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Editor’s Thoughts

I hope you have all enjoyed our summer, albeit 
the rather “on and off” affair it turned out to be, 
and got “lots of miles in” on the saddle.

As I write this it’s pouring down outside and 
decidedly unpleasant, and it’s still only 
November…  But cycling is an all year round 
pastime, and unless we get lots of snow, which 
with care can still be enjoyable, or ice, which is 
neither enjoyable nor safe unless you are on a 
trike, just put more clothes on and get out and 
enjoy the different look this beautiful County 
and island of ours has during the leafless 
months.

Remember to dress appropriate to the weather 
and road conditions and don’t forget the 
puncture kit!

The Carol Service (10 Dec) and Mince Pie Meet 
(17 Dec) should both be marked “definite” on 
your calendar this winter and are before the 
really bad weather kicks in, so should attract a 
very good turnout. We hope to see as many of 
you as possible at these very festive and friendly 
affairs.

My summer was spent visiting various parts of 
northern Spain and both north and south France 
and I have written a few words to describe my 
trips. See elsewhere.

There’s just one thing left to say and it’s:-

Dave Binks
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From The President
Neil Dixon

My main pleasure in being a member of 
CTC has always been the Sunday club run. 
If you attend one of these on a regular basis, 
I’d like to offer these simple rules in order to 
make these pleasurable for everyone. 

The fundamental principle is that these are 
Group rides; they are not training rides, 
chain-gangs or Strava KOM challenges. The 
Group members should endeavour to maintain the group for the benefit 
of all, by applying the following simple (maybe simplistic) rules.

your wheel. If not, slow down and find out why.

to stay on the wheel in front.  If you can’t, then communicate 
that fact forward, before it’s too late.

one on your wheel. If you can’t, then communicate that fact 
forward, before it’s too late.

Needless to say, there are many other possible rules I could add, but 
these are the very basics. In certain circumstances, breaking these rules 
is allowable. For instance it can be a lot harder to maintain the group 
on hills. Also, the needs of bike maintenance, clothing adjustment or  a 
comfort stop may mean that a rider has to pull out of the group, but 
they should endeavour to communicate this forward as well.

The above rules are things that should be done.  There are also things 
that should not be done.

discontent in the group.

wind, when they could be doing their share of the hard work. 

Photo by Ray Clay
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warning.

I’m sure we all know riders guilty of these sins!

OK, rant over.  This will be my last column as 
President.  I wish my successor all the best, and 
all of you a 

      Healthy and Prosperous New Year.
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The Secretary’s View
Ray Clay

I've just had my batteries recharged with a week down 
in Devon to visit the grandchildren. No cycling this 
time but I do intend sometime to explore the cycleway 
between Dawlish and Exeter. I'm told it's an easy fairly flat traffic free 
route with fine views across the sea. Must remember to take my bike 
next time. I should be able to manage it even with my dodgy knees. 

Sadly, we lost Norman Castle recently who died suddenly whilst out 
on a ride with Gill Lord. The funeral at Gilroes cemetery was very well 
supported – a testament to how popular he was. His friend Morgan 
Reynolds gave a very heartwarming tribute to Norman. I didn't know 
Norman terribly well but he did live life to the full and supported many 
of our events.

Again, I wasn't able to attend Neil's President's ride. However, I 
understand the event went pretty well. Incidentally, we shall be 
looking for another president at the AGM.

I enjoyed the Over 60's reunion at the Bradgate Arms, Cropston. It was 
good to have a nattter over a pint with friends of a certain age. The 
meal was very tasty and good value. Hat's off to Eileen for the 
organising. It looked quite complicating to work out the money with 
two meals for one. 

We still have some events to look forward to before Christmas. Full 
details can be found on the Leicestershire and Rutland CTC website, 
thanks to John Catt, our webmaster.

The annual Photographic Competition will be held on Saturday 18th 
November, the same day as our AGM which is starting at 12 noon. 
Please see separate notice.

photo Dave Binks
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The Annual Cyclists' Carol Service will this year be held at the Holy 

Trinity Church, Norton Juxta Twycross on Sunday 10th December 
starting at 1.15pm with refreshments available in the adjacent village 
hall before and after the service.

The Annual Mince Pie Run at Belton Village Hall will take place on 

Sunday 17th December starting around 10.30am. If the weather is fine, 
we are expecting a good turnout of perhaps 3-400 cyclists. (This is 
now an East Midlands Region CTC event).

As usual, I am indebted to the support I have in my role as secretary, 
notably to Jean Deacon for her minute taking. Other members of the 
committee have been supporting me but I have to say that we are 
getting rather desperate to get younger members involved. 

The deadline for the Spring issue of 
Cycle Chat is 1st February 2018

That edition will cover March, April & May 2018

NEW MEMBERS

Peter Witting reports:-

Since the last Cycle Chat we have had 17 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.

South Leicestershire  8
Loughborough    3
Charnwood    3
Hinckley            2
Leicester     1
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Technical Topics 
by Peter Witting

Touring legacy
In January this year we sadly lost Richard 
Burt. He ran an engineering business in 
Leicester, and was a lifelong cyclist. That 
combination allowed him to appraise new 
developments on their merits. When Shimano 
introduced their low-geared “Mega-range”, 
the folk at my local bike shop greeted the 
concept with pursed lips and a sharp intake of breath. But Richard saw the 
benefits for us tourists, and put it to good use. Without Richard, I’d probably 
still be struggling to push a racing gear up hill! In his later years he was able 
to provide specialist transport for his wife, Christine, when she became 
wheelchair bound. Chapeau Richard Burt!

Leg Sleeves
No, I’d never heard the term either. They’re made by Castelli for sun 
protection in hot countries. No wonder we’ve not heard of them! But if you 
want a summer-weight leg warmer just to keep off a chill wind, I can 
recommend them. Best to stick with black rather than white in the UK!

