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Editor’s Comments

Why is that we British are so obsessed with the 
weather?    

Perhaps we need look no further than the recent 
spells of variable conditions?       

After some glorious fine and very warm days in 
July I optimistically set off for 10 days to Wales. 
Oh dear - big mistake. It shouldn’t just be called 
“Wales”, it should be renamed “Wild, Wet, 
Windy, West Wales”.  The first 4 days were at 
Llandovery for the Welsh Festival of Cycling, 
where it rained for all but one day. From there I 
went further west to St. Davids, where it didn’t 
rain so much as blow; hard.  I had nearly just 
taken the tent, but at the last minute changed my 
mind and took the caravan. That has to be one of 
the best decisions I’ve made for ages. 

As holidays go, it was a bit of a disaster - 
  wet weather for most of the first week,
  cold nights,
  a bad back after the second day,
  an unopened can of beer that fell off the car seat 

and then exploded, spraying beer all over me and 
everything else in the car leaving an awful smell,

  a puncture in one of the air tubes of the 
inflatable caravan awning,

  winds so strong at times I had to move the van 
twice for fear of it blowing over!

I just hope it will be better at the Birthday Rides 
in Penrith!

Dave
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From The President

Peter Witting

 Cycling continues to flourish in the East Midlands to 
judge from recent events: The new cyclists’ Café Ven-
toux that opened at Tugby had to cope with 120 cy-
clists from at least 5 clubs who arrived for coffee one 
Sunday morning in July – Ventoux has become a Mec-
ca! Meanwhile the newly opened velodrome at Derby 

hosted the 1st round of this winter’s Revolution track series in August. The 
TV coverage of Chris Froome’s win in the Tour de France has again raised 
the profile of cycling. It was good to have the York Rally back on the cal-
endar again – an enjoyable weekend.

Good news from the CTC’s head office is that Roger Geffen, the cam-
paigns and policy director, was awarded a very well deserved MBE for his 
services to cycling in the Queen’s Birthday Honours. For those unaware, 
Her Majesty is the Patron of the Cyclists’ Touring Club! In the CTC’s an-
nual awards, our Jean Lakin was highly commended, just missing out on a 
Certificate of Merit. 

I was sorry to miss Ron Johnson’s Offroad Ride in June while I was 
abroad; where was everyone else?  The National Forest Rides organised by 
Keith Lakin and Tom Bailey were somewhat better supported, despite a 

New Members

Since the last Cycle Chat we have had 24 CTC members either join the 
club, or choose to become part of our Leicestershire & Rutland Group. We 
welcome them to the Group and hope they will join in our local activities.
These newcomers are located as follows, and full details are available from 
the Membership Officer to local groups of the club should they wish to 
invite them to join our activities.

Charnwood       5
Oakham & Melton     5
Loughborough       5
Hinckley            4
Leicester             3
South Leics.       2

photo Dave Binks
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dismal weather forecast ahead of the event. I thoroughly enjoyed the route 
after the early downpour, especially the sunshine and tailwind for the last 
20 miles!

I hope to see as many as possible at our 64th annual Carol Service on 6th 
December. It is being held at St. Wilfrid’s Church in Kibworth. It is 36 
years since we last visited Kibworth for the service, in 1979. I hope our 
South Leicestershire CTC bell ringers will be able to support us from the 
bell tower!
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Ray Clay’s “Secretary’s View”          

Very nice weather at the time of writing. Perfect for 
getting on the bike. Unfortunately, I haven't been 
getting the miles in as I would like due to other 
commitments. A new grandson born three weeks ago 
is taking priority in my thoughts. Thankfully, he is fit 
and well and will be carrying on the Clay dynasty.

I did participate in John Allen's Back to the Fuchsia event. I did the 25 mile 
route taking in the area around Market Bosworth. It was a good day out and 
tea at the finish at the Thornton Garden Centre was very welcome.  

On the 19th July, I supported Keith Lakin who was organising the National 
Forest Ride. It was an early start for me being at the Congerstone Village 
Hall at 8am. The ride was advertised as 70 miles  but there was a 25 mile 
option. My job was to check riders in and make sure entry forms were 
completed. Jean and Leila Lakin were busy as usual providing 
refreshments. From the feedback the route was well received and the 
weather kind.

I'm pleased to say that the Loughborough Wednesday group is still thriving. 
Usually, about six of us travel to a coffee stop to return home by lunchtime. 
As the website says, the pace is low and the tea consumption high. It is 
more of a social gathering rather than getting the miles in. Keith has 
recently joined us. He is now fully fit and relishing the chance of riding 
again.  

Sadly, I shall be missing the President's Ride due to another commitment. I 
enjoyed Peter Witting's ride last year with lunch at the Shearsby pub of the 
year. The countryside around Kibworth is beautiful with plenty of quiet 
lanes.

No slide show in November this year. The committee took the view that, 
due to lack of support, it has run its course. However, the photo 
competition will still take place at the same time as our AGM on Sunday 

15th November which will start at 10.30am. A reminder that the theme for 
the photo competition is “Wildlife”. 

photo Dave Binks
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Bursting Rims - Mark Jacobson writes

Reading about Martin Bulmer's bursting rim in the last edition of CYCLE 
CHAT reminded me of the occasions this has happened to me. 

On the first occasion I was 7 miles from home, on a Sunday. By using the 
quick release on the brakes and reducing the tyre pressure, I was able to 
cycle home without further problem. 

Next time, in 2007, I was en-route to the York Rally. On reaching 
Tuxford, the rim bulged. Again, freeing the brake and reducing the 
pressure allowed me to continue my journey next day. The Retford cycle 
shop was defunct, the one at Doncaster not 
open, Selby had no compatible 7 speed 
wheel and was too busy to build me a new 
one. After 65 laden miles (full camping 
load on board) I reached the Knavesmire 
safely and then found a new wheel to 
purchase. Oh, and I needed a new tyre!
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South Leicestershire Report
by Tony Davis 

Sunday 31st May

Shane Blower often calls at our house on the way to the meet at Broughton 
Astley but on this morning he arrived unexpectedly at the door as I thought 
he’d ride direct to coffee at Crick. He was obviously trying to get a few extra 
miles in. Shane had a coffee then headed off to Broughton. Jayne and I arrived 
a few minutes later but no-one else joined us. A few yards from the start 
Jayne’s saddle slipped out of alignment and without the right tools we had to 
go home to fix it. I rang Shane at Edwards in Crick to check the number of 
riders for lunch. Shane had been joined by Jill Stocks and Steven Lake at 
Crick. I called Sharon at the Green Man and said that there would be either 5 
or 7 for lunch, she catered for 6 and that’s how many there were. Jayne and I 
rode direct and were the first to arrive. We were joined by the group from 
Crick then Judith Lake joined us for an afternoon ride. As usual we had an 
excellent lunch then headed for home again. Jill peeled off at Blue Boar 
Straight and Stephen and Judith at Harborough Magna. The weather all 
morning had threatened rain but it came to nothing and in the afternoon it 
brightened up.

