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VC Sevale Open 10 – Saturday 28th March


I last organized an open Time Trial nearly 50 years ago, and things have really changed in the bureaucracy department. I am not sure I would have volunteered my services if I had realized just how many people or organizations have to be contacted and informed. Still I am hopeful that those members who have turned out to help Mike and Graham in recent years will also be able to assist me on the day. True to type Graham has already agreed to help me with the start sheet and the results on the day – which is a huge load off my mind. Please, please contact me if you are able to help in any way  - see my telephone number/email above.     Thanks,    -   Bill Douglas

Freewheel Challenge


On the first Sunday after Christmas 2008, members of VC Sevale gathered at the car park at British Camp just before 10 am before lining up to freewheel as far as possible from the layby at the top of the hill above Chances Pitch. The chilly easterly wind aided everyone who rode, even your editor who rolled further than ever before, getting past the farm entrance before the turn over the railway for the first time. As the first rider off I felt I might have gone far enough to win, but my hopes were soon dashed, as Jon Gattiswild, Eric Gorton, Mandy and Andy Simms rolled past the point where I had stopped. It seemed that Jon, our newest young member, might have won on his first attempt, until John Baker wobbled a few feet past him. From first place I was now back in sixth. Now I knew how those downhill skiers feel, after they have posted what appears to be a winning time, only to have it beaten by competitor after competitor. Derek Morgan was seventh and Mike Amery eight.  Even Steve Price, on his 30 year-old Moulton got as far as the farm entrance. (I suspect his bike bag was filled with bricks)  This year everyone managed to get over the little rise beyond the dip by the Wellington, which is a must if you are to have any chance of winning.  Afterwards we all trundled round to the Farmers Arms to meet with family and friends for a post-ride lunch. A successful E.K. Gorton production.

Reliability Rides

Another successful Eric Gorton Production, with 79 riders setting out from Barnards Green Cricket Club after nine o’clock on Sunday 11th January 2009, which may well be a record entry for our event.  The majority rode around the longer Bredon circuit and, judging by how many of them returned looking like The Black and White Minstrels, with white teeth shining out from mud and dirt makeup, mudguards did not feature very highly on the list of equipment on their bikes. We are obviously selling ourselves cheap with an entry fee of only £1, as many riders tried to hand in 2 or 3 pound coins as their entry fee, expressing surprise at what good value our event is. Thanks are due to Eric and to the regulars who supplied home-made cakes, which are such an appreciated part of our events

.

Annual Awards Ceremony

On  Saturday, 7th February,  we held our annual awards ceremony at Manor Park Sports Club. In the 2008 season Club members competed in Club and open time trials, road races and track events .Members have also been well represented in audaxes, reliability rides and sportifs. Mike Amery garnered the biggest haul of awards, winning the Time Trial Series, Best All-Rounder over 10, 25 and 100 miles and gold medals at 10, 25 and 50 miles. He also broke Club records at 5.5,10, 12.5, 25 and 50 miles as well as the Veterans’ record for the Ankerdine hill-climb. He also won medals at the Veterans’ Track Championships at Newport Velodrome, as did Sean O’Toole and Gavin O’Mahoney


Bill Douglas took the veteran’s Best All-Rounder trophy over 25, 50 and 100 miles, returning to competitive time-trialling at the age of 69, after a 19 year lay-off, to successfully challenge Mike Amery who had held the award for the previous 11 years. Bill also won gold medals at 10, 25 and 50 miles.


Sean O’Toole, who during 2008 was challenging Mike Amery in Club time trials, also won the Road Race Trophy.  Steve Price won the Chairman’s Fixed wheel award, Derek Morgan the Ardennes Trophy for touring and Graham Coulson the Club Person of the Year 2008 for his efforts in organising the last 4 Club open time trials. John Baker won the freewheel award and Brian Boswell the award for the Ankerdine Hill Climb. 


Members also celebrated Steve Price’s 46th birthday with a cake baked by his wife, Mel, which featured a photographic illustration of Steve riding his bicycle.