Short bib-shorts
Most lycra shorts seem made to fit 6’+ blokes with long legs. Bad news for 
me and others who end up with shorts touching the knees. I have found 2 
brands offering a shorter leg option: Assos offer a “regular” leg option with 
their F1 Mille bibshorts, while Endura’s Pro SL II offers a 4cm longer option 
to their regular length. Assos are an eye-watering £147 from their Online 
Factory Outlet, while the Endura are around £25 less expensive! The Assos 
are excellent, providing you can wait for a sale price! I can also recommend 
the Enduras but, as others have advised, you might need a smaller size than 
usual for the best fit. They offer 3 seat pad widths; so finding your size, leg 
length, pad width and colour at a sale price is near impossible! Which is 
better? I find the Assos pads more comfortable.

Dave Binks' comment - Decathlon's shorts are a bit shorter than the usual 
long legged racing variety and MUCH cheaper, at c£35. All my shorts are 
now bought from them.
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Norman Castle

Sadly we have lost one of Nuneaton and 
South Leicester’s stalwarts in unusual 
circumstances.

Norman, who lived in Earl Shilton, but 
was born in Exton, Rutland, came to 
cycling late in life, about 11 years ago, 
having spent quite a few years riding 
motorbikes all over Europe. His first contacts with cycling and the 
CTC came when he met Morgan Reynolds and he rode with 
Nuneaton section from then on. In his earlier years he was a very 
keen walker, completing many major long distance walks, 
including the arduous Cleveland Flyer and 3 Peaks events.

His trade as a carpet fitter had seriously affected his knees and 
arm, but he found that he could still cycle.

The funeral was held in front of a packed congregation in 
September, and our own ex-President, Morgan Reynolds read a 
wonderful tribute.

Norman was spending time with his constant companion Gill Lord 
in his caravan in Suffolk after the Summer Bank Holiday weekend 
when, whilst out cycling, he somehow ended up crashing into a 
ditch and died very soon after as a result of his injuries. He was 77 
years old, widowed and is survived by his two daughters

An inquest is to be held to try to determine why he crashed, 
because there were no witnesses and the cause is far from clear.

The photo is by Gill Lord and shows Norman on the beach in 
Majorca on a cycling holiday.

Dave Binks
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Charnwood Generals
Martin Bulmer brings us the latest.

Lyn’s last report detailed our successful May Holiday near Beverley, 
Yorkshire. Our thanks go to Lyn for organising these Spring Tours, which 
are increasing in popularity. This year we had four riders, next year there 
will be at least seven. We’ll have to plan half a ride each!
On our return, we resumed the rides as detailed in this magazine. Some 
were old favourites, such as visits to Ridge Lane, Whittington and Stoke 
Golding. Others were to new stops, or places we haven’t visited for some 
years. One that stands out to me, largely because I was leading, was on a 
very hot June day (yes, there was one). We had our elevenses at the café at 
Red Hill Marina, Ratcliffe, which we haven’t visited for a long time. Let’s 
hope that it gets onto our regular list, as it is a great little café in a beautiful 
setting, as long as you keep your back to the power station! We then rode 
North East on the new cycle route alongside the A453, which uses 
redundant parts of the old A road. Crossing beneath the main road at 
Barton in Fabis, we skirted Clifton to arrive at the new-to-us, and very 

GCR Transport Museum, Ruddington, Notts.     Photo Martin Bulmer
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welcoming, Victoria Tavern, Ruddington for lunch. Duly refreshed we rode 
on, making an unplanned visit to the Great Central Railway Transport 
Museum at Ruddington. Continuing by way of Bunny and heading towards 
East Leake we had just crossed the railway again when Keith Tilley spotted 
a sign for drinks and ice-cream. We swiftly turned our bikes around to 
follow the sign and found ourselves at Rushcliffe Halt where a friendly and 
informative GCR volunteer served us with fizzy pop and ices. It was one of 
those occasions when I hadn’t realised how much I needed it until I was 
actually partaking. That was a hot day. As we sat there, a train drew in. 
Keith went down to inspect the engine. Some fifteen minutes later it 
evidently passed the Tilley Test and resumed its journey to Ruddington. 
We headed off in the opposite direction through East Leake and home.
July’s runs were mainly distinguished by their lack of similarity to the 
published rides, what with holidays and illness and weather. Jim and I 
attended the Leicestershire/Nottinghamshire joint Anniversary Tea at 
Mountsorrel, while other members attended the car-assisted ride to Rutland 
that had been planned before we were aware of the Tea. A similar clash 
occurred when the President's ride changed date in September. There will 
be another change in December to tie our ride up with the Carol Service. If 
you are reading this after December 10th, and turned up at Lount to start, I 
apologise; we changed it. Just look at the runs list in THIS issue of Cycle 
Chat. The problem is that we are having to plan our runs up to five and a 
half months in advance, often without knowledge of County event dates. 

Stanier Class 8F Engine No 8274, on the Great Central Railway.
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Fortunately we have 
our Facebook page, 
texts and emails to 
keep most of us up to 
date.
In August we visited 
The Gate at 
Awsworth, returning 
via the old entrance 
and derelict car parks 
of The American 
Adventure theme 
park, then by a farm 
trail to Mapperley and back through Borrowash.
On another occasion (which, sadly, I missed) the group breakfasted at The 
Salt Box Cafe, Hilton, now open on Sundays.
In October I missed another new venue, The Crown Inn at Elford. 
Originally the Court House and Gaol it is now, I'm told, a place where I 
might not mind being locked in. I look forward to seeing it on our list in 
future. Elford is a very attractive village, slightly cut-off from the main 

through route, with the 
aforementioned inn, St Peter's 
church and a walled garden once 
belonging to Elford Hall which was 
demolished in 1964. The garden is 
being restored by local volunteers 
who took it on in 2009. I last visited 
about five years ago, so it is about 
time that I gave it another look. I 
see that it is on our list for March, 
so the spring bulbs should be on 
display. At the time of writing, 
sitting here in late October but still 
in my shorts, March seems a very 
long way away, with all the winter 
weather ahead of me. 
What's it like where you are?