Riders for Sunday runs were thin on the ground in June for a variety of 
reasons. Neil and Judy were away touring in the south of France, I had two 
600k Audax rides, a visit to A&E and an outing with the Tandem Club and 
Peter Witting had a holiday in Portugal, a music festival and the revived York 
Rally.

Weekend 11/12 July

Jayne and I joined a group of friends including local riders Stephen and Judith 
Lake for a camping cycling and bellringing weekend based near Malmesbury. 
We had a weekend of beautiful weather, riding quiet Cotswold lanes and 
ringing at some lovely village churches. Our visit to Sherston coincided with 
their annual petanque festival. The main street was closed to traffic and was 
lined with boules courts and stalls selling all sorts of crafts and local produce. 
Being normal cyclists we spent our time at the tea and cake stall. 

Sunday 17th July

Charnwood CTC organised the National Forest rides which drew a few of our 
riders away to the North West of our county but there were still eight for 
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coffee at Catthorpe and six for lunch at the White Horse at Welton. It was the 
first time we had been joined by Roger Pullen on a Sunday. He is regular at 
our Tuesday coffee meetings at Gilmorton Post Office but is usually otherwise 
engaged on Sundays. Another first that Sunday was sitting in the garden at the 
White Horse. I hadn’t realised what a nice garden they had. The weather was 
so good that we even had an ice cream stop at Stanford Hall on the way home. 

Sunday 26th July

Today’s lunch stop is one of my favourites, Church End Brewery. Jill Stock’s 
sister Judy was visiting from New Zealand and I had offered to take her on the 
club run on the back of the tandem. Unfortunately despite a good turnout at 
Broughton Astley we never made it as far as the lunch stop because the 
drizzle/damp air turned to a proper deluge while we were at Greenacres 
Garden Centre. No one fancied sitting in the brewery tap soaking wet and 
getting chilled so we retraced through Kirby Mallory then on to Earl Shilton 
before all going our separate ways. Judy seemed to enjoy her first experience 
of tandem riding despite the weather. 

We need YOUR contribution
Cycle Chat is written and edited by volunteers, not paid correspondents. Your 75p per 
copy hardly even covers the cost of printing and posting, it certainly doesn’t leave 
enough to pay anyone.

Without sufficient input from our members and readers (you), Cycle Chat will just fade 
away. Don’t just leave it to others all the time.

We need items from YOU, yes YOU!. Anything with a loose connection to cycling is 
welcome. Your best/worst ride; your best/worst route/cycling holiday; your favourite or 
worst bit of kit; a recipe that would be particularly appealing to other cyclists; tips; 
things to avoid; photos with a cycling content (not just views); reminiscences of bygone 
days; letters of praise, or complaint; requests for info; etc, etc; or anything else that 
springs to mind.

Don’t worry about your spelling or grammar; that is easily corrected by the editor who 
will also do the layout and make it look really good on the printed page.

With most having access to a computer, writing a story is easy, you don’t have to do it 
all in one go. A good technique is to write down the bare bones, then go back and 
gradually fill in the details over the space of a week or two, thus letting your 
subconscious work away in the background.

Yes, we ARE interested in your contribution.

See your name in print!

Please send whatever you have to davebinks@ntlworld.com
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Paris-Roubaix – 2015
Dave Gair Tackles the Famous Pavé

From somewhere Roger Pullin and I formed the idea that we needed to get 
some cobbles (pavé) onto our cycling CVs. Searching websites for cobbles 
eventually threw up a map of the Paris Roubaix Étape and we decided to try 
to ride the route of the race.
The professionals cover the 150miles in one go. There were various 
problems in us trying this, firstly I was trying out a new hip, secondly, 
navigation in the final 70 miles is tricky, as the route seeks out the sections 
of cobbles and, finally, the first 70 miles or so of the race is on closed main 
roads.
The decision was made to do it in two-and-and-a-
half days; leaving the car at the start point and 
returning by a different route. We would use the 
cheapest hotels we could find and tour light; 
though Rog insisted on taking a teapot and kettle, 
which proved to be a godsend. In fact the relatively 
short 60 mile days proved helpful in the face of the 
considerable heat we encountered. It was between 
38 and 41°C for the trip.
Starting in Compiegne we devised a winding route 
for the first day, through rural areas, crossing the 
main road, and ending in St Quentin. This 
contained the only climb of any consequence of the 
whole trip, over the ridge of the Bois du Grand 
Carré, but very comfortable. Riding into the shadow of the trees was like 
entering the chiller section of a supermarket. This was the last time on the 
trip we would notice this as the heat gradually built. A pleasant day in rural 
France, though there was a surprising lack of boulangeries and cafes. 
The next day took us up to Valenciennes. Starting with a narrow escape 
from a large waste lorry; our fault not his, as this is a region with a fair 
amount of ‘priorité a droite’ (Editor’s Note - an archaic system whereby 
you have to give way to traffic entering from your right, even if it’s just a 
farm track) and we were still adjusting, we again weaved across the line of 
the main road to join the route of the race at Bohain –en –Vermandois.  
Here the cobbles began in earnest. We were navigating using a 1:100,000 
and a Garmin loaded up from Open Street with the route taken from the 

Roger and his wilted 

baguette
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miniscule map of the 2015 Étape. Overall this 
worked, but some of the more obscure 
sections of pavé needed to be located with the 
help of enthusiastic locals. We came to 
distinguish what we called ‘racing pavé’; well 
maintained, clean and regular, from rougher 
stuff, which generally indicated we were off 
route. 
The section into St Python brought a real 
highlight. I was ploughing up a section of 
pavé into a brisk head furnace (39°C), and 

thinking that packing a fleece was not my brightest idea, when we noticed 
there were cars pulled over with the words “Presse” and “Equipe” in the 
windows. This was three days before the start of the Tour and the teams 
were training on the pavé sections of Stage 4. At the top of the rise we were 
politely asked to wait as the AG2R team came off the pavé to change 
wheels. We chatted to the local deputy mayor, who was checking all was 
OK for their moment in history, were given bottles by the team, then moved 
on to the next section were we met Tinko-Saxoff. In the village the support 
team for IAM were buying up all the bottled water they could find and 
Roger discovered that his baguette had wilted in the heat. On to 
Valencienne, where Rog spots a split in my rear rim. We decide to risk it 
until we find a bike shop. The girl on reception gives us detailed directions 
to the nearest supermarket (3km). We ride out to find nothing and engage in 
the usual, ‘well maybe that wasn’t the third exit at that roundabout’ for 
several miles before a local informs us there are no supermarkets anywhere 
near here. Fortunately on our return to the hotel the receptionist has 
changed, and her replacement allows us to raid tomorrow’s breakfast milks 
free of charge.
Day three sees more serious pavé 
including the Arenburg trench and the 
section around Arbe. The former proves 
a bit rougher than the rest and I nurse 
my split rim along the side, and the Arbe 
is reached from the wrong end following 
a dust storm and a rain storm in quick 
succession.  Rog, who is very keen to 
have the full pavé experience of rain and 
mud, is momentarily excited, but it 

