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PREFACE 

 

The compiling and printing of this history came about because often, when at 

the Clubhouse Rita and I are wielding the big teapot or setting out the sandwiches 

and cakes, people ask how the Club started and how it came to have such a 

wonderful Clubhouse and grounds and we struggle to answer all the questions. 

Over the years I have heard lots of stories from those who were around at the 

time and I thought before it is too late I must get it all together so here it is. I 

started with the history but reading the magazines I found so many interesting 

articles that I have included some of them. The story of a Club is not only the 

historical facts but also of the people who have made it and therefore, I have also 

included all the obituaries. I found that there were several versions of the story by 

different people, all interesting, so they too are included. You just have to take 

your pick. 

My thanks to Peter Beresford who has loaned me the Club set of copies of 

The Way of an Eagle which came to him from Jack Torrance, Dennis Atkinson, 

Jack Dunn, and Albert Ayton. Also Eric Bass, Arnold Davey, Les Barnett and Ivy 

Lumsden and to everyone else who has contributed. It has been very nostalgic 

reading through them, especially of all those young men and women who I knew 

when they were very old and I was very young. 

I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I have compiling it. 

 
Christine Smith  

May 2016 

 

 

Christine passed away 11 months after writing this preface. 

She spent many happy hours on it and did her best to complete it even though she 

was not well. 

Her aim was to make it shorter so that it could be printed and there is an abridged 

version not which is not finished, I am not very good at it but am trying to 

complete it. 
                   Peter Smith 
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1.   H I S T O R Y 

 

Founder Members 

 

J.S. (Jack) Torrance 

H.J. (Harry) Torrance 

J.D. (Dennis) Atkinson 

W.A. (Bill) Wortley 

F. (Frank) Robinson 

H.E. (Billy) Williams 

E. Crewe 

W.E. (Bill) Bridger 

G. Johnson 

M. (Morton) Greig 

P. Spriggs 

H.F. (Carp) Carpenter 

L.S. (Len) Deighton 

R.V. (Reg) Baxter 

W.F. (Bill) Tilley  

S. (Stan) Gardner  

H.S. (Harry) Cross 

W. Andrews 

G. Howes 

 

 

Presidents 

 

 1928-1969 The Honourable Arthur Villiers, D.S.O. 

 1970-1978 H.S. (Harry) Cross 

 1979-1983 A.C. (Arthur) Batty 

 1984-1988 A.E. (Albert) Ayton 

 1989-1993 N.G. (Gerry) Lumsden 

 1994-1998 A.E. (Albert) Ayton 

 1999-2003 P.W. (Peter) Smith 

 2004-2008 P.J. (Peter) Beresford 

 2009-2012- A. (Alan) McArdle 

 2013 H.J. (Howard) Grace 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°7 September 1933 

Ten Years Ago! 

by Jack Torrance 

On Sunday, 16
th

 September, nineteen hundred and twenty three, there was 

born the first of the C.T.C. racing offshoots; for on that day a handful of fellows in 

the Eastern Section of the Metropolitan District Association held a 25 miles time 

trial and subsequently formed The Eagle Road Club. 

We did not know then how our example would be imitated by District 

Associations all over the country; we did not know then that in the space of a few 

years we would become a very famous Club and the possessors of a team of 

champions - but we did know that we were out to make the best of our lives and of 

our newly-formed club, I hope that the anniversary will be quietly commemorated 

in the minds of all our members, and to those present aspirants, after speed joys 

and honours, who are sometimes too easily discouraged. 

Let then ponder the result of that race ten years ago and thinks of the years of 

perseverance and patience that must have been required before such as Harry 

Cross, Bill Wortley and Reg. Baxter accomplished best rides. I have set forth the 

result in full hereunder, and commend its perusal to you all:- 
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RIDERS IN THE FIRST 25 HELD ON SUNDAY, 16TH SEPTEMBER, 1923 

 W.A. Wortley 1½ mins. 1.13.14. 

 J.D. Atkinson Scratch. 1.14.55. 

 E. Crewe ½ min. 1.15.45. 

 H.J. Torrance. ½ min. 1.17.54. 

 G. Johnson ¾ min. 1.17.44. 

 H.S. Cross 1 min. 1.17.59. 

 W. Andrews 3½ mins. 1.18.55. 

 F. Robinson Scratch 1.19.14. 

 L.S. Deighton 2½ mins. 1.21.55. 

 R.V. Baxter 3 mins 1.22.27. 

 G. Howes 2 mins 1.22.55. 

 H.F. Carpenter 5 mins 1.25.57. 