The now demolished Elford Hall  

Elford Hall Gardens
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From Manche to Med and back again 
on a tandem

Rosy Gray tells it how it was.
Photos by Colin/Rosy Gray and Dave Binks 

This was almost a repeat of our first ever tandem tour in 1999, although on that 
occasion we were towing a trailer full of camping equipment. This time hubby 
Colin pre-booked somewhere to stay every night before we left UK and bearing in 
mind the weather experienced this proved to be a wise choice. We are also 
perhaps getting a little too old to be dragging a heavy trailer through the Massif 
Central. Even so we had a fair amount of luggage. We set off in September and as 
our return to UK was not until October we took full winter kit and several base 
layers, all used much earlier than anticipated. We also carried some food and 
utensils as approximately half of the accommodation offered self catering as an 
option.

On these trips we each have our own roles. Colin plans the route, books the 
accommodation, services the bike, navigates and steers it, hopefully avoiding all 
the potholes and tree roots doing their best to get through the tarmac. My job is to 
sit on the back advising the ‘Captain’ on the flora, fauna and scenery, whilst 

pedaling gently. Occasionally when gradients 
get steep I am called on to pedal really hard and 
that happened far too frequently on this tour.  

By and large our route was much the same as in 
1999 but involved the use of a few more minor 
roads and a slightly different route south of 
Cahors in order to find suitable lodgings each 
night. With all accommodation booked it was 
necessary not to over commit ourselves in the 
mountains in case the weather was bad. Colin 
spent quite a lot of the planning stage checking 
the daily profiles as the amount and steepness of 

the climbs is as important as the distance when each day’s difficulty was assessed. 

DAY 0: Warsash to Portsmouth - 23 km 90 m climb
This was necessary to get us to the ferry terminal in Portsmouth. Our car was left 
on a friend’s drive in Warsash (Between Southampton and Portsmouth). A quick 
easy ride along the coast to the Gosport passenger ferry and a few km to the 
Brittany Ferries quay in Portsmouth was anticipated. The reality was far from this. 

The routes
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The National Cycle Network route 
joined soon after setting off was a 
combination of rough gravely tracks 
and shared use pavements, although 
there were few pedestrians in 
evidence. All the way to the Gosport 
ferry we battled into heavy rain and 
half a gale coming straight at us 
from the sea. 23 km took over two 
hours and lights were needed 
through Portsmouth. We were certainly well in need of a couple of beers and a 
decent meal in the friendly Ship and Castle before boarding the overnight ferry to 
Caen. 

DAY 1: Ouistreham to Bagnoles de l’Orne – 99 km 1020 m climb
The day did not start well! We were first off the ferry but it was still dark at 06.45 
local time. After finding a boulangerie, (Who wants breakfast at 05.45?) there was 
a cycle track alongside the canal towards Caen. Pretty straight forward but both of 

Colin’s Garmins refused to show the 
route. Perhaps it was because he was 
swearing at them? The Café Gondrée, 
the first house to be liberated on D Day, 
was closed, so after crossing Pegasus 
Bridge and looking at the site where the 
first Allied Gliders landed, we had a pain 
au raisin and got the computer out as 
Colin intended to reload the day’s GPX 
tracks. Guess what, another SAGA 
moment before leaving home, as he had 

transferred last year’s tracks to his brand new netbook. It must be all those boring 
Audax miles that have affected his brain.

Fortunately we had paper maps. (Colin never goes without them!) To his surprise 
shortly afterwards the magic purple line appeared on both devices. Actually to 
give him credit my dear husband is a good map reader and can well manage 
without his beloved GPX machines. However some of the roads we intended to 
follow were not shown even on the quite detailed paper maps and when it rains 
reading them in his glasses is impossible.

From then on things were more straightforward as our route skirted round Caen, 
occasionally on quite busy roads. Fortunately French drivers are far more 
considerate than English ones and no one passed close. 

Gosport Ferry

Cafe Gondree
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After walking through extensive road works in Bretteville sur Laize there was a 
long gradual climb before a steep descent onto the River Orne just before the 
attractive small town of Pont d’Ouilly. From here the Swiss Normandy provided a 
scenic but hilly route to our hotel in the impressive Spa town of Bagnoles de 
l’Orne. Typically we had to wait for the hotelier to return from town and check us 
in, despite advising him of our arrival time in advance. This is a feature, we 
frequently found, of the way French hotels seem to operate. The somewhat tired 
hotel did a good impression of ‘Faulty Towers’ but at least it was cheap and 
dinner was good value, even if breakfast was not. 

DAY 2: Bagnoles de l’Orne to Chevillé – 80 km 960 m climb
Day two’s ride was again pretty ‘lumpy’ and we were soon following part of the 
Paris Brest Paris parcours. It was also raining heavily. In Charchigné we dripped 
over the same café floor that we had dripped over in 2007 whilst talking to PBP 
riders. Colin didn’t even know what an Audax was in those days.

Much of the route was over familiar terrain since our travels have taken us this 
way on many previous occasions. By the time Hambers arrived it was still doing 
the proverbial ‘cats and dogs’ as we dived into another bar for lunch. The 
baguettes arrived quickly but they were clearly not used to making tea as it took 
nearly 20 minutes to produce a pot of hot water using the coffee machine. 

After lunch the cloud was so low we could hardly see the tops of a group of wind 
turbines on a nearby hill. Once again we arrived at our hotel at the advised time 
and had to wait 45 minutes for them to open. At least the evening meal was 
excellent with three courses for €14.

