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club runs

                                As the leaves continue to fall, and the first frosts nip toes and finger ends, hardy Sevale members are still to be seen on Saturday afternoons and Sunday mornings at Barnards Green ‘Bus Shelter ready to rampage around the three counties. On Saturday afternoons at 2 o’clock a small group meets up every other Saturday. (see Website or contact Bill or Eric). Janet has now become a regular and is looking very strong on her lighter road bike. Karen and Richard have now been out three times on their mountain bikes, and also look like becoming regulars. I have been arranging with them and Janet to go out informally on the Saturday afternoons which are not on the ‘formal’ list. If anyone wants to join us on these alternate afternoons please contact me in advance to check that we are going out. (Bill on 01684 573831 or bill.douglas3@btinternet.com) As it is now almost dark at 4 pm we are thinking of starting at 1.30 pm - ON THE INFROMAL SATURDAY RIDES ONLY!The rides on the predetermined list will continue to start at 2 pm until at least the end of the present list.

Since the last Spokesperson the Sunday rides have been to Winchcombe,Stourport, Jinney Ring, Wellington, Ross-on-Wye, Evesham and Ledbury. Our return to Evesham more than compensated for our earlier almost ‘submarine’ ride. There were nine of us that day, and it was good to see John and Richard out with us. They are now coming out on a regular basis. John looks particularly strong and if he rides the Club time trials next year he is bound to improve on the few  rides he did this season. He has been going down to the Velodrome at Newport. If you are interested in a trip to ride on the track contact Mike Amery on Michael@ameryms.co.uk or John on jgallagher@maclellan-int.com.
club rides statistics
                                                       On the 34 Club rides I have been on this year I find we have covered a total of 2,198 miles with an average of 64 miles per ride. The average attendance per ride was  5.8 riders. (No comments please about who the 0.8 rider was/is)  If we scale this up to the 51 rides possible we would cover  3,297 miles. 

        
john baker
                                    As I type this sentence John Baker has probably already had the latest operation in his regime of treatment. We all send our best wishes to John for a successful outcome to this operation, and hope that we will soon see him back out on his bike on Sunday mornings. Good luck, 
John.
Award Claims and Return of Trophies


    





      If you wish to claim for an award for this season under the Club’s award system then please let me have your claim forms as soon as possible before 31st December. I can let you have a claim form if you need one. If you were awarded a trophy last season please return it to me or Steve Price before the end of the year
Dates for your Diary
31st December  2006 –





Freewheel downhill competition from british camp at 10am , followed by a ride to the Farmer’s Arms at Birts Street for an informal lunchtime gathering. If you have not been before it is not unusual for families to drive out to 
join us at the pub’ for this pleasant occasion.
14th January 2007 –

                                                Reliability Rides: Headquarters are at Barnards Green Cricket Club which will be open from 9am for signing on, with the first riders setting off by 9.30am.

The rides follow routes around Bredon Hill, with a longer ride of about 50 miles and a shorter distance of about 35 miles. There should be a group riding at a pace to suit you. If you know other cyclists who would like to ride please let them know they are welcome to join us. There will be refreshments at HQ after the event.

3rd February 2007 –
                                                        Ceilidh and Awards Evening, at Manor Park Sports club.  Enter this date into your calendar. You do not want to miss Ringer Rike, the outstanding ceilidh band. The calling is so good that even those of us with a minus score in spatial awareness can follow the steps without colliding with the walls. Superb refreshments will be available and, of course, there is the thrilling sight of  the award winners collecting their trophies.

Tickets available soon.
 2007 –25 Years of VC Sevale (Malvern)

Next year, on 18th September, VC Sevale will have been in existence for 25 years. 40 people attended the inaugural meeting at the Youth Hostel in Peachfield Road, and agreed to form a cycling club based in Malvern. We plan to celebrate our Silver Anniversary in a number of ways, the most important of which will be an anniversary ride and lunch on Sunday 23rd September. The only person from that inaugural meting still associated with the Club is Trish Gorton, who was elected Social Secretary. We are very keen to contact as many as possible of the original members as well as past members who have joined the Club down the years but have lost touch. If you are in touch with past members, particularly the original 40, please let them know of our plans, and put them in touch with the Club,
if they are interested in joining us to celebrate this landmark in our history.