 H.E. Williams 6 mins 1.25.22. 

 

You will understand, now, perhaps, how very very keen we must have been, 

and as we got to be a famous organisation, how frightfully proud of it we were and 

still are. 

Reminiscences are not always interesting, but I cannot resist recalling the fact 

that in 1923 the Bath Road ‘100’ was won by George Hunter of the Warren 

Cycling Club in the competition record time of 4.47.45, the Century Road Club 

winning the team race with a record aggregate time of 15. 2.50 and only five riders 

beat ‘evens’. In this year’s Bath Road ‘100’ Frank Southall covered the distance in 

4.30.10 the Norwood Paragon won the team race, with an aggregate of 13.44.33, 

fifty-six riders beat ‘evens’, and our own Bert. Tuck beat Hunter’s time with a ride 

of 4.44.40 and was placed 20
th
. 

One more reminiscence and I am done - a fellow by the name of Southall 

began to appear in racing news in 1925 and rode in a scratch ‘25’ (only 12 best 

riders) promoted by the Fulham Wheelers. He didn’t win it (he was third actually) 

but what time do you think he did? One-six-thirty Poor old Stan Artand was 2nd 

with 1.5.33, the event being won by Hughes (a track ‘head’) with l.5.l5. 

If there is a moral about all this I hope you will bear it in mind -when you feel 

like ‘giving up’. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°35 September 1936 

January 1936 – Concerning the Way of an Eagle 

By J S Torrance 

First of all, when I consented, in March 1933, to produce a monthly notice, I did not 

intend to ‘swing’ a magazine, even such a poor thing as this on to the Club’s limited 

exchequer and its long-suffering members. What I had in mind was just a bulletin of rough 

notes, printed on a single foolscap sheet, similar to what was issued in our early years, 

except that in those far-off days I used to grind them out, six copies at a time, on a very 

inferior typewriter, whereas better means of production were available in 1933. As is often 

the case with me the transformation of the broadsheet into a magazine was merely an 
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extension of my own idiotic exuberance, the thought that it would ever become a permanent 

feature of our club life never entered my mind. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°50 April 1937 

First Open Promotion 

EAGLE ROAD CLUB ‘OPEN’ NOVICES 25 MILES TIME TRIAL 

Fast Times in Appalling Weather 

Forest Member Makes Splendid Win But 

Promoting Club Occupy 2nd, 3rd, 4th, Places 

The Club’s first venture into the fields of open race promoting attracted an 

entry of 94, which was most satisfactory in view of the fact that the Kentish 

Wheelers old established event was held on the same day, also of course, the event 

was not listed in the R.R.C.
 1
fixtures for 1937 in consequence was not perhaps so 

widely known as might have been. 

The innovation was undoubtedly a great success, and for this our whole 

hearted thanks are due to Stan Slatter. There was no hitch of any kind, and the 

admirable manner in which he handled the affair from start to finish evokes the 

highest praise. The Club is fortunate indeed to be able to count among its members 

so many really efficient organisers, a state of affairs which has become an Eagle 

tradition, and in Mr Slatter we have found one whose enterprise and ability has set 

a new standard.  

Further, no report of the event would complete without a word or two of 

praise for those who turned out in wretched weather and played no small part in 

achieving the happy result. Where all rendered such excellent service, it would be 

invidious to single out a few for special mention. Suffice it to say that we are 

deeply sensible of their unstinted labours, and that we thank them accordingly. 

The weather, the one thing outside our control, was just atrocious. It was 

extremely wet and cold, and a severe snowstorm, lasting more than two hours 

added to the discomfort of riders and helpers alike. The wind was more or less 

normal, and mainly from the North, but gaining in strength as the morning 

progressed, was more favourable to the late starters than the early ones. Altogether 

it was not a nice day to ‘embark’ on a racing career, although you could have 

embarked a small boat on some of the roads. 

The first man was pushed off at 7.1 a.m. and after about an hour of this 

freezing business, Bert Harvie handed to Dennis Atkinson, while the former 

prepared to receive the first finishers. The first to cross the line was Draper of the 

Allondon whose 1.13.8 seemed pretty good for a bad morning. 