The AG2R Team changing 

wheels

The famous Pavé



Cycle Chat 11

comes to nothing as the stones are so hot the moisture evaporates in an 
instant.
Into Roubaix where we miss the Velodrome; it is behind a swathe of 
football fields on your right, very near the edge of town. This means we see 
the centre of Roubaix and a very helpful girl in the tourist office gets us to 
the right place. It is open. A moment of reverence, and then we circle the 
track with our panniers. The local cycling club have a building on the site 
and they made us very welcome. The rooms are lined with dozens of 
evocative photos which we browsed before having a couple of celebratory 
beers and buying a club shirt.
We rode out of Roubaix at rush-hour and experienced the courtesy of 
French motorists and good cycle paths though at one point we sped around 
a bend to find a signpost mid-track. Almost thought we were home. Very 
good hotel in Seclin.
The return two days saw us drift down through rural areas via Peronne 
(41°C). Here we met the only two non-French people of the whole five 
days. Our return to Compiegne finds the car safe and our hotel occupied by 
two semi-pro race teams.  The bike rack is worth well into six figures.
Over the next two days we drive up to Belgium and check stage 3 of the 
Tour on day one and ride in to watch it on day two. On the way in to the 
latter we come up behind some roadies, and feeling fit and unladen we 
stand on the pedals to hammer past. At that point it sounds as if some one 
has thrown a bag of spanners into my back wheel and we grind to an 
embarrassed halt. One spoke has pulled through the split rim and 3 others 
are on the way. We bind them to adjacent spokes with electrical tape and 
gingerly make our way to the Tour route. We enjoy the event though 
unfortunately our spot is not long after the spectacular crash on Stage 3, and 
the riders are under control of the referee’s car when they reach us. The 
wheel makes it back to the car. We count seven ruptures around the nipples. 
The wheel, by the way, was an American 
Victory Classic that had done just three winters. 
All the spokes were seized in their nipples and I 
would guess the aluminium was not up to 
scratch. I shall not be buying another.
If you want some gentle touring, the 
Oise/Picardy region is a delight. It is not geared 
up for tourists and that is part of its charm. The 
mix of route that we did, and locating the pavé, 
gave a fun trip. We are considering the Étape.

The famous Velodrome at 

Roubaix
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Charnwood Generals’ Report
Lyn Gale

GENERALS GO EAST 

During the last quarter the section has 
been out on its travels, we have had a 
section week away at the beginning of 
May, a couple of car assisted rides, one 
to Naseby in Northamptonshire using the 
Brampton Valley way and one to 
Monyash using the Monsal trail, along 
with the regular weekly runs.
Our May Bank Holiday week was spent 
in Rumburgh, amongst the gently rolling, 
quiet little lanes and villages of north 
Suffolk, with the Generals based in a 
huge converted barn, the Easy Riders in 
the “green” campsite just up the road and 
Margaret, Roland and Kay in a cottage 
on the edge of Lowestoft.
After arriving on Friday our first ride on 

the Saturday was led by Nick (who 
being a Suffolk boy knows the area 
well), with an 11’s stop at 
Peasenhall, a photo stop at 
Framlingham to pose in front of the 
castle, and lunch at Worlingworth. 

The pub at Worlingworth was full of 
In the Suffolk Lanes. Lyn Gale, Keith 

Tilley and led by Martin Bulmer

Brampton Valley way, left to 

right is Nick Tudor Jones, 

Theresa Jones, Pete Gale, Lyn 

Gale, Sadie Jones, Keith Tilley 

and Stuart Jones (we are actually 

in the garden of the pub at 

Thornby).
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character, with dark settles, eclectic 
furniture (including armchairs under 
the verandah), and, I am told, very 
good beer. The village also had its 
annual church flower festival on, so 
we went and admired the nursery 
rhyme themed displays. I came away 
with a veritable feast from tombola 
prizes – napkins, two candles, and a 
tin of Irish stew – I tried to give them 
back but they insisted I took them 
away! We then returned over some 
of the flatter lanes, into the wind, a 
weather element that was to 
dominate much of the week.
Sunday was Martin’s turn to lead. 
This time we went west, the wind had changed direction and we now started 
the ride by heading straight into it. The morning stop was at Wortham, 
Jeanette was primed to meet us there at 11, but ... Martin had a puncture in 
his back wheel (hampered by disc brakes and dog pooh), Pete had a puncture 
in his front wheel, and I was going exceedingly slowly into the head wind. 
So we had to ride the last few miles on the main road and didn’t arrive until 
just before noon. 11’s became brunch, but very nice and very welcome it was 
too. After blood sugar levels were restored we went on through Eye (a very 
pretty place) to the pub, The Kings Head, locally known as the Low House, 
at Laxfield. We sat out the front, out of the wind and in the sun, crows crowing 
loudly and enjoyed our lunch. The bar of the pub operates out of a small 
room, with most of the beers and ciders being in barrels and the pints pulled 
directly from them. Martin would have tried them all but we had to go, it was 
Bank Holiday Sunday, Rumburgh had its fete on, so we wanted to get back 
to catch the end of it. Nick and Keith returned to the barn, Martin, Pete and 
I went to catch the fete but it had nearly come to the end. Martin decided that, 
as a musician, it was only right and proper to catch up with the morris dancers 

The deadline for the next issue of 
Cycle Chat is 1st November 2015

That edition will cover December 2015, and January & February 2016

Dunwich Beach.

Pete Gale, Lyn Gale, 

Martin Bulmer and Nick Tudor Jones.
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(who happened to be going to the pub) but Pete was in his element because 
the cake tent was selling everything off at half price – so he had four! That 
evening we met the Easy Riders at the Rumburgh Buck Inn for a meal and 
swapping of stories.
Monday was supposed to be Keith’s ride, but it was raining, and was forecast 
to do so for much of the day. After much discussion we decided to have a 
day out in the car. Nick, Keith, Pete and I visited the museums at Rendlesham 
Airfield and the radar station at Bawdsey Manor. After tea and cake at the 
cafe near Bawdsey Ferry we returned to Rumburgh ready to go out to visit 
Nick’s step brother Robin who runs a hotel at nearby Harleston. We actually 
had to continue to a pub in the village of Rushall as during the making of the 
original arrangements Robin had forgotten it was his chef’s night off.
 Tuesday dawned bright but very windy. Today we had arranged that all of 
us, including Margaret, Roland and Kay, would have an afternoon trip on the 
broads starting from Oulton. After we had all got on board, the boat went out 

across Oulton Broad and onto the River 
Waveney to Burgh St Peter, with its unique 
church, and back. The trip was great, the sun 
shone, the herons showed us their nest, the 
commentary was whipped away by the wind 
– even Oulton Broad had waves on it – and 
the company was brilliant.  A cup of coffee 
and the mandatory cake before we all 
dispersed topped off the afternoon.
Wednesday’s forecast was mixed, and the 
wind was howling, but we decided enough 
of this car malarkey, it was time for the bikes 
to get another outing. So Keith took the lead. 
It was a somewhat shortened route to that 
originally planned due to the weather. The 
first stop, with wind assistance and the sun 
shining, was Beccles for a very nice 11’s 
stop. The clouds had started to come over 
so by the time we had followed the river to 
the crossing near Ellingham the rain drops 

started. We dashed along the B road to Flixton by which time the sun was 
out again. We left the bikes to have a look round the Aviation Museum and 
the rain started to play the kettle drums on the roof. The sun came out so we 