Bayonne to Perpignan – Across the Pyrenees 
In September 2003 I travelled by European Bike Express to Bayonne, near Biarritz, to cycle-camp across the French Pyrenees to Perpignan. I kept a journal of my trip, and the following is a selection of extracts from that journal.

Thursday 4th September.



           Arriving at Bayonne at 8.15am we got off the coach in pouring rain. I cycled into Bayonne in the company of a couple of cyclists I had met back in England. As we neared the town centre a woman cycled up behind us to say that a pair of panniers had been left on the ground at the drop-off point. I glanced round to check that they were not mine, recalling that on my first ‘Express’ trip I had let the coach drive off from Orange with my front panniers still on the bike trailer. Panic over  - they belonged to one of the other guys. We waited for him and then headed for a café to have morning coffee and croissants. Afterwards, as the rain eased, we went our different ways and I crossed the river for a look around the old part of town. Soon enough it was time for the real business of the trip to begin 

and I headed out on the D312 by the river towards Adour. I turned off to Briscous-les-Saline and then onto the D21 to Hasparren. It was gentle climbing all the way to beyond Bouloc, where I had my lunch in a concrete ‘bus shelter, brewing up on my stove in time-honoured fashion. Afterwards I continued along the road to Herauritze, where I met the first really steep climb of the trip, thankfully not too long. My destination was St. Jean-Pied-de-Port, which is a pleasant little town, strung out along the approach 
roads. I set up my tent in the warm late afternoon sunshine.For my first evening meal on French soil on this trip I cooked fresh chicken with  tomatoes, red pepper, Italian Oxo, soy sauce and cream. It was delicious – it is extraordinary how good food tastes at the end of a strenuous day.
Friday – 5th September


In the early hours of the morning I was woken by the sound of thunder rolling around the valley . Almost continuous flashes of lightning lit up the interior of the tent. I lay counting the seconds between the flash and the crash: 1,2,3,4,5 – Crash! Good. at least a mile away. Eventually, as the storm came nearer, there was no discernible gap between flash and crash. Overhead! Not good. This went on for over an hour, which in part explains why I did not get on the road until 10.30am. The D18 rises steadily up a pleasant valley until Bassaburua, where the road suddenly rears up, apparently almost vertically. The gradients were indeed very steep, especially around the hairpins to the Col d’Haltza at 782 metres. It was very warm now. Griffin vultures circled ominously overhead. On to the Col de Burdincurutcheta at 1135 metres. If the ascent was hard the descent from the Col Bagargui was fearsome, with a series of very steep hairpins. Intimidated by the gradients I crept downhill at 8-10 mph. Painted slogans on the road encouraged teams and individual riders in the Tour de France, including one from an obviously dyslexic fan which read, ‘Go, U.S. Costal!’ I stopped frequently to rest my fingers and let the wheel rims cool. The Alp d’Huez is supposed to be tough, but having to ride up the way I was going down looked horrendously hard to me. That night I camped at Aubeuse –de-Haut, and ate well in the Auberge.

Saturday – 6th September

Mist in the valley at dawn, which arrives late at this time of year at this latitude – it was not really light until 8am. After breakfast I headed for Escott where the real climbing of the day began. With four panniers and a tent to haul uphill one is soon on the smallest chainring – 22 teeth and the largest sprocket – 28 teeth. This gave me a bottom gear of 21 inches, and with it I was able to cycle all the way up the steepest sections of the trip without once getting off to walk. All the way up to the Col de Marie Blanque I was accompanied by clarions of cow and sheep bells. Although there were sections of 13% gradient there were no vicious hairpins like the day before. At the Col I had lunch and had to don warmer clothing as one chills rapidly at over 3,300 feet. The views up to the Pic Matignon at 6,000 feet were spectacular. I camped for the night at Laruns on the Municipal Campsite. The municipal sites in France are always clean and well regulated, and put many of the British private sites to shame.
Sunday – 7th September


Although I had planned this as the first of my three rest days during the trip, it was still frustrating to find that the thunderstorm that began at 4.30am continued as heavy rain until 6.30p.m. Most of the time I lay in my tent, reading ,dozing, and making endless cups of tea. At 7pm I went into town to a restaurant, in the company of a young couple who were also cycle-camping the Pyrenees (It was reassuring to discover I was not the only certifiable Brit. on the trail). The meal, at 16€,   was excellent, with a goat’s cheese salad to start, followed by confit du canard. Dessert was a tarte au citron. A superior  Belgian beer preceded the meal, which was accompanied by the house red. I slept 
well afterwards. 

