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Thanks for helping – SEVALE LVRC ROAD RACE IN MAY


Many thanks to the Club members and partners who helped out at the Club’s Road Race. We had a decent morning’s weather for it, and it was just as well we ran it on a Saturday this year as the Sunday and Monday of that Bank Holiday were a wash-out  We had a full field of 80 riders, split into 3 races, and there was some hard competitive riding.


Marcus Walker from Worcester won the age 50-59 race with a fine solo break, and congratulations to Sean O’Toole, who was 9th in the age 40-49 race, and Gavin O’Mahoney, who completed his first LVRC event.

Mike Amery

WOULD YOU LIKE TO HELP RUN A

TRACK CHAMPIONSHIP?


On Saturday 1st and Sunday 2nd November I am organising a National Track Championship for the League of Veteran Racing Cyclists at the Velodrome in Newport, South Wales. I addition to a few key people who are used to officiating at track competitions, I will need about half-a-dozen willing helpers, preferably cyclists themselves, to assist with a range of tasks, such as signing on, pushing off, recording results and acting as ‘riders’ whip’, (not as sadistic as it sounds).


The Championship will run from 1 pm to 7 pm on the Saturday, and from 10 am to 2 pm on Sunday, and if anyone can help on either day they would be most welcome. Although I can’t provide any payment I can offer either a lift to Newport or some petrol money. It takes just over an hour to drive there from Malvern.


You will have the chance to watch a varied programme of events: individual sprints, 750m team pursuit, points race, scratch race, team pursuit and team sprint. The team pursuit will feature a crack 3 man VC SEVALE team, of O’Toole, O’Mahoney and O’Amery.

Please contact me if you would like to help.      


Mike Amery 01684 310168

Bikes for Sale


Bob Blinston has been asked by the widow of a friend to pass on details of 2 bikes that belonged to her husband. One is a 23” Thorn Touring Bike,  which has had very little use and consequently is in very good condition. It cost nearly £1,000 originally and has an impressive specification, which Bob has a copy of, together with the original invoice.  The other bike is a Marin County Town/Country,  on which Bob has no details, at present.


If you are interested in either of these bikes Bob says that his friend’s widow is realistic about the price a secondhand machine is likely to fetch, and is willing to accept reasonable offers. Bob can be contacted on 01684 575267 or at robert@ablinston.freeserve.co.uk , and can arrange viewings of the bikes.

And,  Derek Morgan,  (Tel. 01531 633176) has a very good helmet for sale, in excellentcondition..  It is a Giro Atmos – asking price: £25 (Wiggle price - £79.79) Medium fit – 55cm to 59 cm. Only two months old.  Reason for sale – too big. Try before you buy. He would also be prepared to accept offers of £7.50 each for 2 Elite carbon bottle cages.
A tour to Le Tour


Graham Coulson

 8 a.m. on Saturday 5th July saw me pedalling away from the ferry at St Malo.  The plan was to spend a couple of days riding south and to see the Tour at Nantes and Cholet.  It did not quite work out that way.


Leaving St Malo I took a wrong turn and went over the barrage to Dinard, which did not really matter since it cost me only a few extra miles and some time map reading.  I headed south, then back across the estuary to avoid Dinan.  Around here I caught up with a couple of blokes from Chester who had got off the ferry way ahead of me.  I stayed with them until lunchtime, so had company for maybe 20 miles.  This was very welcome because we were riding into a rising head wind.  After lunch they headed to a hotel on the eastern side of Reenes while I headed west and then south of Rennes towards my first campsite.  After 75 miles, and getting sick of the head wind, I reached a campsite at Bourg des Comptes.  What!  There is a Closed sign on reception.  I took a ride into the village where I found a hotel.  Deep joy, only to be told “we are no longer a hotel”.  The nice lady phoned around for a B&B but could not find one, so I went back to the municipal campsite.  It was closed for business because they were excavating to lay in new lighting and water supplies, but since there was a children’s play area there were no barriers to stop me getting in.  So I pitched my tent behind a mound of builder’s rubble so I could not easily be seen and had a pleasantly quiet night but with no toilet facilities or water supply.