On Monsal Trail are

Lyn Gale, Keith Tilley and 

Nick Tudor Jones
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went to the pub (the Museum’s entrance 
being off the pub’s car park) and the rain 
bounced off the road. The sun came out so 
we climbed out of the river valley to the 
brewery at Ilketshall St Lawrence. Called 
into the shop and cafe and the rain turned 
to hail. The sun came out so we returned to 
Rumburgh – but very slowly with the wind 
now gale force and in our faces – nearly 
stopping Pete almost dead at one point, with 
Nick and I (who were hiding behind him) 
nearly taking his back wheel out. 
Keith then left us after tea that evening, due 
to needing to get back to pack for his further 
holiday to France the following week.
Thursday dawned, the wind had blown 
itself out, and the sun was shining. So with 
me taking the lead we used the lanes to 
Dunwich to visit the beach cafe for 
breakfast and a look at the sea. We then 
went to Walberswick to cross the river 
using the old railway bridge into 
Southwold. Our first point of call was to 
find Margaret, Roland and Kay on the pier. 
It was starting to get a bit breezy again, so after watching the water clock, a 
visit to the cafe was thought necessary. We then left the three of them and 
went back to the centre of Southwold to the Sole Bay Inn, opposite the home 
of Adnams, and met the Easy Riders for lunch. After having to stay in the 
pub because of the rain we eventually ventured out as the sun made its 
reappearance and came back through the lanes, passing by a very odd building 
near Westhall with a steelwork dragon attached to it, and back to the barn. I 
had thought, as we were leaving Southwold, that perhaps I should make the 
afternoon ride slightly longer, but was delighted with my decision not to as 
the heavens opened again just as we got back to the door.
An Italian restaurant in Halesworth played host to both the Easy Riders and 
the Generals that evening, a fine meal and a fitting end to a lovely stay in 
such a delightful county. Next year’s trip is already planned with a visit to 
Herefordshire in store.

Charnwood at Oulton Broad 

left to right is

Brenda and Dave Ottey, Pearl 

Thompson, Soo Underwood, 

Pete Gale, Margaret and 

Roland Smith, Martin & 

Jeanette Bulmer, Lyn Gale, 

Keith Tilley and Nick Tudor 



Cycle Chat 16

National Forest Ride

By Peter Witting

Would I wimp out and just ride the 40Km? The forecast had been 
hours of heavy rain, and I was recovering from a chest infection after 
a bug from a holiday flight. When the forecast improved to just one 
hour’s downpour, I decided to risk the full 110Kms.
The South Leicestershire riders, Neil and Ivan, had decided to wait ‘til 
9am to start; so Mick Gould, with a Coventry couple and some 
Charnwood riders, set off ahead of us. After a fast pace from 
Congerstone we were hit by the downpour climbing through 
Blackfordby. Thankfully we were able to de-cape at Ticknall and head 
for coffee at Repton. 
We found Mick Gould’s group already at the excellent Repton Tea 
Rooms, so we departed close together. We left the busy traffic on the 
A5132 to enjoy the delightful lanes crossing the River Dove. The 
westerly headwind had me hiding at the back ‘til we crossed the A515 
at Six Roads End. 
The Café at Newborough, used on this route for the last Tri-Vets Ride, 
was closed on Sunday so we headed for Fradley Junction through 
more delightful lanes. The canal-side café was perfect for our lunch 

with rapid service of baked beans on toast 
and tea. Unbeknown to us, Mick Gould’s 
group were now ahead, having had a quick 
sandwich stop at Kings Bromley at the war 
memorial.
From Whittington we had sunshine plus a 
tailwind, which pushed up our average 
speed to 14.5mph by the finish, overtaking 
the other group just before No Man’s 
Heath. 

A good day out thanks to Keith Lakin, Tom 
Bailey and the catering team – Jean & Leila 
Lakin. 
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The Angry L’Angliru

Alan Staniforth

Europe’s toughest climb! exclaimed the April edition of Cyclist magazine on 
its front cover; but was the folklore surrounding the iconic Alto de L’Angliru 
climb in the Asturian hills of northern Spain’s Picos de Europa national park 
really so tough?

I and ten others from our group of 18 cyclists riding together on the Marmot 
Tour- Picos Tour were about to discover. 
This was day four of a six day journey around this magnificent part of northern 
Spain. By Thursday we had already conquered 10 climbs ranging from 9-47km 
in length with steepest average gradient of 5.5% and the steepest section of 
14.5% (Largos del Covadonga).
We started our day leaving Hotel Presa in the new village of Riano. This 
modern village was built to accommodate villagers displaced by the intentional 
flooding of valleys to create a huge reservoir (Embalse de Riano). Our guides 
from Marmot described Riano as a modern wild-west town.

A brief stroll around this unusual place the evening before L’Angliru revealed 
spacious modern village squares. The first was partially occupied by the 
Wednesday evening ladies’ aerobic class conducted outside in the warm 
evening sunshine. Part of the original village church had been rescued from the 
flood and attached to a replica of the original church to provide a very 
convincing period stone building amidst this brick and concrete modern 
edifice. There was a nearby museum displaying a range of rustic implements 
and a strange framed structure that looked as though it could be used for 
immobilising your cow or bull by raising all four hooves off the ground 
simultaneously by heaving on straps placed under its belly! A further stroll 
revealed a very modern bus station to help keep the non-car owning villagers 
in touch with the rest of the region. The designers of this village had certainly 
included variety of architecture in their brief. A further large unoccupied 
square was revealed before returning to the abandoned main street with its 
closed shops and only a bar to reveal that people, other than ourselves were at 
this unusual place.