DAY 3: Chevillé to Gennes – 83 km 480 m climb
Finally I enjoyed a relatively easy day. Right from the start the landscape became 
gently rolling and we were 
soon riding along beside the 
pretty banks of the Sarthe. 
After a good look round the 
centre of Parcé I decided it 
was time for an early coffee 
stop. At the first café I got 
fed up with waiting for the 
waitress to finish her fag 
before bothering to serve us 
so the PMU café across the 
road had our custom. Crossing the Loire
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Until nearly reaching the Loire late afternoon we struggled to find a café or bar 
open as all the small towns we passed through seemed dead to the world and even 
plans to picnic beside the Loire were scuppered because there were no seats or 
tables anywhere. 

Finally we crossed a long girder bridge across the Loire into Gennes for the 
hardest part of the day. There was a steady climb to the supermarket, but worse 
was to come. Back down towards the river and a left turn revealed a nasty sting in 
the tail for the last 500 m to the hotel. It felt as if it was vertical, but Colin assured 
me that it was a mere 14% at the top. The bonus was an excellent view from what 
we thought was a somewhat overpriced hotel. It was the most expensive of the 
whole trip for a very modest and 
poorly lit room. 

DAY 4: Gennes to Parthenay – 
90 km 780 m climb
The plan was to start with some 
longer days to allow for shorter 
distance in the Massif Central so 
with 90 fairly hilly kilometres an 
early start was called for. At the 
top of the first climb from the Loire there was a well preserved dolmen, possibly 
dating back to 5000 BC.

From here with the absence of the nagging headwind experienced on the previous 
three days, progress was good to Doué la Fontaine, where after coffee we passed 
what had been a set of quarries converted in the 15th Century to an Amphitheatre. 
Unfortunately the gates were locked so the view was somewhat limited.

Le Puy Notre Dame looked impressive from a distance but turned out to be a 
rather drab tired town. Needless to say it was on a hill, but with only a modest 
gradient to my relief.

We had lunch in Thouars and walked round the town afterwards. The enormous 
ramparts were particularly impressive. The afternoon was much harder than the 
morning as the route crossed the Thouet several times between Thouars and our 
final destination at Parthenay. There was a fine view of the castle and moat on the 
climb uphill towards the hotel, but I was too tired to walk back in the evening to 
have a closer look.

Dolmen
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Whilst the hotel provided a good breakfast they did not do evening meals. The 
well endowed receptionist, who Colin was about to fall in love with, until he 
found that she could not read a map of her own town, informed us that there were 
loads of restaurants nearby. Since we were starving we went in search of 
somewhere to eat about 1830. One had a great value menu, but would not take 
orders until 1930, three were closed for holidays, and two more were outrageously 
expensive so we finished up in our room with a take away pizza. At least it was 
very good and so large (nearly American sizing) it provided the next day’s lunch 
as well.
     
DAY 5: Parthenay to Chef Boutonne – 71 km 660 m climb
We started the day sharing the breakfast room with our tandem plus five other 
bikes belonging to a group heading north. This was the first of three shorter days 

but was not as easy as 
anticipated due to a strong 
headwind. Fortunately the 
first 20 km were well 
sheltered and virtually 
traffic free along a series of 
lanes with decent hedges 
and through attractive areas 
of forest.

First stop of the day was in 
St Maixent l’École, a town 
with a rich military 
tradition. After coffee it 

started to rain so we finished off the previous nights pizza before walking round 
the old part of the town. In Melle Colin was amazed when I insisted we detoured 
500 m up a steep hill; essential to find a bar.

From Melle to our Chambre d’Hote in Chef Boutonne you know who had gone 
for the direct route mostly on minor roads and I discovered that in this situation 
the profiles he had obtained from some obscure website were a fiction. There was 
no way they showed a series of nasty steep climbs that we just managed to ride up 
in our new lowest gear, fitted just before we left home. Clearly ‘The Navigator’ 
was not in my good books but he partly redeemed himself by booking a wonderful 
self catering apartment complete with a washing machine. Our host was Irish, 
wonderfully hospitable but couldn’t change the 84 digit Wi-Fi code to something 
easier. Colin is dyslexic and it took him nearly an hour to ‘log on’.

St Maixent l’Ecole
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DAY 6: Chef Boutonne to Châteauneuf sur Charente – 67 km 460 m climb
Today we crossed from the Boutonne to the Charente the two major rivers of this 
area that flow into the Atlantic at Rochefort. For a change Colin used his common 
sense and out of Chef Boutonne followed what we would consider to be B roads 
rather than farm tracks. Entirely to my satisfaction they were virtually traffic free.

In Agrie there was a British Market in progress but none of the products seemed 
particularly British although the local bar was full of ‘Ex pats’. As we climbed a 
series of hills heading south, the morning sunshine gave way to bouts of heavy 
rain. In Rouillac, a dreary town, where nearly everything was closed but up at 
least we found a café open with shelter for lunch.

In Cháteauneuf our quaint Chambre d’Hote was right beside the Charente. We 
were not allowed to wash our kit in our room’s wash basin but our host kindly 
used her washing machine. According to Colin that means I had another day off.

The only restaurant nearby was run by a British couple, who are very soon likely 
to be millionaires. A pint of John Smiths was €10 and our meal was about three 
times as expensive as what we would normally pay in our pub at home.

DAY 7: Cháteauneuf 
sur Charente to 
Ribérac – 60 km 790 
m climb
Once again I put my 
foot down and 
insisted that we 
followed ‘B’ roads 
where possible 
although Colin got it 
badly wrong leaving 
town where the road 
was very rough and 
steep. I was pleased 
we only had 60 km to 
ride as the terrain was none too easy. For a change the weather was pleasant.

Blanzac Porcheresse was another tired sad town with many houses up for sale but 
at least there was a bar open and the small Sunday market was busy. Over a beer 
In Montmoreau St Cybard we chatted to two other British cycle tourists eating a 
good value three course lunch, and wondered how they managed to ride up the 
tough hills in this area with so much food onboard.

