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A date for your Diary. 

Last reminder for VC Sevale’s Awards and Skittle Evening at the Blue Bell at Ryall at 7.30 on Saturday 9th February. Tickets - £5 for adults, £2 for children, free for under-fives, from Eric Gorton, Mike Amery or Bill Douglas
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Advanced Notice – LVRC  Road Race – 24th May

After the success of VC Sevale’s road race in 2007 we are organising another event on the 24th May this year. Please put this date in your diary if you want to ride or can help out in any way.
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Subscriptions 2008


You are politely reminded by your Hon. Treasurer that VC Sevale Club subscriptions for 2008 are now due. Thanks to those who have already paid. The rates are unchanged for yet another year and are:
Adults: £10  -  Junior/Student:  £5  -  Couple/Family:  £16   Second Claim: £3. You are not eligible to ride in Club events unless you are a paid-up member. Please send your subs. to:
Mike Amery @ 18 Giffard Drive, Welland. WR13 6SE

AN EXCELLENT WAY TO TRAVEL

The first part of 1999 I worked in Basle, Switzerland; and lived in St Louis, France, because it was so much cheaper.  Here is an account of two short tours I made.

Good Friday (April 2nd) I had been thinking of going somewhere, and on Saturday I put a change of clothes and a few bits into my saddlebag to try to force a decision.  Eventually I left late morning and headed loosely north west towards the Vosges mountains.  The first 20 miles or so were along familiar roads but traveling in the opposite direction to normal so I noticed different things.  At one point there is a small chapel at the side of the road, travelling in this direction I could see there was an information sign so it had to be a bit unusual.  The building dated back about 900 years and had been rebuilt 100 years ago. It was a chapel to the memory of a patron saint that had driven away a lot of local vermin (as far as I could translate); it sounds a bit like St Patrick of Ireland driving all the snakes away.  I could not get into the chapel but I could see some beautiful paintings on the ceiling. A few miles later I stopped at a chapel again.  This time it wasn't the building that attracted my attention, it was the surroundings; I didn't even see the building at first.  I stopped because there was a wooded area along the road with all the trees in bud, so no leaves and in the bright sunlight you could see between the trees to all the spring flowers, wood anemones, violets, cowslips and others.  While I was looking at this I saw the chapel in the woods.  It was a monument to a man who was a local hero in the Second World War for sheltering children.  It is built on the site of his house, which was destroyed by bombs only weeks before the end of the war. 

 Back to the road.  Being in no hurry I was able to pick a road to use when I got to it and I made a couple of really good choices using farm roads, sometimes quite rough, to avoid stretches of main road.  Then I got it wrong!  On the map I saw I was coming to a section of really busy road and I reasoned that if I took a forest track I could avoid most of it.  I found where the track started and off I went into the forest.  It was very pleasant.  I stopped after a couple of miles and sat in the sunshine eating some lunch I had with me.  Then it all went wrong. I found the track leading out of the woods but it was barred with a big sign saying “danger”.  A side track went nowhere of use, so back I came.  I could see footprints bypassing the sign and I could see the main road only 200 yards away, so I thought what the heck.  I rode the two hundred yards and came to the end where I had to struggle with a big heavy chain barrier to get out.  As expected I found myself on a very busy road; but I hadn't expected 4 busy lanes with a crash barrier down the middle. I walked against the flow of traffic for about 1/2 mile before I was able to cross to a quiet road I had been aiming for. At this point I had ridden about 30 miles,  I'd got my first good view of the hills I was headed for at about 25 miles, now I was 5 miles from the base. The hill I was aiming for was the Grand Ballon de Vosges.  I arrived at the foot of the climb at about 3.30.  The climb was nice, being sheltered by trees and just enjoyable.  Being a popular place to go I saw a few racing cyclists going up a bit quicker than me, and there were lots of motorcyclists who were enjoying the corners.  I got to the first landmark, at 3000 feet, after climbing about an hour. This was a museum and monument to the 30,000 French and German soldiers who died on this one hillside in the First World War.  We tend to think that most of the monuments are for the Second World War, but this area saw some of the worst battles in the first war.  Leaving here I rode on to a turning at the Col Amic. It was about 4.30.  Did I want to go to the top of the main climb, another 5 miles and 2000 feet up?  If I did I would have to come back or else ride maybe 10 miles the other side to anywhere I could expect to find a place to stay.  I took the turning. On the descent it started to rain a little so I expect it was snowing at the top.  There had been a fair bit of roadside snow at 3000 feet.  I headed down the valley a couple of miles to Thann where there were plenty of hotels, what more could I want apart from food?  I decided to treat myself at dinner and go for a pretty expensive menu (maybe £12) plus wine.