Sunday, my habit of being on the road at about 7 a.m. paid off because I had a couple of hours riding before the headwind became bothersome again.  I passed through Bain de Bretagne which had been my target the previous day.  I am glad I did not press on for those extra 10 miles because they were quite hard.  I crossed the Loire a little to the east of Nantes.  I tend to aim to reach the river at lunchtime so that the bridges are not busy.  This time I was also grateful for the lack of traffic because even the loaded trike was being pushed around by the wind.  I decided I’d had enough with 60 odd miles that morning, so headed to a nearby campsite where I spent the after noon watching the end of the St Brieuc stage on TV.


Monday, again avoiding the wind, if not all of the rain, I pushed on to my original target of Clisson, only 20 miles away.  I had intended to pitch the tent and then return to Nantes to watch the stage finish there.  The increasing wind and heavy rain showers convinced me I did not need the extra 60 miles, so I had a lazy afternoon in Clisson and a decent feed in a restaurant.  Later that evening I was joined by a chap from Cumbria who regaled me with tales of the weather I had largely left behind at Nantes.  A Japanese chap also showed up.  It seems a regular thing for him to take 3 weeks holiday to cycle around following le tour.


Tuesday – time trial day.  The nearest point on the course was only 15 miles away, but having got there I did not move anywhere else because there were so many people.  I stood at the roadside from 9.30 until 17.00 watching the event at a roundabout around 12 miles into the course.  If that bit was on TV you might remember Millar seemingly mess up the corner.  In fact what he did was to change gear half way around which meant he lifted a hand from the bull horns to go to the tribars; hence it looks like he had 2 stabs at the corner.  The other excitement was given to us by a Caisse d’Espargne rider who tried to change up a lot of gears and got his chain tied in a knot and so needed a quick machine change.  I spent some time with some Australians who were on the phone to Melbourne to family so that those in Australia could give us the results which of course we could not get half way round the course.


Wednesday I had planned to go to the start, maybe 25 miles from Clisson.  However, the weather had been so dispiriting that I decided I did not need those extra miles either.  Instead I headed north and east, again crossing the Loire at lunchtime at Ingrandes.  I stayed at a  lovely little municipal campsite at Challain le Potherie which boasted a magnificent château (which I’ve seen before having come that way in the past), a closed shop, and thank goodness an open boulangerie.  7 pm so my.  Later I was joined by a couple of chaps from Nottingham.  It turns out they are quite rapid riders in racing circles, but on tour they rode a pair of old, basic, 531 Raleighs.  I was quite entertained to here them poking fun at the titanium/carbon fibre/cannot carry more than a credit card type of riders we have these days.


Thursday.  Heading north, how is it I still have a headwind?  After a couple of hours it started to rain properly.  I had showers on previous days, but this was proper rain.  I decided I’d be better off wearing my wet clothes from the night before.  You can just imagine me doing the “Full Monty” in a field. (We’d rather not! –ed.) Because I like to start early, I often get to my destination around lunchtime.  Consequently I reached the campsite in Fougeres in the early afternoon.


Friday.  Plenty of time to spare , so I spent the morning ambling west in the real back roads, the C and V roads for those who know.  I managed to get through Dol de Bretagne just before the lunchtime rush and headed to a restaurant about 10 miles west that I’ve used before.  This gave me only another 12 miles or so to a campsite at St Meloir des Ondes which I have used before and I would recommend.  Not this time however.  There was a group of 150 “traveller’s” vans on the playing field next door and the campsite was locked up tightly.  Since the “travellers” were there, then they could not possibly be on the beach campsite at St Benoit des Ondes where I spotted them last year.  So that is where I went instead.  That evening I had dinner with an English friend who now lives nearby with his French lady friend.  Very pleasant.  Including lunchtime, that day can be measured as a 1 ½ bottles of wine day.


Saturday 12th – a short ride to St Malo, followed by a long wait on the cool and draughty quay because they decided to load cyclists and motorcyclists last instead of first as usual.


That was probably one of my hardest tours.  Not in terms of distance or terrain, but because of the weather, seemingly into a rising head wind each day.  I rode only 400 miles instead of the 500 I would have if I’d done all I intended.  Taking out the short day to Clisson and the day watching thetime trial, I averaged about 65 miles a day with the longest headwind day of 75.  Not bad considering you know I ride only a little here.






Graham Coulson
Results
CLUB CHAMPIONSHIPS


Mike Amery won both the 10 and 25 mile events, with impressive times of 23.01 and 59.11. Sean O’Toole was second in both events with times of 23.38 and was unlucky not to beat the hour with his 25 time of 1-00-45. Mike’s times also gave him the best aggregate vets standard times over the two events of +15.28, with Bill Douglas’s outstanding rides bringing him a close second with +14.06, relegating Sean’s +11.21 into third place.