Riberac
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In Ribérac our 
accommodation looked 
distinctly uninviting from 
outside. It was owned by an 
English lady and the 
apartment had only recently 
been completed. There were 
four rooms all beautifully 
furnished and decorated, a 
bargain for less than £50. 

DAY 8: Ribérac to Beaumont du Périgord – 81 km 750 m climb
Most of the day the route followed what might have been busy roads. There was a 
long climb from Ribérac and then a steady descent to Mussidan for coffee. There 
was little traffic and we flew.

Leaving town the heavens opened and the road was soon flooded in places. Colin 
was also having difficulty as the rain was stinging his eyes. We had anticipated 
only moderate traffic levels but this section of road had clearly been upgraded and 
was busy, mainly with lorries. Thankfully they all gave us a wide berth.

After walking through the centre of Bergerac and crossing the old bridge there 
was a nice flat section alongside the 
Dordogne for 20 km before picking up the 
main road heading south towards our 
destination in Beaumont. Passing the 
Château de Bannes we were pleasantly 
surprised that there was little traffic.

Beaumont is a “Bastide”, established in 
1272 by Edward I of England, typified by 
thick external walls on all four sides and 
with arcades on the inside. Our apartment 
would originally have been part of the town 
walls and whilst it was a little spartan it had 
plenty of space and several electric radiators, 
which were soon put to good use drying out 
all our wet kit. 

Bergerac & the Dordogne

To be continued
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SEE YOUR PHOTOS IN PRINT !

Your pictures needed for Cycle Chat.

Any reasonable shots illustrating an article are accepted.

However, if you want to increase your chances of a cover shot, bear in mind 
that a group of people actually riding is much more interesting than a row of 
static people.

In order to go on the front or rear cover, they also need to be in vertical 
(portrait) format, so that it is the correct way round, or at least able to be 
cropped so that the interest is within a vertical A5 or 4 border. I can do the 
cropping, don’t worry about that.

I show some examples of good and bad shots that could be used on the covers. 

In order to save anyone’s embarrassment, all the shots below are by the Editor.

Not suitable as a cover shot; horizontal, not actually cycling.

Possible cover shots; vertical, people actually cycling.
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I Bet That Hurt!

Long time member Pete Etheridge, from Kettering, has been scribbling his 
memoirs of a lifetime cycling. People of a squeamish nature should beware!

In September 1939, a few days before war 
was declared, my brother and I were evacu-
ated to Kings Langley, but we only stayed 
till late December because the lady we were 
staying with was expecting a baby. By this 
time my parents had moved to Greenford 
next door but one from my aunt. I passed the 
“Eleven Plus” and went to Ealing County 
Grammar School for Boys. I started off in 
the top class but over the next two years 
moved down two grades due to my disrup-
tive behaviour. By this time I had been evacuated again with the school to Ayles-
bury, The woman I was with didn't want an evacuee and was unpleasant to me, so 
after about 6 months I went home. Greenford was not very safe but it didn't worry 
me. I used to see Dornier bombers flying over and one lunch time Greenford had 
340 bombs dropped on it while I was hiding under the table. In July 1944 I had 
just turned 15, so my friend Ivor and I decided to cycle to Froglands farm, near 

Cheddar where I had camped with my parents before 
the war. Ivor was a year older than me. I remember 
him being up a tree on Horsenden Hill cutting a branch 
off a tree we were up when he cut the top off 
his thumb. We climbed down and looked for the top of 
his thumb in all the dead stuff under the tree and amaz-
ingly I found it. Ivor wiped it with his grubby hankie, 
tied the top back on with his hankie, and we went 
home. The top grew back on, and the only sign of the 
accident was that he had a thin white line round the top 
of his thumb.

The first night we set up camp on the grass verge near Marlborough. We had just 
got into bed when a policeman stuck his head in the tent and told us to move into 
the garden next to the road because American army tanks drove along the verge at 
night. I was very thirsty as we had only had one cup of tea all day but I managed 
to lick enough dew of the top of the hedge to satisfy me. We carried on the next 
morning and climbed Silbury Hill, the manmade Neanderthal hill Just past Beck-
hampton. I surprised a soldier making love to a woman at the top. Riding across 
Salisbury plain was eerie, it was so quiet, not any traffic, only a small plane in the 
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sky. We managed to get a bag of chips and a cup of tea at Frome and 
arrived at Froglands. This was amazing as there were no signposts and all we had 
was an old 16 miles to the inch map. We got some eggs and milk from the farm.

 The next morning we climbed to the top of Cheddar gorge and while we were 
looking over the edge a pair of cyclists came down, one some distance in front. He 
came off on the loose gravel on a bend, and lay unconscious beside the road. His 
mate tried unsuccessfully to revive him, he got back on his bike and went tearing 
off down the road. we watched for some time but he didn't move and nobody 
came up so we went back to the camp. The next morning, still affected by the ac-
cident we decided to go home. I sometimes wonder what happened to that cyclist.

Ivor wanted to take two days to get home but I de-
cided to go on my own as he had the tent (I had the 
cooking equipment including a half pint Primus 
stove). I started off but took a wrong turning and 
ended up in Wells which added another 15 miles to 
the ride. Back on the right route I passed Ivor who 
had taken the correct route. I stopped in Frome again 
for a bag of chips and a cup of tea. Cafes did not ex-
ist during the war so I did not get another drink until 
I got to Slough. I remember getting off my bike be-
fore the climb on the bridge over the Thames at 
Maidenhead which by this time looked like a mountain. I knelt down on the grass 
verge to look at the map. I woke up sometime later and carried on. 