At the south side of the square were two typical regional structures. The first 
was a regular sight in Galicia, Asturias and Cantabria, the three autonomous 
regions that the Picos de Europa spanned. This was a grain store (horreos) with 
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thatched roof standing on 
four conical pedestals. Each 
pedestal was capped with a 
broad flat rectangular stone 
upon which sat one corner 
of the low thatched timber 
building. The timber 
structure stood about 1.5m 
off the ground with doors 
visible on at least two sides. 
In front of the doors but set 
about 0.5m from the timber 
building were two sets of 
stone steps leading to the 
doors. Any marauding rat in 
search of a free meal of 
grain would either have to stowaway in a sack or nip up the trouser leg of the 
farm labourer filling the store for the winter. (“Editor’s Note - as Alan implies, 

the design prevents rats getting into the barn. Occasionally one can still see 

what looks like a stone mushroom, used as a decoration, sited outside country 

cottages in the UK. These are the remnants of the “Staddle” barns that were 

the UK equivalent. There are a few staddle barns still around, but they are 

very rare now, our damp atmosphere not being kind to them.)

The mood around the table on the night before our toughest day was relaxed 
with the usual banter bouncing around as the beer then wine took its effect. 
The evening briefing by Pedro and Crystel, our Marmot Tour guides, revealed 
that the faint-hearted amongst us could enjoy a 60km lift in the vans from the 
point at which the route took us through Asturias’ industrial heartland and 
along a busy main road. The mood became even more relaxed as people 
realised that a 140km ride to the foot of L’Angliru could be reduced to 80km, 
followed by a 34km ride to the hotel after descending L’Angliru.

The day of the killer climb dawned bright and sunny. We all enjoyed a 
magnificent buffet breakfast in the hotel bar and set off in the small groups 
which had formed in the first few days of our tour.
We headed back along the edge of the reservoir crossing its narrowest points 
over modern bridges before turning onto the AS117 towards our first climb of 
the day, Puerto de Tarna (1490m), 13km long and a gradient no more severe 
than 7.7%. We followed the Rio Esla stopping once at the front van for early 

The strange building Horreros.

A “staddle barn” in UK speak
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refreshments and to answer a call of nature. Refreshed, we started noticeably 
climbing through Acebedo and La Una to the summit of Tarna. Photos of the 
Col sign were snapped before we plummeted down the other side of what the 
route notes described as a 60km descent and eventually glided through three 
tunnels as we entered the industrial area along the AS112. 

The road surfaces for almost all of our six day journey were absolutely perfect. 
The surfaces inside tunnels almost made you want to stop and run your hand 
over what was surely a silky smooth surface. The road surface condition and 
the absolute courtesy of Spanish drivers was often a topic for discussion. Why 
can a country teetering on the brink of economic austerity and renowned for its 
excitable Latin temperament create such wonderful conditions for cycling 
when our own fastest growing economy in the west and cherished sense of fair 
play result in the life-threatening road conditions that 
many cyclists in the UK experience every day. The 
answer to this question is…… crap government and a 
totally ineffective CTC – our born-again 
campaigning organisation for cyclists! [rant over].

On the edge of the industrial zone we halted at café 
La Pamarada in El Condado. We were the first of our 
group of 18 to arrive and found half a dozen local cyclists sitting at the tables 
outside drinking coffee and eating tapas. The obligatory ‘Hola’ greeting was 
exchanged. Dave (McDave) Stead, a co-veteran of several Marmot tours 
nipped into the café and after exercising his finest Spanish linguistic skills 
returned with two coffees and some very tasty pieces of tortilla on toast.
I spotted another of the unusual grain stores (horreos) across the road from the 
café and took a few photos of this strange structure.
The remaining riders turned up at the café. The local cyclists drained their cups 
and simultaneously bid us farewell and departed.
There was now much discussion about who was going to take a ride in the 
vans to get close to the foot of L’Angliru without experiencing more of the 
industrial heartland of Asturias. Dave and I had decided the evening before 
that riding the whole route was the only honourable thing to do on a cycling 
holiday. I was surprised when I heard that some of the strongest riders were 
taking the easy option.
Our group of four left the café and joined the main road west towards Oviedo. 
The road surface was excellent. The traffic was moderate and the region, 
which had been a coal mining area proved to be very interesting for those 
interested in industrial archaeology and social history. We seemed to speed 

“some of the 
strongest riders 
were taking the 
easy option.”
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along the wide margin at the side of the road. We caught sight of another rider 
ahead and the inevitable chase commenced. We chased him down then headed 
to Langreo where we turned south off the main road to Mieres for lunch. We 
had been warned to look out for the sharp right turn in the town. As we 
approached the turn someone spotted a café that would be ideal for lunch and 
provide time to digest the food before hitting the foot of L’Angliru.
Five baguettes and drinks were ordered. The proprietor of the café was soon 
seen making her way down the road to the bakers shop for the bread. Food 
eaten, we were off again to rendezvous with the vans which by now would be 
depositing those that opted for the lift at the roadside. Back onto the main road 
and another team time trial effort 
we found the vans waiting in the 
relative peace of a large lay-by. 
Most of their passengers had 
departed, easing stiff limbs back 
into action after 60km of 
immobility.
We filled our bottles with water 
then started the short climb to 
Peboliace then swooped down 
towards La Vega where the climb 
of L’Angliru started for our group.

A brown sign on the wall of a 
building proclaimed Alto de 
L’Angliru and directed riders off the main street downhill and quickly out into 
the countryside once again. The road immediately started to climb at 6-7-8% 
meandering through the lush verges stocked with beautiful spring flowers still 
very much at their best. Our speed on the climb was such that we could enjoy 
the scenery. To our left, the hillside rose at an alarming rate as we peered 
momentarily upwards to try to identify the route of the climb. 
After six kilometres of climbing the gradient eased and on a sharp left-hand 
bend we could see the Mirador del L’Angliru where a café was to be found. 
Several of those riders who had taken the van through the industrial zone were 
to be found here.

McDave and I didn’t stop; we knew what lay ahead and wanted to get to grips 
with the climb. After riding around the bend by the café we discovered that the 
road ramped up to 14% to Les Cabanes followed by a short section at 18%. 
We caught a couple of our group at this early stage and as we crawled by them 

Brown sign sending us to the climb
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wished them well and offered words of encouragement. The gradient eased to 
12% then 11% over the next couple of kilometres. McDave had slowly moved 
ahead of me but was still in sight. The road twisted and turned rarely offering a 
good view of what we had to struggle up next.

After another kilometre of 14% gradient I saw ‘the slab’ as it had been referred 
to in the tales of terror shared around the dinner table the night before. I was 
slowly grinding my way up the 14% stretch when I realised that after the next 
hairpin bend the road was rising more steeply than where I was. I reached the 
bend and as I made my 180 degree turn I couldn’t quite believe what I saw. I 
was at the foot of an almost straight ramp of tarmac about 800m long. On my 
right was a vertical rock face and on my left, across what seemed to be a very 
narrow strip of road, the edge of the precipice. The Armco barrier did not start 
on the left until about 50m up the ramp, probably because some unfortunate 
descending driver had removed it before plummeting over the edge.
I had been in my lowest gear  of 34 x 32 (27.9” in “old money”) since just 
after the Mirador. On the daily route sheet provided by Marmot this section 
has the name Cuena les Cabres which could, from my perspective translate 
into ‘the impossible stretch’. The route sheet showed that the average gradient 
of this kilometre was 18% but with a stretch of 24% and another at 22.5%.