In the competition for the Rhydd Award, set up by Derek Morgan, the scratch awards for first, second and third, go to Mike Amery, Sean O’Toole and S. Dyson of Worcester St Johns CC respectively, Derek Morgan, Derek Burnage and Gavin O’Mahoney were placed first, second and third in the Vets Standard Awards.

  









Bob Bilns

New VCS Qualifying Times for Medals

compiled by Mike Amery

On the next full page you will find  the new qualifying times for the awarding of medals at  distances from 10 to 50 miles. Last year it was pointed out that VC Sevale qualifying times for the awarding of medals in the veteran category were somewhat faster than those in the long-established national vets standards. Unlike the national standard vets times, which are formulated on a yearly basis,  ours were in bands of five years, with all vets over 60 being in one band. This seemed something of an anomaly, and it was pointed out that a vet of 70 was likely to be going somewhat slower than he was when he was 60, Given the rule that a rider must show improvement over previous seasons in order to be re-awarded a medal in a given category , this meant that the older your were the less likely you were to qualify for a medal if you were over 60.  Consequently it was agreed that we should reformulate our medal tables, which Mike Amery has done. Please note the rules at the end of the tables.


Claim forms should be submitted to me at the end of the season, and no later than 30th November. I can let you have copies of the claim forms if you need them. I think several riders over the last few seasons, particularly if they are vets, have not claimed for medals. It shouldn’t be just Mike Amery and one or two others going up on Awards evening to collect awards, especially if you have improved during the season. I have found that the thought of improving on my silver medals at 10 miles, gained in the last year or so, has proved an incentive to my training and competing. This year I will qualify for Gold medals at 10, 25 and 50 miles. If I can do it, at 69, some of you mere striplings in your 40s, 50s and early 60s should be able to.











Bill Douglas
	Distance
	 
	10
	 
	 
	25
	 
	 
	50
	 

	Cat
	Bronze
	Silver
	Gold
	Bronze
	Silver
	Gold
	Bronze
	Silver
	Gold

	Boys 12-U14
	31:00
	29:00
	27:00
	-
	-
	-
	-
	-
	-

	Boys 14-U16
	29:00
	27:00
	25:00
	1:14:00
	1:09:00
	1:04:00
	-
	-
	-

	Junior Boys 16-U18
	28:00
	26:00
	24:00
	1:11:00
	1:06:00
	1:01:00
	2:28:00
	2:18:00
	2:08:00

	Senior Men 18-39
	27:00
	25:00
	23:00
	1:09:00
	1:04:00
	59:00
	2:20:00
	2:10:00
	2:00:00

	Vet Men 40-44
	28:00
	26:00
	24:00
	1:11:00
	1:06:00
	1:01:00
	2:28:00
	2:18:00
	2:08:00

	Vet Men 45-49
	29:00
	27:00
	25:00
	1:14:00
	1:09:00
	1:04:00
	2:34:00
	2:24:00
	2:14:00

	Vet Men 50-54
	30:00
	28:00
	26:00
	1:17:00
	1:12:00
	1:07:00
	2:40:00
	2:30:00
	2:20:00

	Vet Men 55-59
	31:00
	29:00
	27:00
	1:20:00
	1:15:00
	1:10:00
	2:46:00
	2:36:00
	2:26:00

	Vet Men 60-64
	32:00
	30:00
	28:00
	1:23:00
	1:18:00
	1:13:00
	2:52:00
	2:42:00
	2:32:00

	Vet Men 65-69
	33:00
	31:00
	29:00
	1:26:00
	1:21:00
	1:16:00
	2:58:00
	2:48:00
	2:38:00

	Vet Men 70 plus
	34:00
	32:00
	30:00
	1:29:00
	1:24:00
	1:19:00
	3:04:00
	2:54:00
	2:44:00

	Girls 12-U14
	33:00
	31:00
	29:00
	-
	-
	-
	-
	-
	-

	Girls 14-U16
	31:00
	29:00
	27:00
	1:20:00
	1:15:00
	1:10:00
	-
	-
	-

	Junior Girls 16-U18
	30:00
	28:00
	26:00
	1:17:00
	1:12:00
	1:07:00
	-
	-
	-

	Senior Ladies 18-39
	29:00
	27:00
	25:00
	1:14:00
	1:09:00
	1:04:00
	2:34:00
	2:24:00
	2:14:00