Our first man to finish was Ted Harris whose 1.15.38 was followed by Jack 

Dunn’s 1.15.47., Wally Hardwicke’s 1.15.50 and ‘Duggie’ Carp’s 1.17.13. All four 

                                                           
1
 R.C.C. - Road Racing Council 1922-37, R.T.T.C. - Road Time Trials Council 1937-2002, C.C.T -Cycling Time 

Trials 2002. The National Governing Body for Cycling Time Trials in England & Wales. 
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were off in the first twenty minutes, and they undoubtedly had the worst of the 

weather as far as speed conditions were concerned. They were all very good 

debuts, and we look for some handicap swiping from them shortly. S.W.SMITH’S 

winning ride was a splendid performance and very nearly the fastest ‘25’ put up 

round London that weekend. We offer our hearty congratulations. 

‘John’ Bull, Dick Thomas, and George Trundle occupied second, third and 

fourth places and secured for the Club a very easy victory in the team race, and 

thus gained three medals apiece!!! (Team, Standard, and Fastest Times). Dick lost 

half a minute at the start. Our other entrant, Alf Pavey, was tenth in 1.12.17., and I 

think all four deserve a special round of cheers. They are all likely to have brilliant 

careers at the road racing game, and the Club is certain to do well so long as it can 

go on producing winners like these. 

The event was timed by Mr. C. H. Harvie, assisted by Mr. J. D. Atkinson, 

while Messrs. H. S. Cross, N. H. Cooper, and W. J. Waller acted as judges. 

 The following were the leading times:- 
 

1. S. W. Smith Forest 1.08.09 

2. J. Bull Eagle 1.09.50 

3. R. L. Thomas Eagle 1.10.10 

4. G. J. S. Trundle Eagle 1.10.12 

5. J. W. Shell Becontree 1.10.17 

6. C. M. Chappell Unity 1.10.44 

7. W. D. Pledger Viking 1.11.20 

8. J. W. Albon Sandon 1.12.08 

9. J. W. Lillywhite Childerley 1.12.12 

10. A. G. H. Pavey Eagle 1.12.17 

11. L. W. J. Knight Glade 1.12.38 

12. P. Cocking Childerley 1.12.41 

13. M. V. Alexander Grangewood 1.12.50 

14. J. E. Draper Allondon 1.13.03 

15. E. R. Roper Query 1.13.12 

16. J. H. Fitzgibbons Comet 1.13.31 

17. C. H. Wilkins Sandon 1.14.12 

18. R. C. Decaluivé Forest 1.14.21 

19. F. V. Rose Unattached 1.14.46 

20. G. Bolan Acme 1.14.56 

21. B. J. Bird Herts & Essex 1.14.57 

Team Race: -  Eagle Road Club 3.30.12 

  Chinderley C.C.  3.40.35 

  Forest C. C. 3.40.42 

  Viking Road Club 3.41.39 
 

Fastest Unattached Competitor’s Prize:-E. V. Rose. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°70 December 1938 

The History of the Eagle Road Club 

I - THE BIRTH OF THE EAGLE ROAD CLUB 

by H.E. Williams 

The main outline of the story of the Club’s formation must be familiar to most 

members, but probably the details are known to few, at any rate, of the present 

active membership. 

The Eastern Section of the C.T.C had always been a hard-riding crowd and in 

the summer of 1923 several of the young bloods, being bitten by the racing bug, 

decided to hold a ‘25’ among themselves. When the news reached the ears of the 

Section leaders they said 

“You can’t do that there ‘ere,” 

pointing out that the C.T.C. was not a racing club - which was news to me, a 

comparatively new member, who had always thought that every club run was a 

race, with myself finishing last, ‘faint, yet pursuing’ - and that the constitution 

forbade the use of its name in connection with a racing event. Even the title 

‘Eastern Section 25’ was vetoed, but as may be imagined, our would be suicides 

were not to be deterred, and after very deep cogitation, the name ‘Eastern 25’ (very 

subtle!) was decided upon. Naturally, ironical remarks were made by other 

members, little Willy Kelsey, the Section’s enfant terrible coming out with ‘Huh, 

the Eastern Section playing at racing’. They played to some purpose later on. 

The night, before the event was spent, and not much else, the boys not having 

yet learned that ‘Beer is Best’, at The Railway Hotel, Bishops Stortford, all 

fourteen of us being accommodated (?) in one room with only one small window 

and it being a still, warm night, what with the smell of embrocation, sweating 

humanity and the lack of ventilation it was a wonder that any of us came out from 

that black hole of Calcutta. Needless to say, nobody slept. The morning of 16
th

 

September, 1923 dawned bright and clear, too good a morning to die, thought I. 