I started the climb of ‘the slab’ out of the saddle and with my very tired legs 
just about kept the pedals turning. I could see a rider ahead. He came to a 
standstill and started pushing his bike up a section 
that looked steeper than that which I was hauling 
myself up. Walking looked incredibly difficult 
with the rider bent over the bars and appearing as 
though he was struggling to move forward.
I had to concentrate to stay in the middle of this thin strip between cliff face 
and precipice. I was going so slowly that I wandered from side to side and had 
to work hard to stay upright and safe.
My legs were so tired that I had to sit down but this almost brought disaster. 
As I sat down I momentarily lost all forward momentum, and my bike 
wandered over to left or right. I could not sit on the saddle for more than a few 
seconds, because that position didn’t provide enough power to keep moving 
forward for long. Out of the saddle again after a brief respite and I reached the 
point where I first saw the rider in front dismount. He had now disappeared 
around a bend at what I thought was the top of ‘the slab’.

To be continued in the next edition of Cycle Chat

“The impossible 
stretch”
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The Garmin ‘F-Type’
Alan Staniforth is not happy with his Garmin GPS 

In August 2012 I acquired a Garmin 800 GPS and spent the remainder of the year 
understanding how to get it to do all the things described in the minimal Quick 
Start Guide. By Christmas I’d just about managed to establish three screens with 
some useful information displayed for my type of cycling. I’d also discovered 
how to slow down my virtual training buddy to sub-CTC pace so that I always 
remained ahead of him. 
(Editor’s Note - for those who don’t know what Alan is talking about, it’s a bike 

specific global positioning system [GPS] that reads overhead satellites and from 

then can deduce your position on the ground and display it on a small handlebar 

mounted screen. From that it can then be linked to maps and all sorts of other 

data, such as speed and height. It is a “Sat Nav” similar to those used in motor 

vehicles, but much smaller and totally reliant on its inbuilt battery and has 

cycling specific information)

In 2013 my Garmin became ‘ill’. I frequently had to re-start it mid-ride because 
the screen froze. When this occurred on every ride I decided to contact Garmin 
Europe and ask for advice. ‘Hard Re-set’ came the reply. I did this, then spent 
days re-configuring my screens to something close to what I had before illness 
had set in. Unfortunately, the problem re-occurred and I went through the 
troublesome process of persuading Garmin that they needed to take a look at this 
device and fix it for good.
Several weeks later a package arrived containing my original unit despite being 

told that I would be provided with a reconditioned unit. It 
worked! No more mid-ride cursing by the roadside to 
unfreeze the screen (should that be de-frost?).

In 2013 and 2014 a few of us hardy Leicestershire Road 
Club riders ventured into the Yorkshire Dales to enjoy 
the area in mid-winter and springtime before tens of 
thousands of cyclists converged in an orgy of Tour-
mania. On one of the occasions Dave Binks arrived with 
a shiny Garmin “Edge Touring” perched on his 
handlebars. It often malfunctioned and misbehaved 
during the weekend during which he was frequently 
heard loudly cursing the Garmin. Hence the colloquial 
re-naming of the Garmin 800 to the Garmin ‘F-Type’. 
Eventually, he did the right thing and purchased a 

A Garmin GPS
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Garmin eTrex with which he seems much happier about, No longer the Garmin 
‘Griman’

Somewhere in the period 2013-15 Garmin had decided to redesign the Garmin 
Connect website, their online place to which avid users of Garmin devices could 
download their performance data and, if bold enough, share it with other Garmin-
freaks. The new version of Connect didn’t recognise my Garmin. I tried to re-
register the device but it still didn’t like me or my device and it still doesn’t

By January 2015 the battery in my Garmin 800 would only last for five hours or 
less, not long enough for me to do my Sunday 100 miler. I tried all the battery-
saving actions set out in the online manual but nothing persuaded the Garmin to 
survive beyond about five hours, even less in low temperatures.
I valued the backlit screen when riding in the dark during winter evenings so I 
delayed sending my Garmin back for a battery replacement until the lighter nights 
arrived, when I could use the 800’s little brother, a Garmin 200 purchased as a 
back-up for my failing 800.

I had resorted to the 200 as a back-up for the 800 on 
my Sunday day rides. As soon as I got that dreaded 
on-screen message ‘Low Battery’ I knew I could 
ride a further 10-15 miles when the screen went 
blank and the well- rehearsed swap took place just a 
few miles from home.
Eventually, once the lighter evenings arrived, I 
called Garmin Europe and got that inevitable voice 
message- “We are experiencing a very high volume 

of calls at the moment. Your call is important to us. 

Have you tried Garmin Connect for help with a wide range of problems?” I 
thought Garmin Europe  are good enough to acknowledge that users of their 
products will experience a wide range of problems.
After listening to an entertaining piece of classical music for about 10 minutes a 
human voice could be heard at last. I provided lots of information about me and 
my faulty product and clearly stated that I’d like the battery replaced.
The tone of the person I was speaking inferred that I couldn’t possibly know that 
the battery needed replacing and before they could accept a returned device I had 
to perform a hard re-set and re-try the device. 

Since I only did long rides on Sunday, another week passed before, on Monday 
morning,  I called Garmin Europe again (exceptionally busy, classical music) to 
report that the hard re-set had not improved battery life, so could I return the unit?



Cycle Chat 24

No! The problem must be that I hadn’t implemented all the battery-saving 
features. I must do this before they will give me the crucial RMA number without 
which Garmin cannot accept a device for repair.

One week later (exceptionally 
busy, more classical music) I 
reported that all battery-saving 
tips had been applied and the 
battery only lasted for five 
hours.
At last in early May 2015 
Garmin conceded that I could 
send my 800 back and receive 
a reconditioned unit as a 
replacement. They relieved me 
of £77 and gave strict 
instructions about what not to 
send, how to pack the device 
and how to find the most 
expensive postal service with 
which to transport the 800. I 

mailed it on Wednesday and it returned by Saturday. Fantastic service!

This was a replacement unit with its  own unique unit number. I fully charged the 
Garmin and on Sunday set off on my usual 100 miler. At about 75 miles the 
dreaded on-screen message appeared ‘Low Battery’. I couldn’t believe it, I hadn’t 
got my Garmin 200 with me since I didn’t think I’d need it anymore.

I made my Monday morning phone call to Garmin (exceptionally busy, more 
classical music). I eventually got to speak to someone about my replacement 
Garmin. I explained that I had fully charged the new device and only unplugged 
from the socket just before leaving on my ride.  “Hold on a minute sir! Didn’t 

you fully discharge the battery on receipt then fully re-charge?” Well err, no I 
didn’t because I didn’t know I had to do that.
“That sounds like the problem sir. Fully discharge the battery then re-charge 

fully and everything should be fine.”