	Vet Ladies 40-44
	30:00
	28:00
	26:00
	1:17:00
	1:12:00
	1:07:00
	2:40:00
	2:30:00
	2:20:00

	Vet Ladies 45-49
	31:00
	29:00
	27:00
	1:20:00
	1:15:00
	1:10:00
	2:46:00
	2:36:00
	2:26:00

	Vet Ladies 50-54
	32:00
	30:00
	28:00
	1:23:00
	1:18:00
	1:13:00
	2:52:00
	2:42:00
	2:32:00

	Vet Ladies 55-59
	33:00
	31:00
	29:00
	1:26:00
	1:21:00
	1:16:00
	2:58:00
	2:48:00
	2:38:00

	Vet Ladies 60-64
	34:00
	32:00
	30:00
	1:29:00
	1:24:00
	1:19:00
	3:04:00
	2:54:00
	2:44:00

	Vet Ladies 65-69
	35:00
	33:00
	31:00
	1:32:00
	1:27:00
	1:22:00
	3:10:00
	3:00:00
	2:50:00

	Vet Ladies 70 plus
	36:00
	34:00
	32:00
	1:35:00
	1:30:00
	1:25:00
	3:16:00
	3:06:00
	2:56:00


The above times must be beaten on two occasions during the racing season except U16 25 mile times and all fifty mile times when one occasion only is required. 







 Claim forms must be submitted at the end of the season, giving time and course details. Documentary proof (result sheet) will be required for claims following an OPEN event.  





                 Medals will only be re-awarded at a standard (and in a particular age category) for which the rider has already received a medal, if his/her times have improved from previous seasons. 
L’Alpe D’Huez and Beyond

Last year I set out to cycle-camp from the ferry port of Ouistreham to the French Alps, with the express intention of riding up and down the 21 hairpin bends of L’Alpe D’Huez, in the tyre tracks of the ‘greats’ of the Tour de France. In the event I only got as far as Salers, in the Auvergne, before turning back, realising that I had fallen too far behind schedule to do what I wanted in the Alps, and still get back in time for the ferry home. I had spent too much time sightseeing on the way and I had been delayed by mechanical problems, and some appalling weather


This year I decided to drive down, taking a lightweight racing-bike with me to tackle L’Alpe D’Huez and  Le Col du Galbier, which is higher by some 600 metres or over 2,000 feet. If I had any energy left I would tackle Les Deux Alpes. which is just over 2,000 metres. (Not on the same day!) 


On my way down to the Alps I stopped off in Murat, in the heart of the Auvergne. Some years before I had driven through Murat and been impressed by its setting in the heart of the mountains. As preparation and training for the climbs in the Alps I thought I would ride over to Salers, on the other side of the Puy Mary, one of a number of extinct volcanoes from which this landscape is formed. Salers is a delightful little Medieval town, with hardly a building younger than 400 years. It would be my third visit to one of my favourite places in the whole of France. First I must climb up to the Pas de Peyrol at 1,588 metres, which lies in the shadow of Puy Mary. The Tour de France went over this col this year before hurtling down to Aurillac, where the Spanish rider won a memorable lone victory less than a hundred  metres ahead of the peloton.  The skies were a little overcast and the air was cool as I unclipped at the top of the climb. On a table outside the restaurant was a plate on which rested huge wedges of  blackcurrant pie. Those of you who have ridden with me will know what a temptation this was. At 2 euros a wedge it was a bargain, and together with a large café crème set me up for the descent to Salers. Last year there I watched a huge running and mountain bike event based on  the town. The event is known as La Pastourelle, and is held annually. Runners and riders tackle a number of arduous routes through the surrounding hills. This year I missed the event by a week, but the town was a lot quieter, for which I was grateful.