With one exception, everybody rode ‘steels’ and wore touring costume, one man 

being complete in collar, tie and cap. Round the Eastern course went, and the 

winner proved to be none other than that now venerable old war horse Bill Wortley 

(20 to 1) in the highly meritorious time, on steels, of 1.13.14, from the 1½ mins 

mark. (At that time, the first class opens were being won in 1.7 odd). Another 

present day wreck of humanity, Dennis Atkinson (oo-oo, dadda) was second with 

1-14-35 and this, I think, on sprints. Such ‘Eagle’ stalwarts of later days as Harry 

Torrance took 1.17.34, while Harry Cross took 1.17.59 and Reg Baxter 1.22.27!!! 

The slowest time was 1.25.22 done by - no, I won’t tell you. I could never get fit so 

early in the season anyway. But the greatest surprise of the whole affair was the 

total failure of Frank Robinson, who shared the scratch mark with Dennis. Robbo’s 

time was 1.19.14 and his position only eighth, yet this was the man who was 

always ready a scrap and had never been dropped in his life. He never raced again 
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and although he joined the Club when it was formed, soon dropped out. A 

memorable incident of this affair was when one rider’s glass eye dropped out - 

hence the term ‘eyeballs out’ - and literally rang the bell on its way. 

So far from having their enthusiasm damped, most of the participants thirsted 

for more and longed to join the ranks of the chemical thieves (Chemical thieves? 

Yes, acid
2
 takers oi!) Several were, in fact, approached by famous clubs, for the 

result of our ‘boys’ race had caused quite a sensation in the racing world. Some 

were for joining the ‘Cemetery’ or Century – others favoured the Essex Roads, but 

all wanted to keep together, so as to preserve the close comradeship which existed 

between them. One night at The Fountain, Snaresbrook, where at that time we 

were in the habit of stopping on the way home for a last chat before going our 

various ways, the discussion waxed hot as to the respective merits of the two clubs, 

when the quiet voice ‘Carp’ to you, said 

“Let’s form our own club.” 

There was silence for a moment, the idea had been vaguely mooted before, but it 

had been almost a tradition for racing aspirants to join either of the two clubs 

mentioned. Then came a chorus of enthusiastic assent. Here was a solution to our 

problem. We knew nothing about the running of a racing club or of such mysteries 

as ‘standards’, ‘margins’ and the like to tell the truth, some of us had never even 

seen a real race, but what the heck! What others had done, we could do. And so it 

came to pass. 

One day in October 1923 about fifteen of us held an informal meeting at The 

Three Tuns Hertford, and duly resolved that a racing club be formed then and 

there. Our affection for the C.T.C. being what it was, however, nobody wished to 

break away from that body and its value as a recruiting, ground was realised. We 

therefore decided that our ranks should be confined to members of the C.T.C. and 

that save for a separate monthly run, all our riding should be done with the Eastern 

Section as heretofore. These ideas were subsequently embodied in the club rules. 

It is an interesting fact that the idea of forming a racing offshoot of the C.T.C 

with membership confined to members of that body, occurred to several people in 

different parts of the country at about the same time. It was subsequently proved 

that ours was the first of these to be formed , followed by the Wessex Road Club a 

few weeks later, and others soon after. Thus, if I may coin a phrase, do great minds 

think alike? Now, of course, there are dozens, if not hundreds of such clubs. 

But to get back to our meeting. Naturally the first post to be thought about 

was that of General Secretary. Up spake Harry Torrance, before anybody else had 

a chance to speak  

“My bruvver will be Secretary – he’s hot stuff” 

A somewhat ambiguous statement, I thought. Anyway, it was agreed to, the 

former, not the latter – and on reaching home that night Harry acquainted Jack with 

                                                           
2 Acid – In the days before LSD (Lysergic acid diethylamide) it was slang for an offer of money or some favour and 

LSD was pounds shillings and pence (Libras Solidos Denarius) 
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the good news, much to the latter’s surprise as he had no inkling that he was to be 

saddled with the job. However, it says much for his good nature that he accepted 

the position without a murmur Ed: (Jack Torrance) Did I? I murmured quite a lot!) 

and from the first showed the ability and enthusiasm which above all else, 

established the new venture on a firm foundation. Dennis Atkinson was made 

Racing Secretary and Frank Robinson, Bill Wortley and myself completed the 

Committee – Bill Wortley on the strength of his winning ride and his sound 

commonsense, and the other two for Heaven knows what reason, unless it was to 

make up a four for ‘solo’ with one reserve in case of absence. Do Committee 

meetings still conclude with a game of cards, I wonder? Many a time have I heard 

Jack say 

“Buck up with the business lads, or we shan’t have time for a game of cards.” 