The following Saturday I set about discharging the battery when I realised it was 
already ‘flat’ from the week before. I fully charged the battery on Saturday 
evening then topped it up on Sunday morning before setting off on my 100 miler. 
Drat! Late in the afternoon the dreaded message appeared. Fortunately I had my 
trusty 200 in my back pocket and swapped over the devices.

A regular visitor to Alan’s house
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“a familiar 
package arrived”

Yes, on Monday morning, (exceptionally busy, classical music) whilst inwardly 
strangling the urge to use some of the words learnt from Mr Binks when he 
created the Garmin ‘F-Type’ I remained calm and polite accepting that they had 
my money and I had another crap unit. Using all the logic I could muster and 
remaining calm, they eventually accepted that I could return the replacement unit. 
As a gesture of good will they said that I would receive the GT version of the 
800, a Garmin 810, wow! Would this make me faster or more attractive to 
women? I couldn’t Wait to find out!

Unfortunately, the timing of all this conflicted with my trip to the Picos de 
Europa with Marmot Tours so I had to grimace up 
the L’Angrilu with only my 200 perched on the bars 
and had no way of confirming that on its 800m long 
slab I really was riding up a 23% incline or that my 
heart was working so hard that I was experiencing 
‘valve-bounce’ a condition known to petrol-heads of 
the 1970-80s. It could not be said that ignorance of this imminent state of collapse 
was bliss because bliss has no place on what some call Europe’s toughest climb.

A week after returning from Spain a familiar package arrived and inside was a 
shiny Garmin 810 with its over-printed outer case, but otherwise identical on the 
outside to my 800.
Having the benefit of knowing to completely discharge the battery and then re-
charge before use, I went through the routine.
The following day I set off on my 100 miler and guess what? Yes, late in the 
afternoon came the dreaded on-screen message ‘Low Battery’. And guess what, 
my trust in Garmin was so great that I hadn’t taken my 200 with me. I thought for 
a moment about smashing the 810 against the tarmac and then every week 
thereafter finding a way to ride over the pieces until they all disappeared.
Rationality quickly returned and I rode home rehearsing the script for my next 
conversation with the poor unfortunate Garmin employee that I was going to “let-
have-it” the following day.
I think it was at this point that I mused over the idea that Garmin Europe was just 
a man in his shed who had secured a very low margin franchise from Garmin Inc 
in the states. This man had no technical ability but had a phone, book of scripts 
and a cardboard box of returned Garmins. After fobbing me off with the content 
of his script for several weeks he would eventually pick a 800 from the box and 
send it to me hoping that it was slightly better than the one I sent him. He then 
relied on wearing me down until I just gave up and used two Garmins to do the 
job of one.

To be continued in the next edition of Cycle Chat
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How things have changed.
Dave Binks continues his looks back at the old kit we used to use.

Energy Drinks
Again, no such thing, at least by that title and commercially available.
Most rode on water and solid food although some did add some soluble glucose 
tablets if they could get them. In the 1970s a concoction of orange juice and sugar 
and some other magical ingredients was available, but it made a sticky mess and 
gave many riders an upset stomach.

Smoking

Believe it or not, some riders smoked, 
although not often whilst actually 
riding. 
Unlike today, when smokers are in the 
minority, if you didn't smoke at that 
time you were the exception. It always 
struck me as ridiculous for a rider to 
train hard, working at improving his 
cardio-vascular system (although we 
didn't know it was called that) only for 
him to then set fire to a fag, put it in his mouth and suck in the obnoxious fumes, 
but it did go on. If you worked in a small office or workshop, you probably 
sucked in as much secondary smoke as the ones who were actually doing the 
smoking, and if you said anything, you were just laughed at before they blew the 
smoke in your direction even harder. This happened to me regularly.

Traffic

Major changes here that the younger riders just would not comprehend.
Even major Trunk Roads, like the A1 could be ridden on without being overly 
concerned, whereas today you would be mad to even think about it. "B" roads 
were quiet and the lanes were almost deserted. The next time you see an old black 
and white movie, look at the traffic if there is a street scene for an idea of how it 
used to be. No, the traffic wasn't held back for the film - that's how it used to be. 
Kids could play in the street only occasionally having to move for any cars.  The 
street I grew up in had 24 families living in it. There was one car and one 
motorbike and sidecar. Today there are about thirty cars. 
In a time trial, a "U" turn could be made in the road, on even major roads like the 
A1, A3, A4 etc with little fear of the rider having to wait for a gap in the traffic. 
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Race Prizes
If you were good enough to win a prize, unless you were a professional, it had to 
be "in kind" i.e. not cash. Only professional riders, with a professional licence, 
were allowed to win cash. This was easily got around by most riders, because 
many of the prizes were bike parts donated by the local bike shop. The prize was 
simply taken in to the donating shop who bought it off you in cash!

Travel to Events

Only the wealthy, of whom there were very few, had access to a motor car, so 
most simply cycled to the event and home again, often carrying their race wheels 
on their bike. If the event was too far away to make it practical to do it all in one 
day, "digs" (local cheap accommodation) was used the night before the event. 
With many events, particularly time trials, starting at early hours, like 6.00am, this 
was quite common. Most would ride over on Saturday afternoon, visit the local 
hostelry, down a few pints then retire to their (often dormitory style) 
accommodation. After the event, a second breakfast would be eaten often back at 
the digs, before collecting their kit and then sometimes meeting the clubrun and 
spending all day with them before riding home again
Gilbert Martin, of  Leicester, told me he remembers riding up to Bingham, near 
Nottingham, stopping overnight, getting up, riding a 12hrs race and clocking 220 
miles, riding back to his digs for his clothes and something to eat, then, with some 
of the other competitors, riding home to Leicester the same evening, arriving back 
in time for a pint in his local! Of course, it was back to work again next morning.

Just like my Dad used to say to me, "You lot don't know you're born!"

A motorbike and 
sidecar was more 
than many families 
could afford and 
very few cyclists 
had access to one.
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Technical Topics
by Peter Witting

Summer Sunglasses
Back in 2011 I recommended the Tifosi Tyrant non-
prescription glasses with their “Light Night” Fototec 
lenses. They were almost clear, yet darkened on exposure 
to sun. Rated “1-2”, they are perfect for the UK’s very 
mixed weather. But on holiday in Portugal I needed an optician to tighten a screw. 
He warned that I needed darker lenses for the conditions - I did have 10 days of 
sunshine at over 80F! So I researched the Tifosi website. My clear lenses 
darkened to cut out just over 70% of the light. But the Tifosi Smoke Polarised 
Fototec lenses, rated “2-3”, darkened from 67% light exclusion to around 88%, 
with the added benefit of being polarised. So I am now equipped for a 
Mediterranean summer – if only! (Editor’s comment - remember to remove them 
in tunnels!)