After the awards, and the buffet provided by Colston Bakeries, we settled down to a general knowledge quiz. Teams were given the names of  Cycling Champions. Competition was intense, although the first 5 questions had to be abandoned after Tony Knight admitted seeing the answers to them over the quizmaster’s shoulder. One of these answers was ‘Hitler’, which was trotted out whenever Tony’s team was stuck.  Before the questions began the quizmaster told teams that, in the event of a challenge to his decision or authority, his ruling was that he would be right, even when wrong. Despite, or perhaps because of this ruling, several competitors tried to challenge him, but he overrode all such attempts triumphantly. The team containing Eric and Trish Gorton, with a score of 50 points (10 more than their nearest rivals) stepped up to receive the magnificent prize of a large box of jellybabies. (Yet another successful Gorton production!) Despite his win on the previous evening Eric was still challenging the quizmaster on the Club ride the next morning, behaving more like a sore loser than a runaway winner. Pedantry, it seems, is alive and thriving.  

Notes From a Tour – 1964


In 1964, at the end of a very busy term at the then Worcester College of Education, I set off to ride all the way up through England and round Scotland, to meet my fellow students six weeks later in Edinburgh, where we were due to appear in three plays on the Fringe of the city’s annual arts festival. My mount was based on a n electric blue Holdsworth frame, which I had got from Dougie Dring  in exchange for a beautiful, very light Italian frame with lots of shiny chrome, which had proved too big for me. I was very tired, mentally rather than physically, and as I set off from Worcester with two panniers and my faithful Carradice Longflap saddlebag stuffed to the seams, I rode along  in a fog of fatigue, hardly noticing the countryside or the traffic as I headed north to my first night on the road at Stone Youth Hostel in Staffordshire. The Hostel was very basic, but comfortable, and I slept well that first night. In the morning the warden gave me a two pint jug and asked me to fetch some milk from the farm about a quarter of a mile away. Dew soaked my shoes as I walked across the field to the farm, where a plump, jolly, rosy-cheeked woman, like something out of Central Casting’s concept of a farmer’s wife, dipped the jug into a churn of milk, still warm from the cow. She smiled at me, then shook her head.


“You been ill young’un?”

I shook my head.


“Well, you don’t look well. You could do with feeding up if you ask me. That milk’ll do you 
good, you want to drink lots of that. Here, these’ll do you good as well.”

I shook my head, but she pressed two shiny red apples into my hand, and gave me a motherly pat on the head. She obviously thought I was a lot younger than my twenty-five years.


With  a cooked breakfast inside me I set off in the company of two sturdy young girls, but they were not going as far I was and their pace was too pedestrian. After half-an-hour I left them behind and followed the A520 to Leek, then the A523 to Macclesfield and Hazlegrove, where I picked up the A6 into Manchester. As I cycled into the city I was wearing a clean white shirt. Although it was a fine sunny day the air was heavy with smoke from factory chimneys; the Clean Air Act did not seem to have had much effect up here. By the time I reached Middleton to the north of Manchester my shirt was a mottled grey, with smudges of black soot on it. I thought of Authur Seaton in ‘Saturday Night and Sunday Morning’, trapped in his grimy northern town making bicycle parts in a  factory.  The next morning, after spending the night with a cycling friend from college, I headed north again, my destination – Ingleton. It was not long before I was passing through Rochdale and then Todmorden where, seven years before I had seen and heard the mill girls clattering down the streets in their clogs. Then I had been on my way to see my brother in Aberdeen, averaging 100 miles a day. I had stayed at Mankinholes Youth Hostel, where the female warden seemed to have been recruited from the Waffen S.S. My early visits to youth hostels had involved one or two clashes with rule-bound wardens, all of whom seemed to be ex-army N.C.O.s, complete with the attendant intolerance of young men. I was hoping that things had relaxed a little in the time which had elapsed. Once north of Todmorden the countryside opened out. Mile after mile across the moors I was accompanied by the wistful call of the curlew. Gradually the stress of the previous term’s work fell away and I began to enjoy my surroundings. The route I took to Ingleton was hilly to say the least, but I had been time-trialling from spring through the summer and was feeling very fit. 