Sunday morning and time to head back to the hills.  The Col de Hundsruck, goes to about 2500 feet and starts from about 1000 feet so there is only about 1500 feet of climbing, but it is steep in places. It was the usual climb with lots of hairpins through the trees.  As I got near the top I could feel the cold wind, so again I was pleased to stop and put my jacket on for the descent which was nicely challenging.  Down in the valley I sat in a town square for a few minutes looking at a tree that had been decorated for Easter and all the spring flowers around it.  Leaving town I'd done some more map reading looking for one of those farm roads, but when I got there it was very rough so I went a slightly longer way around.  No more adventures on Sunday, at about 20 miles from home I was back on familiar roads and feeling tired.  Behind me, the sky over the mountains was dark and menacing so I was pleased to be leaving that as I plodded home.  Coming towards Basle from this direction was good; it gave me about 5 miles downhill just before the end, which was something to look forward to.  I got home early afternoon with 55 pretty hilly miles in me.  Saturday was 58 hilly miles, so I felt I'd done OK considering I had not ridden at all in January and February.


At the very end of May I quit my job in Switzerland and took a couple of days to ride around before flying to a new job in California.  This time I headed north along the valley of the river Rhine towards the pretty town of Colmar where the man who designed the Statue of Liberty lived and did his original modeling.  Leaving my flat I had just 1 mile on the road before I took to a canal towpath that took me 20 miles to Mulhouse.  The towpath was mainly about 4 feet wide and with a firm pounded gravel surface and in the 20 miles I saw perhaps 10 people but enjoyed the peace, the birds, the flowers – everything.  In some places I was riding with the canal on one side and the river on the other.  I came around one turn to a real cacophony; in the reed beds hundreds of frogs were croaking away.  After skirting Mulhouse I rode a quiet road through the forests and small villages to the outskirts of Colmar, where I sat by a pond for a picnic lunch, French style.  Colmar itself was pretty busy and,  not feeling like staying, I headed a little west towards the mountains.  I could see a village on the top of one hill so thought I might go to look.  When I got there I found an old village with a single-roomed schoolhouse and, of course, a church with a platform on it for storks to nest in; the couple was home.  This is usual around here; platforms for the storks and you really get used to seeing these big birds.  I had no plan where I wanted to go so I just plodded along.  I decided I’d had enough of the foothills but did not fancy the real mountains so I turned back towards the Rhine to get to an area away from the tourists.  It was one of those days when I did not want to stop riding too early, so I rode until 7 PM and covered 90 miles.  OK it was pretty flat, I had only about 2500 feet of climbing; nevertheless it was a very enjoyable day.

The following day, with a lot of time to go nowhere, I returned to Colmar to look at all the ancient features.  The day was a bit too hot for me so I headed to the wooded hills for some shade and to take lunch at the top of a climb of 1500 feet elevation gain.  Once more it was a steep climb which had me into the granny gears.  The descent was superb with wonderful views across the Rhine valley where I spent the afternoon seeking out bars for cold drinks and to get my water bottle filled.  My destination for that night was Brunstatt, just south of Mulhouse, a total distance of 60 miles but with the town of Mulhouse in the way.  It is one of those towns that are easy to get into but you just cannot find your way out.  As expected, the hotel was superb (just 9 rooms), the evening meal was excellent and I slept as you do after a couple of days riding.