Monday – 8th September


With grey cloud overhead I exited Laruns towards Gourette. Stretches of  gradient up to 13% meant this was not going to be easy , but I was feeling stronger after my rest day. Once again the mountain scenery was spectacular all the way to the Col d’Aubisque , at 1709 metres, where I had coffee, bought postcards and got chilled. Afterwards the gradient allowed me to descend at up to 25mph for much of the way. This is a road that demands concentration, as there is unforgiving rock towering up on one side and almost vertical cliffs falling away on the other.  I regained the lost height to the Col du Soulor at 1474metres without undue stress. Once again I made rapid progress downhill; I was gaining confidence while descending after the steep angles of the second day. Beyond Aucun, as the rain set in, I found another bus shelter (not a sign of graffiti or vandalism) and had lunch and a brew. For the next three hours there was no respite from the rain as I made my way through Argeles –Gazost and up the Gorge de Luz to Luz-St. Sauveur where, as the rain eased, I set up camp. No sooner had I got the flysheet up than the rain began again, heavier than ever. Rather than get soaked walking the short distance into town to find a restaurant I cooked in the tent, and turned in early with the depressing sound of persistent precipitation pounding on the flysheet. 
 Tuesday 9th September


The cold, grey, chilly dawn brought no break in the downpour, which continued throughout most of the day. Once again I skulked in the tent, reading and snacking and making hot drinks. Shortage of food and toilet paper (none in the site lavatories), forced me out to the shops during a short break in the rain. I bought postcards and sat in a café, writing to friends and relations and drinking several cups of coffee as water cascaded off  the shop awnings outside. It was good to sit at a table for a while, but I wondered rather  forlornly how long, in such a mountainous region , the rain would last. It was rather reminiscent of long wet weekends in North Wales. At last I thought, “What the hell?” and rode back to the campsite through the puddles. I dried off using the stove and later made a meal accompanied by half a bottle of wine, followed by chocolate and cream mousse. Afterwards I picked up a French FM station on my tiny radio, playing classical music, which provided a civilised ending to an otherwise unsatisfactory day. As I turned in early the rain showed no sign of easing up.