Going through Slough a man on a bike caught me and asked where I was going. 
He was going home from work and invited me to go home with him to have some-
thing to eat and drink. I remember as we were riding along one of the German 
Doodlebug flying bombs flew over head which confused us as it was flying West 
to East, the wrong direction. When we got to his house his wife made me a tomato 
sandwich and a cup of cocoa. She told me to have a wash in the bathroom and I 
am still embarrassed when I remember the grease I left on the clean towel. I must 
have had some trouble with the bike but I don't remember what. I had an ancient 
dynamo which cost me about three weeks pocket money and gave about as much 
light as a candle. It made a horrible grinding noise in use and some men shouted at 
me when I overtook them. I arrived home long after my parents had gone to bed, 

so I climbed through a window which 
had never been opened and went 
to sleep on the settee, worn out after 
about 150 miles. My mother had a 
shock when she came down in the 
morning. 
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When I was 19 and on my embarkation leave 
during National Service my brother and I cy-
cled over to visit my aunt who lived on the 
North Circular road. On the way home in the 
dark descending Hanger Hill I looked back to 
see where my brother was. I could not see 
him so I looked in front again to see a car 
parked just in front. Can't remember if it had lights on. I hit the back with my face 
and slid down the back. I ended up in hospital minus three front teeth and another 
pushed so far back I could not close my mouth and a broken nose. While I was 
abroad in Singapore my mother had a visit from the car owner's insurance compa-
ny who wanted to claim for where I had smashed the back of the car in. When he 
heard I was in Singapore he decided there was nothing he could do, in fact I was a 
member of the CTC at the time so they could have claimed on my third 
party insurance. 

When I was in Singapore, I learnt of the brutality of the Japanese troops during the 
war. The Royal Signals had a leave camp at Changi near the Airfield. It was a 
former gun site facing towards Malaya. It didn’t do any good in the war because 
the Japs landed further down the coast. It was right on the beach and had a three 
storey watch tower. I used to sleep in the top room, which was cool. I was always 
the only one there when I went to the leave camp. The cook was a young boy 
whose Chinese mother had been raped by a Japanese soldier. As a result, he was 
not accepted by the Chinese after the war. He made the best treacle sponge pud-
dings I have ever tasted. I used to go for walks along the beach and past a large 
derelict bungalow which had belonged to a rich Chinese family. When the Japa-
nese came in, they killed the parents and raped the two young daughters. They 
screamed so much that the Japs cut out their tongues. When I was there, the older 
one was a famous prostitute known as Dumdum. Near our barracks was a hill. At 
the top was a pit dug by British prisoners and lined with concrete. Some prisoners 

were shackled to the rings in the wall and 
left in the sun without water. Most of them 
went mad before they died.

When I came back I resumed cycling. My 
dad had had my frame repaired so I put 
my bike together and went for a ride. Af-
ter not riding for a year it was incredibly 
hard, but after a few days it got easier. I 
then joined the Ealing YHA group which 
was very active, and was where I met Sue 
when she joined. We spent every weekend 
either going to a Youth Hostel or going on 
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a club run. We would do up to 60 miles on a Sunday run and much more on a 
weekend youth hostel trip. A favourite trip was to ride to Portsmouth on a Satur-
day afternoon (some of us worked Saturday mornings), catch the ferry to the Isle 
of Wight, and ride round the island to Ventnor Youth Hostel, then ride to Newport 
on Sunday morning, where there was a cafe that did enormous Sunday lunches, 
then cycle back to Ryde to catch the ferry and ride home. There was a hill in Vent-
nor, about one in three, which I used to ride up, to the locals’ amazement. 

On Bank Holidays we went on longer trips, into 
Wales or Somerset. I first rode up Porlock Hill much 
to the amazement of a group of motorcyclists who 
were in the car park of the pub on the bend where it 
was the steepest. In following years I made a point of 
leaving at 5pm on a Friday, cycling to Marlborough 
YH, about 70 miles. On the Saturday, I would ride to 
Minehead YH, have my evening meal, empty my sad-
dlebag, then ride 15 miles to Porlock Hill - ride up the 
hill, then ride back to the youth hostel. On Sunday, I 
rode home - a distance of about 350 miles altogether. The last time I did it, it was 
raining coming down the hill, and with brakes full on I was getting faster and fast-
er, so I had to bale out. 

One Whitsun holiday I rode to Elmscott YH overnight. 
On Saturday I rode down the North Cornwall coast 
road to Lands End YH and rode home on the Sunday 
and Monday. Two things I remember about that trip - 
one, how cold it was and the other going into a trans-
port cafe. There were no other customers and the rather 
tarty girl serving, went to the door and put up the 
"closed" sign and said to me "We'll be alright, the fam-
ily have gone out for the day". I gulped down my tea 
and bun and made a swift exit.

I used to do very long weekend rides into Wales or up to the North York Moors, 
sometimes overnight in summer, doing about 350 miles. In the winter, I would do 
about 250 miles on Saturday and Sunday, riding to a youth hostel, where I was 
often the only one there.

In 1952, I joined Greenford CC and started time trialling, much to Sue's dismay, 
as it meant I was often away at weekends. In March, we used to ride the Castelnau 
to Bath and back ride, riding as a club - a distance of 258miles, including the 15 
miles to the start. We always did the 3 am start, although there was a 5 am start. 
There were about 500 riders altogether. On the way back, a late starter caught us 
just before the climb out of Marlborough up to the Savernake Forest. He immedi-
ately went on the front and was half-wheeling Barry Wood. He started telling us 
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about all the races he had won. I had been banished to the back where I was riding 
with our Club Captain, Stan Maby. As we approached the hill, Stan said to me 
"Go on the front with him". So I did. We soon left the others behind. He was half-
wheeling me at the bottom, so I moved up beside him, then I was half-wheeling 
him. When he started gasping for breath, I smiled at him and said "I like a bit of a 
climb. it gets the porridge out of your legs". I then shot up the hill on my 72 fixed, 
and when he came over the top, I was sitting beside the road. I said "Keep it go-
ing", but he ignored me. Towards the end of the ride I was in a group of about 50 
riders going like the clappers along the Bath Road, these were all mad clubmen, 
we were all over the road passing traffic on both side and ignoring red lights. 
There was a final mad sprint over Barnes bridge, with me and Roy Cornelius, 
known as Fausto because of his resemblance to Fausto Coppi, mixing it with the 
others on stripped down bikes.