On the way back I was riding up the steepest part of the whole route, about  500 metres from the Pas de Peyrol, when I became aware of a harsh clicking noise from my ‘drive train’. I thought it was perhaps a chipped tooth on the 30 tooth rear sprocket, or a jockey wheel ‘skipping’. It got worse and, I was just about to stop when I did, involuntarily. For once I did not fall over ignominiously onto the tarmac still clipped into my cleats, managing to flick out a foot just in time. On investigation I found that the front mech. cage had somehow slipped and had sliced into the chain, opening up a link. Without a chain tool (back at the car) the chain could not be repaired at the roadside, and the bike was, I thought,unrideable. I walked to the col, where I removed the chain. Cold drizzle had set in and I would have been rather depressed, but for the fact that of the 15 miles back to the campsite, 14 -1/2  were downhill; I could freewheel nearly all the way. Although I repaired the chain easily enough the front mech. was bent, and the braze-on on the bike was badly distorted. Even someone of my modest strength exerts a very powerful force when pedalling up a 12% gradient in a gear of less than 30 inches. The mech. was not repairable, nor did I have the means to straighten the braze-on. It was not a good omen for the climbs I wanted to do later on. I could ride my bike, but would have to stop and move the chain over by hand when I came to a steep climb, or when I got to the top.


Once in the Alps, beyond Grenoble, I set up camp at Le Freney D’Oisans, about 9 miles from the start of the climb to L’Alpe D’Huez just outside le Bourg D’Oisans. Cloud was lifting off the mountains as I set off  the next day for le Bourg. The ride to the start is impressive, awe-inspiring in places, following as it does the River Romanche as it winds its way  through le Gorge de l’Infernet. As  I cruised downhill I was appreciative of the reassuring guard rails at the side of the road , protecting me from an almost vertical drop to the riverbed,  hundreds of feet below. Great cliffs towered up towards the rocky peaks on the opposite side of the gorge. The N91 is quite a busy road, linking as it does, Grenoble and Briancon, but in many places there are metre-wide cycle tracks, separated from the main road by a continuous white line. I swept out of the second tunnel down through the bends until the road levelled off for the long straight to le Bourg. 


It had been cool when I set off at 8.30, so I was wearing leg-warmers and a thin windproof top. When I got to the foot of the climb I removed these and prepared to tackle those 21 hairpins. It was not long before I was grateful for the small ring on my triple chainset. Using a hooked spanner it was no problem to move the chain onto the little ring; I would not need to move it again for another 13 kilometres. The sun was warm as I rode out of the shade of the trees after the third bend, and I was glad I had  fitted a cassette with larger sprockets before I left the UK. 


It was Friday the Thirteenth. I am not superstitious, but it had crossed my mind more than once on the long drive down that, at 69, perhaps I was tempting fate by trying to emulate the Tour de France riders in tackling climbs that have in the past been the graveyard of the Tour hopes of some very great cyclists. In the event my progress up the 21 bends was not particularly difficult. The average gradient is about 8%; it is not as if one is tackling 8 or 9 miles of Ankerdine-type slopes. The sun came out fully, dispelling the cloud and, apart from one stop to take photographs, I made my way, very steadily, up to the ski village of Alpe D’Huez. Between the 19th and 20th hairpins the road was being resurfaced. Warm tar stuck to the tyres together with fine grit. It was to be two days before the last of it wore away. The finish of the stage of the Tour is at the top of the village, but I could not find a sign indicating where the actual finish is, so that I could be photographed  underneath it. A little disappointed I followed a narrow road which climbs up several hundred feet above the village. Eventually the road petered out into a track and I turned back down to the village with a slight sense of  anti-climax. After that it was a case of swooping down from one hairpin to the next, braking hard and late, and trying not to think about how flimsy lightweight wheel rims can look as they whirl round beneath you at forty miles an hour.


The next day was fine and warm and I decided to go walking in the mountains that surrounded my campsite, before tackling the Col de Galibier on the Sunday. This was a very enjoyable excursion across steep grassy hillsides, generously sprinkled with wild flowers and enriched by the presence of butterflies. Before I turned back I had a café crème sitting in the warm sunshine outside a little Auberge in Clavens le Bas, looking out on a wonderful alpine panorama. The best things in life really are free.