Wednesday 10th September


At 7.15am there was low cloud in the valley and on the mountains behind the town, but it was not actually raining. As I packed up the soaking tent the cloud lifted and the sun broke through behind the peaks. Today I would ride to the highest point on my trip, 2115 metres - the Col du Tourmalet  I hoped the roads would have dried by the time I got to the top. I would not have fancied a long wet descent and the frequent hairpin bends on a heavily laden bike. At first the going was relatively easy, 21/2 – 4%. At Bareges I was caught by a group consisting of riders from Belgium and The Newry Cycling Club. The Irishmen greeted me with the good humour for which the Irish are noted. I envied the group their miniscule saddle packs, especially as the gradient increased, but it was surprising how long the group, on their super-lightweight machines, took to pull away once they had passed me. The sun was now out in earnest, and it was warm work crawling up the D918 towards the col. There are posts every kilometre, which tell one the average gradient to the next post, and the remaining distance to the top of the climb. When I was going well I welcomed this information and looked out for the next post quite eagerly, but if I was suffering I cursed the fact that I knew the gradient was going to be 10% or more for the next 1,000 metres, and that it was still 10,000 yards to the top. About two-thirds of the way up the road there is a big loop, which on the map looks like a bend in the large intestine. At the apex of the bend, below the Pic de Gaubie, there is a café-cum-restaurant, where I rested gratefully for 20 minutes to drink coffee and eat chocolate. I pressed on, and now the map showed arrows in places which confirmed the data on the Kilometre posts indicating gradients of  8-12%. It was really hard going as I approached the final few hairpins, but it was good not to be lying in a wet tent for hours on end,  putting off as long as possible the dash through the pouring rain to the lavatory. As I neared the top, wonderful views of the surrounding mountains opened up. On one bend an Englishman indicated that he would take a picture of me riding past if I had a camera. He took a fine photograph of  the road and the  mountains – but I am not in it! The last 2 kilometres really tested me and I seemed to be tiring very rapidly. Then I remembered that the Col du Tourmalet is 2115 metres, over 6,900 feet, and the air is definitely thinner at that height. At last I was at the top, the highest col, and I had hauled myself, my bicycle, my panniers and my tent all the way up, unassisted. I felt ridiculously pleased with myself – and why not? At the col, by the side of the road, is a metal sculpture of a racing cyclist straining upwards. I had my photograph taken, and then hurried into the little restaurant, out of the bitter wind, to sample  warm and filling gabure, a thick soup made with vegetables and chunks of mutton – no ‘Cup-A-Soups’ here. As I sat in the dark interior of the café I reflected on the riders in the Tour de France who have dragged themselves up the long road to the Col du Tourmalet, round the hairpins, in freezing rain, hailstones, clinging mist and burning sun. The Tour is often described as the toughest, most demanding sports event anywhere in the world. I had ridden less than a third of my trip, and a small fraction only of the thousands of kilometres the Tour riders cover, but I was struck with a new sense of respect for their dedication and determination. (To be concluded)
Safety Pins

On the penultimate day of the 2005 Tour de France, the Financial Times carried an article on Lance Armstrong illustrated by a picture of him from behind, riding on to glory. And you could clearly see that he carried his number ‘one’, by now a bit scuffed and worn, attached to the maillot jaune by four safety pins.


The safety pin was invented in 1849 by an American, William Hunt, and it has been with us, little changed, ever since. Since the wearing of numbers in races became common, the safety pin has reigned supreme. I remember that in the nineteen fifties when the only form of ‘massed start’ racing in England was on closed circuits, normally disused airfields or, on one occasion, majestically round the grounds of Blenheim Palace, there were numbers which consisted of a sort of tied-on canvas belt, cut away at the front with the number across the back. This wretched object was far too bulky and would migrate round you as you rode until it formed a great rucked up mass round the waist and was a thorough nuisance. So safety pins were the answer and the square or rectangular number and the four safety pins have since become as much a part of the racing cyclist’s equipment as the goggles, the mitts and all the other paraphernalia and bits and pieces. And when I went to race in France, there on the signing-on table in the Café de la Poste, was the same stack of numbers and the same box of safety pins, just like at home.


Today the signing-on and the pinning-on are part of the ritual of racing, whether it is the Thursday night club time trail or the penultimate stage of the Tour de France. And yet it is surprising to reflect that, after over a century and a half, no-one has come up with a better solution to holding the number onto the rider’s derrière than William Hunt’s safety pin. Precious racing jerseys become pecked into a myriad of little holes at the back through the frequent application of safety pins and who has not been inadvertently spiked where it hurts by the over-eager application of these little devils?

There are even debates as to whether the ‘pinner-up’ should use the number and the pins to close up the rear pockets and thereby deny the rider access to handkerchief or nutri-bar, but improve the cyclist’s aerodynamics by preventing his jersey from flapping at the back. And there is a similar ritual at the end of the race when unpinning and neatly closing the safety pins before putting the numbers back in the box are all part of the detail of the event.


Can no-one think of a better answer? Velcro? Tape ties? Blue-Tack? There must be a solution out there somewhere waiting to be found and to make its finder a fortune. I am surprised that, in these days of high technology, none of the cycle makers have turned their attention to the problem. Surely Shimano could develop the high-tech number fastener or Campagnolo produce a device of achingly elegant Italian design and craftsmanship which enthusiasts with no intention of actually racing would covert for its æsthetic beauty alone? And think of the other major consideration. The company who introduces the titanium safety pin could claim that it reduced weight by 0.1 of a gramme and would therefore enable you to go faster and win, win, win! New patented number fasteners in super-forged excessium could be sold at £9.95 a card of four and there would be misguided individuals queueing up to buy them.