One Sunday, I was riding out to support 
Pete Robinson in a 12 hour event. At the 
top of Stokenchurch Hill, there was a lot 
of thin mud on the road. I thought "I must 
be careful here". The next thing I found 
myself lying on the road with a coach 
coming broadside on towards me.  I 
abandoned the ride and went towards 
home, calling in at High Wycombe hospi-
tal on the way, as I had bashed my thumb 
and wrist when I came off. They were 
rather painful as I had shattered the base 
of my thumb a few years before. They 
X-rayed the thumb but it wasn't broken, 
so I carried on home. 

The next day I saw a second-hand trike axle in Mal Rees in Hayes, where I 
worked. I thought "That's the answer". So I bought it for £10.

I bolted it onto a track frame I had and went for a ride. Nobody told me trikes 
were difficult to ride, but I had no trouble.

I built my first wheel when I was 12 years old. I have built a large number since 
then for myself, family and friends. I derived a formula for calculating the spoke 
length required for any wheel. There are other formulae on the internet but mine is 
the simplest and gives the correct length to within 1mm.

In 1980 I rode the N&DCA 12hr. time trial. Going up to Norman Cross, I was first 
on the road by a long way. Coming back, as I rode up Alconbury Hill there was a 
car beside the road with the boot lid up and a man standing behind the car. I start-
ed to move out to overtake it and just then a Volvo, towing a large caravan, came 
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flying past very close, forcing me back in. 
By that time I dare not pull out again in 
case anything else came past. So I shouted 
to the man to jump out of the way, and hit 
the back of the car splitting my top lip on 
the open boot and bruising my shoulder. I 
got a lift down to Brampton Hut in the car 
(he had to change a wheel). I got my bike 
out of the boot with difficulty because the 
boot lid was a bit distorted. My bike was 
unrideable as the frame had folded up, al-
though the forks and front wheel were fine. 
A club mate had ridden out from Kettering 
and offered me his bike to continue the 
race. So I put my wheels in his bike, tied my spare tub on with a shoelace and rode 
another 44 miles. I didn’t take any drinks when they were handed up as I didn't 
want to get blood over the bottles. I kept sliding off the back of the saddle, as the 
bike was much too small for me. I had covered 247m. but as 3 of those miles were 
in the car, I only claimed 244m. This was not good enough for Bill Glover of the 
Fenland Clarion who said I should be disqualified as I had had a lift in a car, so I 
claimed 198m. to Norman Cross where I had last been checked. This was accept-
ed. (The event was won by Bob Garret of the Beds Road Club with 244m.) I still 
won the N&DCA vets. BAR that year. The point of all this is that the front wheel 
which was an old one which my brother had given me, was still true. However the 
spokes were very rusty and very thin so I decided to rebuild the wheel with new 

spokes, which I 
did. I had great 
difficulty in get-
ting the wheel 
true, which is 
something I have 
noticed when re-
building other 
wheels with the 
original rims. I 
still have a scar on 
my top lip. 

To be continued
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Picos de Europa and French Alps 2017
Dave Binks tells of his early summer holiday

All photos by Dave Binks

In the early summer I drove 
down to Plymouth with my 
bike and a tent in the back of 
the car and caught the 
overnight ferry to Santander 
which is on the northern coast 
of Spain. I had no firm plans 
other than to visit the area 
known as the Picos de Europa, which is a National Park just south of the 
north coast and west of Santander. I have heard good words said about its 
natural beauty and ruggedness and I wasn’t disappointed.
Having very high and still wild mountains, there are not many roads, and 
most cycle tours that visit are of the “moving on” variety. I soon found out 
why and that’s because of the difficulty in finding a circular route much 
less than 100 miles round. However, I had chosen to camp, so had to return 

back to base every night. I did 
manage one circuit of about 70 
miles, but it was very hilly and 
from then on I just did out and 
back rides. But the views 
coming back are different from 
those going out! I do 
recommend a visit if you’ve 
never been, but bear in mind 
the scale of the place, plus the 
long hills!

My chosen base was the very pretty town of Potes, complete with castle. 
On booking in, I was asked if I had a hammer because the ground was very 
stony. Too true it was, and I was lent one to enable me to get the pegs in 
more than ½”. The campsite was about 20 minutes walk from the town, so I 
strolled in for an evening meal on a couple of nights and decided I ought to 
buy a hammer for future use.

Plymouth from the ferry
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After a warm night I awoke 
to rain and dark skies which 
soon became a full mountain 
storm – some first day! 
However, after lunch it 
stopped and having looked at 
the map, I saw I could have a 
short but hilly ride to the end 
of the valley in which I was 
camped. The valley road was 
15 miles along the bottom 
and getter steeper as I rode 
up it towards the strangely 
named Fuente de. A big guy on a bike came flying past me at such a speed 
that I never even thought about trying to follow him. But after about a mile, 
he wasn’t going away from me any more, and after another mile, I was 
catching him. This continued and I was soon snapping at his heels, 
whereupon he sat up, presumably exhausted, and turned round and headed 
back down the hill, his face beetroot red! I carried on to the head of the 
valley where foot passengers could take a cable to go further up into the 
mountains, but I simply had a coffee, took some photos and returned to 
base.
27 miles, 1670m climbed.