This left me with just 25 miles to the airport at Basle, and a whole morning to get there.  An excellent way to finish a few days riding.  This to me is what touring is all about.  Self-supported so that you can go where you want when you want, as far as you want, as fast or as slow as you want, alone or with a group of friends.  As I read once, a car or a train may be a good way of getting from A to B, but a bike is an excellent way to TRAVEL.
Graham Coulson
Editor’s Warning and Disclaimer. Persons of a nervous disposition are warned that the following article contains references to drug-taking and other inadvisable activities. You may also wish to discourage impressionable youngsters from reading it. The editor and VC Sevale (Malvern) disclaim responsibility for any harm caused to readers or their offspring or elderly relatives by failure to take note of this warning.
My First Proper Bike … [part 2]

My first proper bike was actually also my step brother’s first proper bike… however I borrowed it one day to ride into Worcester with a few mates and had a slight crash near Powick which unfortunately bent the ridiculous cow horn bars, resulting in some minor death threats from the aforesaid sibling and his subsequent abandonment of the slightly bashed bike.


A description of the bike follows, to the best of my memory and some more recent thoughts on it. It was a 1950’s-ish, or older, sports bike, having a bracket for a Cyclo [possibly] derailleur on the chainstay, 26 inch wheels and it was originally blue. 


Well my annoyed, but, slightly-more-into-motorbikes-and-girls-to-be-bothered-about –killing-me-for-wrecking-his-old-bike-stepbrother, let me keep the thing. I immediately put some dropped bars on it and started riding about on it.  My younger brother did try to lose it once by leaving it unlocked outside the corner shop for the afternoon after he had forgotten he had borrowed it for an errand, but no one else seemed to want it.


It was very useful for popping into town and visiting mates and by this time I had moved to Lower Wick with my parents [I was about 17 at this point] and had lots of friends in Malvern so was riding there quite a lot. I don’t quite know how I got into riding longer distances but I found myself out in the lanes more than once and seriously enjoying it. 


I also got pretty fit as most of my friends had mopeds, so a trip to the pub with them was a good work out and a lesson in hanging onto the wheel of a stepthru Honda. Many were the times I vowed to give up smoking whilst wheezing up some hill behind an oily 2 stroke. 


At some point I got onto a college course in Hereford, usually getting there on the train. Sometimes if the weather looked good I would take the bike on the train in the morning and cycle back.  Would I do it now? A five speed bike with dodgy 26 inch wheels, no Lycra, I was wearing overalls, large steel toe cap boots and a rather fetching cloth cap. Hmmmmmmmmmmmmm I am not sure. 


I did have a moment of triumph one evening whilst riding back to Worcester when I caught up with a bloke on some really posh looking machine and clad in the proper kit going up Fromes Hill. I don’t know how seriously he was taking it but I managed to drop him and not let him back on my wheel, although he did appear to be trying when I looked round. Was it you dear reader? And are you still annoyed at being beaten by such a frightful looking combination. 


Anyway at about this time, following various rows at home, I was glad to get a flat of my own in Worcester. The bike gained a rack, 27 inch steel wheels having fitted different forks and adapting the rear seat stays with a bracket to accommodate the brakes, dynamo set and, most importantly, a double chainset..whoo hooo! 


Life in the flat was, I am ashamed to say, a bit of a drug-induced blur, interspersed with trips [no pun intended] to Kempsey Common for strange mushrooms and wobbling back up from town with loads of shopping on the rack. 


I did, however, get into Sunday rides! Why I don’t really know, it just seemed right to ride a bike for silly distances on the day of rest. The usual ride was either Worcester-Leominster-Hereford-and back or Worcester-Ross-Hereford and back, sometimes I did the whole circuit if the sun was shining nicely. 


This of course led onto staying out over night. The longest trip I did was Aberystwyth and back, about 3 days or so with a very nasty canvas tent and over-stuffed cheapo Raleigh pannier bags. There were several highlights including being pulled over by the law. It was raining very heavily and the copper actually felt sorry for me! I sat in the patrol car smoking roll up fags until the rain stopped…bizarre . 


On the descent into Aberystwyth 3 spokes decided to give up carrying the outrageous burden on the carrier, and I nearly wiped out at high speed. I made it into town where a bike shop kindly helped me out very cheaply with a wheel repair, I think he couldn’t bear the crying and fixed it for next to nothing to get rid of me. This did take the rest of my budget though, food became scarce apart from the rice I was carrying and I had run out of gas.  I scrounged some food from a mobile snack bar I had used a couple of times previously when hitch hiking that road. He recognised me and gave me a burger when I told him of my plight. This was near Llangurig, and by the time I was approaching Leominster I was actually hallucinating slightly and felt very bad. I was rescued by one of the pedals shearing off. I was so glad my dad was kind and had an estate car. 


