miles per hour. By the first roundabout at six miles he had caught the two men who had started immediately in front of him. He reached ten miles in under twenty-four minutes and had time to feel grateful to Grant and Arthur for the rigorous workouts they had given him during their training rides. Fifteen miles passed in just under thirty-six minutes and Mark knew that unless he tired dramatically he would beat the hour, because he was actually going faster than he had been  in the first five miles. At twenty miles the computer showed that forty-six minutes  40 seconds had elapsed. Now he felt the first signs of tiredness creeping in and concentrated on maintaining his cadence, but could not prevent himself from slowing slightly. He dug in harder as his muscles began to protest. As he approached the garden centre, which he knew was almost exactly a mile from the finish, he saw the computer digits creeping towards 57 minutes.  He knew that he could manage evens for the final mile, even though he could feel his calf and thigh muscles tightening more and more with every revolution. There was no doubt, he was going to do it – he was going to break the hour for twenty-five miles.

At the finish Grant and Arthur, who had started much earlier than Mark, looked up the road watching for their teammate. They knew and shared his ambition and fierce determination to break the hour. There was a bend about two hundred yards from the finish so it was only in the last few seconds of his ride that he came into sight. Crouched low over the bars he raced past  the timekeeper, without  shouting out his number, but it was clearly him as his club jersey and number showed. Oddly he did not slow down, disappearing around the next bend. They assumed he needed a little time to ‘warm-down’, and would return in a minute or so to check his time. Within a few seconds Mark’s time was passed across to the results’ board. He had done it!  - 59.52 . Grant and Arthur looked at each other and grinned broadly, giving each other a ‘high five’. They could not have been more pleased had they done a personal best themselves. They looked back up the road ready to greet Mark with the good news, but five minutes went by and there was still no sign of him. As they turned to walk back towards the race headquarters, where they assumed he had gone to change, a rider with a deathly-pale face coasted past the timekeeper, stopped, and collapsed sobbing onto the grass verge. The two men ran back to him. It was Colin West, a young member of another club, who had started at number 84. 

“All right, mate?” said Arthur, “knackering isn’t it?  Don’t worry, it’ll get better. Come on, get

up, and go and get changed.”
“No,!” sobbed the youngster, “you don’t understand. I’ve just seen an accident back at the 

garden centre. He was killed outright; he didn’t have a chance.” 
“Who was, Colin?” asked Arthur  “Did you know him?”

“Yes, it’s your mate, Mark Jones, number 90.”

“No”, said Grant , “it can’t have been. We’ve just seen him finish. He’s broken the hour.”
“It was him, he passed me just before the garden centre”, said the youth. “I saw his number
 clearly. A car came out of the garden centre without stopping and hit him square on. He was 

thrown off into the path of a lorry. He didn’t stand a chance, he must have been killed

immediately. If I’d been a few seconds quicker it would have been me!” 

As the young man broke down in tears again the other two looked at each other, remembering the odd way number 90 had finished, seeming not to be interested in his result. Surely, knowing how much Mark wanted to break the hour, he would have come back by now to check his time? But who had been wearing number 90, and what had happened to him? They had both seen the number and recognised their friend not only by his features but also from his riding style. As the wail of an ambulance approached them heading towards the garden centre the two men began to run frantically down the road in the same direction
And now, for something a little different from the Brian Mellor Cycling Joke Book.

Two loonies are riding a tandem. Suddenly the one on the front slams on the brakes, gets off and lets the tyres down.

The stoker says, “Why did you do that?”

The steersman replies, “My saddle’s too high”.

The stoker gets off, loosens his saddle and turns it round.

His mate says, “What did you do that for?”

The stoker replies, “Look mate, if you’re going to muck about, I’m going home”.

You know you’re addicted to cycling if……

You no longer need a hankie to blow your nose.

You hear your best friend had a crash and your first question is, “How’s his bike?”

You have stopped trying to explain to your other half why you need more than one bike and figure it will all work out in the divorce settlement. 

(Overheard at the finish of a club evening event. “My wife says I think more of my bike than I do of her.” 

“What did you say?” – 

“ I said ‘Duh?!’”  )   (True story – I was there. Ed.)
You see nothing wrong with discussing the connection between hydration and urine colour.







(Mea culpa. – Ed.)
You see a fit, tanned, Lycra-clad young thing ride by and the first thing you check out is the bicycle.

You empathise with the roadkill.
Your bike has more miles on the computer than the car’s odometer. (True – mine does. Ed.)

You clean your bike(s) more often than your house.   

(Duh!!!? Ed.)

Your car sits outside your garage because your garage is full of  bikes and cycling gear. (Our chairman’s new car certainly does! Ed.)
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