Unfortunately no actual records are available at the moment but to the best of my 

recollection the actual founder members of the Club were J.S. Torrance, H.J. 

Torrance, J.D. Atkinson, F. Robinson, H.E. Williams, E. Crewe, W.E. Bridger, 

Geo. Johnson, Morton Greig, P. Spriggs, H.F. Carpenter, Stan Deighton, R.V. 

Baxter, W.F. Tilley and possibly W.A. Wortley. Harry Cross and Stan Gardner 

were at the time toying with the idea of joining the Essex Roads, but a few weeks 

later both-decided to throw in their lot with us, to the great benefit of the club. In 

fact it would be impossible to think of the Eagles without associating Harry 

Cross’s name with them. 

The new club’s name was not decided at the first meeting, in fact it was by no 

means easy to think of a really appropriate, title. It was realised that as we had to 

put up with the name for the whole of the club’s existence it would be foolish to 

adopt the first one thought of, so to speak, and a week or so elapsed before the 

‘infant’ was christened. Most of the first suggestions were district names, but 

somehow none of them seemed to hit the name on the head, and we dropped the 

idea. Then one day (Oct 28 to be precise, on a Dunstable run -Ed.) Frank Robinson 

suggested ‘Eagle’ something or other inspired no doubt by the hotel of that name at 

Snaresbrook. We rolled it on our tongues, as it were, to get the flavour of it, 

everybody liked it - was not the eagle a king among birds and fast withal?  

And the EAGLE ROAD CLUB we became. 

By the New Year we were able to boast a membership of 23, as evidenced the 

1924 Handbook, if such a name can be applied to single sheet of cardboard folded 

in half. Our first headquarters were The Cock at Henham and Hammond’, Epping, 

and many a good tale could be told of these two places, but as they properly belong 

to another place than – this, I shall leave them at the moment. The first rules were 

few and comparatively simple, the standard times being as follows:-  

 25 miles Gold medal 1.12  Silver  none 

 50 miles  “ 2-30  “ 2.40 

 100 miles  “ 5.30  “ 3.35 

 12 hours  “ 190 m.  “ 175 m. 
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No doubt these will make the mouth, of modern speedman water, but it should 

be remembered that we were all beginning at the game, and that standards 

generally were much lower than they are now. Be that as it may, nine gold medals 

were won during the first season, and after a tightening up in the standards, the 

number increased to 37 in the second and 49 in the third season: in which year the 

Club was faced with a bill for medals alone of £55. Had it not been for the heroic 

efforts of Arthur Baker in running two very successful dances, Carey Street would 

have claimed another ‘customer’.  

During the first season four club races were held, two ‘25’s’, a ‘30’ and a 

‘50’, and the respective winners were George White 1.14.0., Harry Cross 1.10.43, 

Harry Cross 1.22.18 and Harry again 2.22.40. At the time of winning his first ‘25’, 

George was a brand new member and his immediate success encouraged us to 

hope that in him we had another potential ‘star’, and with Harry Cross and Bill 

Wortley, a more than useful team. And so, in fact, it proved. The two latter by the 

way, were unable to ride in our very first event, and it is possible that this cost 

Harry the first Championship, as this was decided on the best aggregate times in 

two 25’s and the 50, the winner proves to be the said George. His remarks on being 

presented with the ‘pot’ are worth quoting: he said  

“Before joining the Eagles I tried to join a superior club, but only found 

snobbery. I came to the Eagles and found friendship on every hand”.  

Harry Cross had the consolation of winning the Villiers Trophy for 12 hours, the 

first of his wonderful sequence of seven wins. 

Others to join us in our early days were Fred Burt, Sid Custerson – now alas, 

no more - Don King, Joe Lee, Bill Purdie, Len (‘Gladys’) Clayton, Norman 

Cooper, the Postances ‘Thunder & Lightening  - the Orphans of the Storm’, Frank 

Willsher – also, alas no more – and Jack ‘Bubbles’ Gaymer. One feels, looking 

back, that they and the founder members were the finest crowd that ever was, 

although probably they did not differ materially from other cycling mobs of that or 

the present day. Certainly they were a mad, colourful lot, good clubmen all. Their 

very names conjure up a thousand memories: Jack Torrance, known to all, old 

stagers and new clubmen alike, Harry Cross, surely the biggest-hearted trier that 

we ever possessed, and an Eagle par excellence, Dennis Atkinson, always in the 

thick of every scrap, and dissertating learnedly on chemistry in his quieter 

moments; Harry Torrance, that prince of practical jokers, leading the hectic blind 