It was about this time I got involved in a band and we decided to go off and play at the Stonehenge festival [1984]. So we bought a big old BMC van to get the gear and band down there, well most of the band, some of us would have to make our own way. Yeh, you guessed it, I would pedal down. However about 4 weeks before we were to go I got knocked off the bike by a right turning Subaru at the top of Powick Hill. A broken collar bone certainly didn’t help with the cycling or guitar playing but in the meantime I got some better wheels, alloy this time, the front one sustained a bent axle in the crash, in-fact that was about the only injury to the bike. 


It was the middle of June and off I pedalled down to Wiltshire with a mate who I had persuaded to join in with the adventure, which turned out to be an incident-free but very hot 90 mile ride.


I won’t go into the details of my 2 weeks debauchery and excess at that event but my mate went home without his bike and I met a woman down there who was keen to join me on the ride back home. She was living in a bus shelter in Stroud at the time so a grotty house in Worcester must have sounded quite appealing. 


It took 3 days to get back, not helped by taking LSD on the first day, I think the UCI have banned it now but at the time it appeared to be very performance-enhancing.  The last I heard of the woman, Sarah her name was, she was riding as part of a circus wall of death team! 


We are getting close to the end of the story now. (Not before time, one might think- ed.)

Quite a few festivals followed, as did a paint job on the now rather ropey-looking old machine. An alloy chainset and better gears, and assorted other improvements were offset by the appalling mess I made of the new colour scheme, but this was partly to put people off stealing it, as I was attached to it, and bike theft was rife in the various dives I lived in. At least if it went missing I could spot it a mile off. Even possibly at the bottom of the canal. 


The last long journey I made on it was a trip down to Somerset to see my brother and his new wife sometime around 1988. This included what might have been an inadvisable jaunt around the Quantock Hills, mostly off road. Shortly after I got back to Worcester the frame finally expired, the top tube breaking just behind the steerer.  It was replaced by a very large Raleigh thing with no character, then a Viscount with lots.

 
I still have a 6 inch long piece of frame tube from that old bike in the shed; if you want I can show you it, especially if you don’t believe a word of what I have written here.                    Steve Price
CHAIRMANS FIXED WHEEL REPORT – 2007
Since my last report at the end of June further activity in this competition has earned Steve Price points for two wins in a 10 on the Chance Lane course and a 25 in the club championship event on the Kinnersley course.  Graham Coulson decided that he would be OK on three wheels and hasn’t added any further points to his tally since June. Whilst Mike Amery has been riding strongly on his new carbon machine this year he opted to compete for the overall Time Trial Championship this year.  Mike felt that with the strong riding from Brian Boswell in the overall TTC he would need his gears.  Indeed such tactics have enabled him to break several club time trial records this year.


Late starter in the CFWA competition, Bill Douglas, has produced several excellent rides to increase his tally from the original 11 points he garnered from Steve Price in an early season 5.5 miler.  Bill added wins in three 10’s but Steve Price had his revenge on the Chance Lane course when he mastered Bill’s monopoly of this course to put him into second place.


Eddie Bray showed that 50 years of Time Trialling hasn’t been wasted when he took the maximum points on the Chance Lane 10 with his only Fixed Wheel ride in club events this year.

So at the end of the 2007 season the CFWA points table looks like this:

Steve Price

77 points

Bill Douglas

42 points

Mike Amery

20 points

Eddie Bray

11 points

Graham Coulson
8 points

Finally I should mention that Alan Taylor has ridden some very fast time trials this year on Fixed Wheel.  He doesn’t appear in the results because no handicap could be assigned due to a lack of a recorded time in 2006.  Never fear Alan we have your 2007 times so you’ll be able to take on Steve Price and the others next year.  