Thermarest Seat
If you use a Thermarest mattress when camping, then their matching seat may 
be of interest. I spotted it at the York Rally this June. The Trekker Lounge fits 
any 20 inch wide full length mattress, converting it into a temporary chair. Slip 
the mattress into the sleeve, then fold up the back and clip the straps together. 
Better than a conventional folding chair in a low tent, but at 500 grams, too heavy 
for cycle-camping. (Editor’s comment - I have used one and really rate it as being 
well worth the extra weight)

If the Cap Fits….
The problem is that most summer cycle caps are “one size only” and too tight. 
You need to be able to try them on. That’s where the York Rally is useful, with 
a number of retailers selling clothing. I found that Imp Sport make caps that fit 
better than Assos – and at 1/3rd the price at York!

Etixx
That’s the name of Mark Cavendish’s team. The sponsors make drugs – legal 
ones! No surprise to see a half page advert for their products on the Guardian’s 
sports pages. Worth checking their Magnesium Absorption+ if you ever suffer 
cramp when cycling. Many years ago my ultra-running brother-in-law advised 
that magnesium can help. The only problem was that I had to search on the shelf 
in Boots among cures for period pains! Now the Etixx pills are available from 
Wiggle and Chain Reaction Cycles.
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Leicestershire and Rutland CTC

CAROL SERVICECAROL SERVICECAROL SERVICECAROL SERVICE

SUNDAY 6TH DECEMBER 2015

St. Wilfrid’s Parish Church, Kibworth

Starting at 1.15pm

Refreshments available in the church hall 
from 12 noon and after the service

Event organisers: 
Peter Witting and South Leics CTC

Leicestershire and Rutland CTC

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

The Leicestershire and Rutland CTC AGM 

will be held on Sunday 15th November 
2015 at the Botcheston Village Hall starting 
at 10.30am. All members please attend.

For further information please contact the 
secretary, Ray Clay, tel 01509 261068 or 
email ray.j.clay@googlemail.com

Any Notice of Motion should be submitted 
to the Hon sec at least two weeks prior to 
the meeting.
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A Very Hot Day’s Ride

Tim Young

Brings us news of the Wednesday Wobbly Wheelers. 

The photo below is after having called in at Granny Smiths at Cosby on the 
way out, having met up on The Great Central Way. Our homeward route 
was via Gilmorton, Peatling Parva, Peatling Magna, Countesthorpe and 
South Wigston. 
This gave us a steady descent into Leicester. 
We managed approximately 25 miles on what had been to that date, the 
hottest day of the year. 
Much to our pleasure and relief in the heat, not to mention the amusement 
of some onlookers, we found a hosepipe outside the pub at Peatling Magna 
that we used to showered ourselves cooler.

L to R - George Lawrence, Collin Fields and Pete Coombs.
Hearing, speaking and seeing no request for them to buy another round!



Cycle Chat 31

Cafe News

Cafe Ventoux 
This is a brand new, very cyclist orientated, cafe and clothing outlet sited 
just off the A47 in Tugby, and has certainly broken the mould in terms of 
catering for cyclists.

The cafe itself is huge, being in effect a large industrial scale building, 
basically but stylishly, designed inside and out. The entry road has the 
names of famous racing cyclists written in large letters on the surface, 
ranging from the Swiss rider Hugo Koblet (Giro d’Italia winner 1950, and 
Tour de France winner in 1951) up to Bradley Wiggins, and that’s even 
before you reach the door!

There are tables and benches outside on the grass if the weather is kind, 
plus horizontal poles to hook your saddle on, thus holding them up, but 
without any danger of damage.

Inside is a large counter with some very pretty wenches waiting to take 
your order from a reasonably priced wide selection of food and snacks. 
Modern tables and chairs are spread around on two levels and a large 
screen TV was showing excerpts from continental cycle races. Large 
pictures of cycling related subjects are on the walls and in addition to the 
obligatory toilets is a shower! I seem to recall hearing that an Audax or 
Sportive ride used this as the HQ, so no doubt the shower got used then.

Because there is a stock of high quality cycling clothes on sale (if you 
have deep pockets) a changing room is also provided. 

The website is www.cafe-ventoux.cc for more info, but in a nutshell, it’s 
open 7 days a week, from 08.45 to at least 17.00 Mon-Thurs, and later on 
other days.
It can be found on Wood Lane, Tugby, which is the lane that goes north 
from Tugby to Launde off the A47 Leicester-
Peterborough Road from 
When I was in there, even though it was mid-day 
and mid-week, cyclists, local horse riders and other 
locals, plus two Police Officers were also having a 
snack, so it’s open to all.  
The phone number is 01162 598063.
As you may have guessed, I was impressed!

Dave Binks
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WANTED       Your photos

As I hope you have noticed, more photos are appearing in Cycle Chat 
but we constantly need more. The advent of digital photography has 
made taking, manipulating, distributing and reproducing the images easy 
these days, so there is no excuse for not giving your work a wider audience.
If you have some cycling related shots that would be suitable for 
publication and you would like to share, email them to 
davebinks@ntlworld.com
Images must be in .jpg format (every digital 
camera does that automatically) and I must have 
both the name of the photographer and his/her 
permission to use it. I am particularly keen to see 
work that has been shot in vertical format 
because then it can be used on the front cover!
To keep costs down, only shots printed on the 
outer covers are in colour, but I can convert any 
others to black & white.

“RIDE AND STRIDE” CHURCHES 

OPEN DAY

Saturday 12th September

Cycle around the many open churches 
and chapels in Leicestershire 

Be a sponsored cyclist to raise funds 
shared equally between your chosen 

church and the Leicestershire Historic 
Churches Trust. Around 400 plan to be open, usually between 
10am and 6pm.
For further details and sponsorship forms, contact Ray Clay tel 
01509 261068. Email: ray.j.clay@googlemail.com 
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This year’s Theme for the Annual 
Photographic Competition 

Wildlife
Remember to take your camera or use your 
smartphone to take some shots of WILDLIFE and get 
them entered into the Photo Competition.
Judging will take place at the Annual Photo Competition being held in 
conjunction with the AGM on Sunday 15 November. 
See the enclosed loose page for details of how to enter, but if you have 
mislaid it, contact Keith Lakin, 12 Thornborough Road, Coalville, Leics 
LE67 3TH,  tel: 01530 451573 who can help.
Last date for entries Monday 2nd November 2015.
Entries are only 10p each, so let’s see you put some shots in. 

Remember - You have to be in it to win it!
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Leics & Rutland CTC Events 2015
See elsewhere for details or contact organiser

Date Event Contact

TBC LCA Over 60's Reunion Eileen Johnson  01530 230476

Sun 15th Nov AGM & Photo competition Keith Lakin  01530 456719

Sun 6th Dec Cyclists’ Carol Service, Kibworth Peter Witting  0116 2792867

Sun 20th Dec Mince Pie Meeting, Belton TBC
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