Sunday dawned grey and cool; not the most cheerful start to my clumb up to the Galibier, but not necessarily a drawback in view of the amount of heat I would be generating. The N91 climbs up to the Lac du Chambon and its dam. Then it was steady clmbing, nowhere very steep, following the river Romanche until la Grave, where it was time for coffee before pressing on up to Villar d’Arene, the hairpins near the village an indication that in places the gradient was increasing.  At the Col du Lauteret, at 2057, metres I stopped to rest my bike against the sign showing the name and the height of the col. While I was photographing this inanimate scene a German cyclist stopped and asked me to photograph him riding his heavily laden machine up from the hairpin below us. He did the same for me. He was cycle-camping, and said that in the previous 3 weeks he had ridden up 50 cols in three countries, including just coming up over the Galibier from the steeper northern side. His bike looked even more encumbered by panniers, tent, saddlebag and bar bag than my trusty Dawes Galaxy used to be. It was good to know that there was someone even dafter than I. Now the real climbing began with steeper inclines and numerous hairpins. Again it was hard but perfectly ‘doable’. Only on the last few hundred metres did I engage the 30 tooth sprocket. I had been climbing up through roadside banks of   

snow for some time. At the top, at 8,700, feet I was glad I was wearing a long sleeved top and leg warmers, as the first few flakes of snow fell from the leaden sky.  I had my picture taken underneath the obligatory sign, the height numerals almost obscured by stickers from countries all around the world. For the descent I donned a set of lightweight waterproofs, from previous experience well  aware how dangerously chilling long alpine descents can be, particularly in snow which would give way to freezing rain lower down. As at the top of the Alpe D’Huez other riders were arriving wearing just short-sleeved tops and shorts, with no sign, in many cases, that they were carrying anything else to protect them on the descent. Even well protected as I was I was already feeling chilly as I arrived at the shop and café a few hundred feet below the col. I stopped for coffee and food, and then dropped down to the Col du Lauteret, where a large mug of hot chocolate helped offset the cold that was seeping into my bones. It was not until I had dropped below the rain and was cruising back through La Grave that I began to feel warm again. On the easier gradients I moved the chain onto the big ring and got ‘stuck in’, conscious of the fact that I had entered my first 50 mile time trial in 19 years, which I was due to ride 4 days after I got back to the UK. As I raced back along by the shores of the Lac du Chambon I felt a real sense of achievement and satisfaction. The following Tuesday I rode up to the ski-village of Les Deux Alpes, where the road ends at 1,662 feet. The place was crawling with mountain-bikers and was, like many of these purpose built resorts, pretty uninspiring. The only reason I had gone there was that it was one more occasional finish to a Tour stage. After a coffee and a crepe I headed back down to the camp site. 


With my three major objectives accomplished I could relax a little and perhaps do some riding purely for pleasure and exploration. I had been told that the road up to a place called la Berarde was well worth a visit. The weather could not have better as I turned off the N91 at le Clapier to follow the gentle ascent up to Venosc. The valley was heavily wooded with mountains  soaring up on either side. Once over the river at le Bourg d’Arud the road suddenly reared up and once I got above the shade of the trees the climbing became some of the hardest and hottest of the whole trip. The road levelled off again at le Plan du Lac and followed the river. The views up the valley to the snow-clad peaks beyond and either side was breathtaking.  Just after I recrossed the river there was an auberge. The time being 11 pm there was no way I could continue without a café-crème. There was only a kilometere or so of level riding before I was tackling the series of steep hairpins up to St-Christophe-en-Oisans. From below the gradients looked intimidating, but in reality posed  no real problem, but the sheer drops on the right-hand side did not induce feelings of security. Beyond  the village the gradient eased and the scenery became even more spectacular up the Vallee du Veneon. The road ends at la Berarde. Outside the little hotel I had lunch before setting off back to le Freney. There were way-marked tracks leading up into the mountains and I promised myself I would drive back up there the next day to walk in the mountains, which I did. The weather was even better, but driving up that narrow road, with its many blind bends and unprotected drops on one side and sheer rock faces on the other, was a lot more nerve-racking than it had been on the bike as lorries and other local vehicles came hurtling around corners. The return to la Berarde was well worth it however. I walked up  by le Torrent des Etcancons to the Refuge de Chateleret, at 2,232 metres, where the gardien brought me out a cereal bowl full of coffee. Afterwards I scrambled up another 1,000 feet above the refuge, only the lack of an ice axe, crampons and a companion preventing me reaching the ridge.


Although I had been delighted with my rides up three of the Tour climbs I think these two days, riding to and walking from la Berarde, were the most enjoyable. Now I had done all and more that I had planned to do in the Alps, it was time to think about heading back home.   








                                       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.

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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The Spokesperson is generously sponsored by the Map Shop, Upton-upon Severn
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