I’m sure all of you will be training even more effectively for next year’s CFWA.             E K Gorton

Lies, damned lies and Statistics

One of the pleasures I used to have, nearly 50 years ago, when I was riding an open time trial every week during the season, as well as a club event on a Thursday night, was to go through the CTTC handbook and look at how the times and distances had improved over the years. I would look back to see at what year in the past I might have been classed as a ‘Short Marker’ or even a national record holder, had I been riding at that time The sad thing, from my point of view was that, even going back before the Second World War and just after, my very modest times as a ‘middle marker’ would not have garnered me any national honours. The champions of those days were already recording times that I could only dream of as I rose to the heights of mediocrity in the time-trialling world.  By 1944, so a recent CTT handbook tells me, C. Cartwright had broken the hour for 25 miles with 59.18, five minutes better than I ever recorded.  In 1937 L Thorpe had recorded  2.3.28 for 50 miles and by 1947 G.H. Fleming had broken 2 hours for the distance, with 1.59.14.   14 years later I posted my best ever time at this distance with  2hours 12 minutes.  When we look at the 100 mile records my best ever time of 4.39.32 would still have put me 19 minutes behind H. Earnshaw in 1938.  My best time for 100 miles was the only time in which I won an award in an open event – 3rd handicap in the Speedwell 100, an improvement of 5 minutes.  Norman Powell recorded  4 hours 19 minutes to win, on a blustery day on Warwickshire Roads. I think that was probably my best ride at any distance and, considering that Norman Powell had previously recorded times much closer to 4 hours, I might have done even better had it been a calmer day. (How often do we all say that?)

Moving on to 12 hours I see that in 1937 C. Heppleston posted 251.62 miles. 24 years later I needed to record 239 miles to become Worcester St Johns Club Champion. In the National Championship, run by the Oldbury Club, and based around the A5, I had a 20 minute late start due to a puncture on the ride to headquarters. Despite this I managed to keep to an average of just over evens, until the last few miles on the finishing circuit, when I had to stop several times to massage my left leg to relieve the burning sensation, possibly caused by the pressure on a nerve in my pelvic region. 229.6 miles was my final total, and my best ever ride in a 12 hour event. 

I do not know how far back I would have to go in time to discover that my very modest personal bests would have put me among the cycling elite; but I note with awe that in 1993 Chris Boardman recorded 45.57 for 25 miles.  Kevin Dawson brought the 50 mile record down to 1 hour 37 minutes 21 seconds, and the 100 mile record down to 3.22.45 in 2003, which means he could have given me a 30 mile start and still passed me well before the finish, even on my best ever day – mind-boggling! With the 12 hour record now over 300 miles – 70 miles further than I ever managed – I can  only marvel at the incredible fitness and athleticism of the modern breed of elite riders. 

No commentary on the records achieved by time-triallists down the years would be complete without examining the phenomenal career of Beryl Burton. She was the first woman to get under the hour, 2 hours and four hours, for 25 miles, 50 miles and 100 miles respectively. In 1967 she set a new national 12 hour record for women and MEN by riding 277.25 miles, while M.McNamara could only push the men’s distance to 276.52. For 25 years, from 1959 to 1983, Beryl was undisputed  Women’s Best All-Rounder.  Ian Cammish, a truly great rider, was Men’s Best All-Rounder for only 9 years, in two groups of  7 and 2 years. In any discussion of who was the greatest ever athlete (man or woman) Beryl Burton would have to feature at the very top of the list. Up to her sadly premature death she was still recording times about which I, and many other riders, can only fantasise.   









                Bill Douglas

__________
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Echelon Cycles are here to cater for all of your cycling needs. We stock a range of bikes and can custom build you one from as little as £499. We offer a full array of accessories as well as a huge selection of clothing and nutritional products. Echelon has demo products such as saddles and wheel sets for you to try before you buy. The shop has a fully equipped workshop to carry out all service and repair work. We can advise on training and nutrition as well as offering a position analysis service.

We currently have a few 2007 bargains, including bikes, frames and shoes. If you're after a bargain,

now is a good time.                                                       Tel.  01386 550606
For further information go on line to www.echelon-cycles.co.uk or simply pop in to the shop! We look forward to seeing you soon!

_______________________________________________________________
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