Ingleton was a quiet little village back then, set in beautiful surroundings. Now, at weekends, it will be swarming with walkers, clad in Berghaus jackets and shod with Vibram-soled boots. After an early dinner I walked up to the waterfall, or ‘force’. There had been heavy rain overnight and the falls were quite spectacular. If the village was quiet, the roads were too, with very little traffic, even the A65  being quite pleasant to ride on. 


I decided I would spend a day or two in the Lake District and perhaps climb a mountain. The A65 took me through Kirby Lonsdale until I picked up the old A6 south of Kendal. There was no sign yet of the M6, which would cut such an ugly scar through the beautiful countryside between the Lakes and the Penines. I based myself at Ambleside hostel and the next morning, with an already warm sun beating down, rode up the A591 to Thirlmere. With little traffic to bother me I had the leisure to take in the stunningly beautiful scenery which had so inspired Wordsworth, not, except for one or two of his sonnets and shorter poems, a poet who inspired me, but I could see what had so moved him about the area. As I rode up towards Thirlmere, past Dunmail Raise on my left and then the quaintly named Dollywaggon Pike towering up much higher to the right, I felt the last of my mental fatigue drain away  Swallows swooped low over the lake as I hid my bike in the bracken and set off to climb Helvellyn. The Worcestershire Beacon was the highest hill I had climbed before, and I was a little concerned not only about the extra height but also about finding my way to the top. I did not have an O.S. map of the area or a compass, relying instead on the road map I had bought at a garage. This was satisfactory for cycling purposes, but  hardly adequate for navigation over terrain which was totally new to me. Sometimes fate favours the foolish and I had no difficulty following the obvious walkers’ track all the way to the summit and across onto Striding Edge. Never had I seen such an awe-inspiring vista, with the lakes far below me shimmering in the sunshine and mountains stretching as far as the eye could see in every direction. I did not realise it then, but that first visit to a 3,000 foot summit had planted in me a love of high places and the panoramas they command which remains with me to this day.


After a couple of days in the Lakes I set off for Carlyle, returning to Kendal and picking up the A6  because I wanted to cycle over Shap again, as I had first done seven years before at the age of eighteen, on my way to Aberdeen   The traffic was heavier, some of it pre-war cars which ground (groaned?) painfully past me as I toiled upwards. Long before the summit a number of these ancient cars could be seen pulled over to the side of the road, steam hissing from radiators and split hoses. By the side of an old Ford, wreathed in steam, stood two teenage boys who earlier, as they had passed me in their parents’ car, had hung out of the side window mocking my snail’s pace and offering unwanted advice. I grinned as I rode past and gave them a satirical salute. They, in their turn, had the grace to return rueful grins and salutes. 


Lunch in Shap village preceded the welcome descent towards Penrith and then on to Carlyle, where I visited the swimming-baths, where for sixpence I had a long hot soak in one of the public bathrooms.  I wonder if there is any place left where one can still have a hot bath in a public swimming-baths. The next day, as I left the Youth Hostel in Carlyle, the sun welcomed me as it had done every morning since I had left Worcester. It was not long before I entered Scotland on the A74 heading for Glasgow. This would be the longest day’s ride yet, and all on what was now proving a much busier road. The only feature by the roadside I recall from this journey is a large, almost black, apparently deserted, single-storey, building on the left side of the road, about 40 miles north of Carlyle. 44 years later it is still there, I look out for it as I drive up the M74 on my regular trips to the Highlands.


Glasgow in 1964  was still very much as it had been for the previous one hundred years. Great blackened Victorian civic buildings filled the city centre, while the Gorbals was still a shameful slum. The only other thing I can recall being impressed by were the little Victorian squares, with their well-tended gardens, reminiscent of ‘Greyfriars Bobby’.                     To be cont’d.                                  Bill Douglas