But until such a wonder device bursts upon the market, we will continue to find our name on the sheet, sign in the right hand column, pick up the fluorescent number from the stack and then help ourselves to four of Mr. Hunt’s little miracles and say to a friendly bystander, “Will you pin me up, please?” just as our predecessors have done for a hundred and fifty years......until something better comes along.

©Scotford Lawrence MMV


             Mike Amery & Eddie Bray – Racing results – 2006
The following is a selection of racing results from two of our most committed competitive riders in 2006. Eddie tells me that in 2007 he will complete 50 continuous years of riding club events. His first ever competitive ride was as a 14 year-old in 1958 in a Solihull CC ‘5’ on 79” fixed, recording 13.09 to Bas Keogh’s winning time of 11.20.

14.5.06 -        Welsh Champs.25 –
R25/3H       35th

Mike
        -     56.45

 Winner:
        Oliver Jones –     50.38                  13th

Tim Wood     -     54.17             
03.06.06         Sotonia 10

P613/10      

 Eddie
         -    29.34

 Winner
         G.Unsworth   -     21.20

04.0606 National Champs. 25  K10/25S      105th
  Mike
                1.00.37

Winner
         J.MacIntyre          50.43              37th 
                 Dave Dickerson     55.48

62nd 
         Tim Wood            57.32

18.06.06         National Champs. 50  R50/1C           60th
  Mike

  2.01.52
Winner
         M. Hutchinson      1.44.34                 26th
  Dave Dickerson
  1.53.51

24.06.06
         Beacon RCC ‘10’
K33/10R                               Eddie

     29.20
Winner
         R.Bradley
   20.17

25.06.06
         Shirley RC 50 K33/50
          8th
                 Mike

   2.00.49

Winner
         Paul Dring
    1.51.37          

01.07.06
         Ludlow CC  10 – R10/6A


   Eddie

      30.37

Winner
          B. Charley
     20.46          






02.07.06          Welsh 50Campionship R50/1C         20th
    Mike
( Fixed)      2.03.30 

13.07.06
          Abergavenny RC 10 – R10/17

    Eddie

        30.37

16.0706
          Ross  &  District CC 25 – R25/16     10th
     Mike (Fixed)
        59.50

2nd
          Gavin Poupart   55.14

20.08.06           Chippenham/Dist. Wh’rs 25 U46a     21st                Mike (Fixed)
        59.49

Winner
           Danny Axford   52.43

09.09.06            Trike. Assoc. Champs 10 - K33/10R

       Eddie
         32.29 
            Graham Coulson  32.18

An examination of these results shows both riders achieving an enviable level of consistency throughout the season. Both men are vets., as are a significant proportion of riders in most time trials these days. There are very few juniors riding time trials, and many fewer seniors as a proportion of the entries, compared to vets., than in  the years when Eddie and I started competing, back in the ‘50s. As a club founded to promote competitive cycling I think that we should be concerned for the future if we cannot attract younger people to the pleasures of time trialling and club riding generally. On our Sunday  Rides the average age of those who turn out is well over 40. As a boy, when I got my first bicycle (a sit-up-and beg, with roller lever brakes and 4 spokes missing in the front wheel – 12/6d, so my dad said, from a man in the pub’.) Iknew that I would always want to go cycling. That desire to experience again and again the freedom and thrill of swooping downhill, or to click up a sprocket or two and have a ‘thrash’ when the wind is at my back, has never left me. With so many other distractions these days, not least BMX and so-called mountain-bikes, it is much more difficult to attract younger riders to our sport, which is sad, because I think they are missing so much.  

What was your first bike with ‘big’ wheels like? Let me know, and perhaps we could have a regular feature entitled – ‘My First Big Bike’. If you email me your account please attach it in ‘Word’ format. Once copy is in ‘Word’ it is much easier to edit and/or insert straight into The Spokesperson, with a minimum of typing on my part. If you also use 10 point type this takes up less room than 12 point, but is still easily read. 

bill.douglas3@btinternet.com 
Tel. 01684 573831
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