I did manage a round trip the next day, but 
it was tough. 
I descended back down the valley I had 
driven up, through Potes and then turned 
right at La Hermida, and the road 
immediately went up, sharply, but it was a 
lovely road, with views and almost no 
traffic. A dip where I lost nearly all the 
height gained, and another, shorter, climb 
and descent down to Puentanansa where a 
small bakery come café provided a great 
big sandwich that really filled me, washed 
down with a lovely glass of cold orange 
juice. From this point at only 160m, it was 
a long, but gradual climb along a main, but 

Potes

The dam wall
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quiet road all the way up to the Puerto de Piedrasluengas at 1355m with a 
great viewpoint overlooking a huge area below it. On my way up I climbed 
up past an impressive dam wall that was holding back the Embalse de la 
Cohilla. It was a hot day and I had been climbing for long enough to award 
myself a cold drink, so stopped at the only place I could find, a tiny bar 
with a few locals in it. I can’t speak Spanish, but understood enough when 
they asked where I was from, and after learning I was British, they said the 
word “Brexit”, and fingers pointed at heads, with a twisting motion – the 
international sign for madness! I smiled and nodded my agreement. In 
order to reach the Puerto de Piedrasluengas as the highest point of the day, 
I had to put in a small extra bit to reach the viewpoint, and this was well 
worth it. After the viewpoint I caught a few touring cyclists on my descent 
back to Potes, and decided they looked British so spoke. They were indeed 
British tourists, complete with panniers and saddle bags and were also 
heading for Potes and a hotel. I chatted for a while then left them as they 
were waiting for a slower friend to catch them. I did see them in the town 
later as they were looking for a hotel.
76 miles doesn’t sound that hard, but with the heat and 2762m of climbing, 
it was a bit tough.

To be continued   

Puerto de Piedrasluengas 1355m
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CTC CHARNWOOD

Annual Report 2016/2017

Keith Lakin gave the following report which was presented at the Section’s 

Annual General meeting on 12th October 2017

Our autumn quarter started as it always does, all rides taking place, but 
soon came the busy Christmas period with the County Carol Service taking 
place at Congerstone.

A large number of riders came to Belton Village Hall on the Annual Ride, a 
big surprise was the large attendance, over 500 people attending and record 
amount of money raised for charity, this being over £600.

The winter highlight was our New Year Dinner at the Charnwood Arms, as 
always an enjoyable evening, good food at pleasant prices.

As winter faded away and the nights drew out we reached our Anniversary, 
this was at the Ferrers Arms, Lount.
The day was enhanced by the donation of the Allen family of a NEW 
PLINTH on our Best All Rounder Trophy. 

Suddenly illness took over and I was unable to participate in any County 
events and meetings for the next 4 months, the only exception being a 

lovely warm day when Jean and myself was able to attend the 120th  
Birthday Celebratory Tea at Stonehurst Farm, Mountsorrel. What a good 
event this was and on behalf of Charnwood members we should thank the 
organisers very much.

Two interesting facts have come to light;
 the Coalville Times reports have been published possibly for over 60 
years.

 our yearly attendance on all rides and events is the lowest it has ever 
been in our club’s life time 

As always Jean and I have support from all our members for which we are 
grateful and we thank you all very much. 
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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 what you have to say.

Please send whatever you have to the Editor. Address etc inside front cover. 

Cycle Chat is the quarterly magazine of the
Leicestershire & Rutland Cyclists’ Touring Club

Editor:   Dave Binks,    davebinks@ntlworld.com    tel; 0116 2296015
92 Balmoral Rd, Mountsorrel, Loughborough, Leics, LE12 7EN     
Advertising and distribution: Aileen Andrews  -  tel: 0116 2865738
All contributions are welcome, send them to The Editor who reserves the right to amend 
copy for legal or production reasons.
Contributions should be in “MS Word” or similar, or neatly handwritten. Typed copy, 
CDs or flash drives are also welcome (CDs and drives will be returned). Please ensure 
Excel tables and PDF files are legible on an A5 page size. Photos, in .jpg format, with the 
photographer’s name and permission are welcome. 
All contributions should be accompanied by the writer’s name, address, telephone number 
or e-mail. If not stated, the photos are by the article’s author. We try to acknowledge photo 
copyright whenever possible. If there is a problem, we apologise and ask you to contact 
us immediately. 
Views expressed in letters, articles or editorial are not necessarily those of the 
Leicestershire & Rutland CTC.
Printed by Teamprint, Loughborough 01509 261425 
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FOR 
SALE
Teenage boy’s 
mountain bike
Trax (Apollo) TFS24, 
red and white. Full 
suspension, 18 speed 
Shimano. Suit inside 
leg length (minimum) 
of 28” / frame 
diagonal tube length is 21”. Wheel diameter including tyres of 24” (alloy). 
Excellent condition but has been outgrown now. £100.00 or nearest offer. 
Tel: 01530 243384. Leics.

FOR 
SALE
Boy’s mountain 
bike

Apollo FS.20, silver 
and orange. Full 
suspension, 12 speed. 
Suit inside leg length 
(minimum) of 24” / 
frame diagonal tube length is 18”. Wheel diameter including tyres (new) of 
19”. Very good condition but has been outgrown now. £40.00 or nearest 
offer. Tel: 01530 243384. Leics.
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Holy Trinity Church, Norton Juxta Twycross CV9 3PU. 

Starting at 1.15pm

The service 
will be conducted by the Rev. Sue Bradley.

Light refreshments available in the adjacent village hall before and 
after the service courtesy of the WI. 

The hall is booked from 12 noon to 3pm.

Leicestershire and Rutland CTC

SUNDAY 10TH DECEMBER 2017
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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 (not views) 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.

Leicester Easy Riders

Contact Dave Smith  0116 2417908

(No runs in December)
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Leicestershire & Rutland CTC Events 2017

18 Nov   Leics & Rutland CTC AGM, Botcheston, Leics
10 Dec   Carol Service. 1.15pm Holy Trinity Church, 

Norton Juxta Twycross CV9 3PU
17 Dec   Mince Pie Meet, E Mids Region event, Belton VH,   
     Leics* from 10.30am

*(not actually a L&R CTC event, but very popular)