home from Epping with a smoked-up ‘bobby dodger’ but nevertheless missing 

everything in the way, Bill Wortley, with his unfailing good temper and occasional 

dry wit: Morton Greig the mad Scotchman, a doughty scrapper, even if he did land 

us all in the ditch with his speed wobble; ‘Spriggy’ of that tiny frame and muscles 

of steel; ‘Carp’ with his mirth provoking remarks; Reg. Baxter, another grand 

rider, super tourist and humorist; Fred Burt, the weekending King, who once spent 

thirty consecutive weekends away from home, George White, surely the maddest 

of them all, goodness knows how he found the money to replace all the bikes he 
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smashed; Don (Bey of Algiers) King, who could spin yarns far into the night; Joe 

Lee, whose tights would keep coming down and possessed the finest back view in 

the club; Norman Cooper, always the strong silent man; Johnson of the enormous 

appetite; young Lightening Postance, enquiring about the ‘legal’ aspect of things; 

poor old Frank Willsher, whose memory is perpetuated by the Memorial Trophy; 

dapper Jimmy Davis, prince of raconteurs; ‘Bubbles’ of the wavy hair and cherubic 

countenance, a little devil but popular with all, especially the ladies, all these and 

many another. Of them it may be said, in the words of an earlier writer, that they 

builded better than they knew.  

No account of those early days would be complete if it failed to mention the 

man whose sincere yet unobtrusive interest and unfailing encouragement has 

contributed so largely to the success of the club. I refer, of course, to our worthy 

President. When, during our first season Jack Torrance brought the news that Mr. 

Villiers had presented a 12 hour trophy to the club, there was kindled a feeling of 

deep gratitude towards him who was as yet unknown to me majority of the 

members. That omission was speedily repaired when Mr. Villiers attended the first 

Annual Dinner, but the feeling of gratitude has remained ever since. Thus, at the 

end of our first season we were the proud possessors of two handsome trophies, the 

Club having purchased its own Championship ‘pot’. 

Well, that’s the end of my little story for the present, at any rate. Other clubs 

may have produced faster men, but none better fellows. Since those days there 

have been many changes in different ways, but the spirit of the Club remains 

unaltered, and the tradition of sportsmanship and comradeship, established by the 

pioneers, is still being carried on. 

LONG MAY IT CONTINUE. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°78 August 1939 

II - ‘THEM’S WERE THE DAYS . . .!’ 

by H.E. Williams 

In writing the story of the birth of the Club, Mr. H. E. Williams has filled a 

great want, and we are all greatly indebted to him for putting down in black and 

white, the story of ‘the creation’ and those dim and distant days in 1923 and 1924. 

It is to be hoped that other members will now come forward, and supply us with 

material for the intervening years, so that the history of the club can be brought up 

to date. 

Before passing on to 1925, there are two things I think which deserve, passing 

mention. These are the discovery of what were then ‘ideal’ racing headquarters, 

and the Club’s passion for twelve hour racing, which led to practically every racing 

man ‘having a go’ in the Eastern Counties event and every non-racing member 

turning out to help. Twelve hour racing in those days wasn’t the deadly serious 

business it is today; every competitor dismounted for a real ‘pukka’ feed and a 

brief chat at The Plough & Harrow on the St. Neots Road (70 miles) and again at 
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The Travellers Rest (O happy name!) on the Godmanchester Road (125 miles) and 

goodness knows how many times later in the race. Any competitor who blinded 

through these stops was regarded as a spoil-sport or as one ‘cutting the game up’ – 

with the result that 12 hour race was looked on by riders and helpers alike as a nice 

day out. And as the weather was invariably fine, a nice day out it was for 

everybody. Harry Cross used to have a couple of juicy steaks for supper prior to 

the race, and quite a few ordered pints of beer to be placed in readiness on Potter 

Street Hill. Parents and lady friends used to take the bus out as far as Epping, and 

stroll down to The Cross Keys or Blacksmiths Arms
 3
 to see the running out; and 

these places resembled Hampstead Heath on Bank Holidays, believe me. In the 

first of these ‘Twelves’, Harry Cross put up what in those far-off days was 

regarded as a super ride, being 4
th

 or 5
th

 I believe, with 204½ miles. The flying 

Scotchman, Greggy, and H. J, Torrance did 193¾ and 193½ miles respectively, 

and for these stupendous performances collected gold medals, while among the 

silver medallists one observes the honoured names of Reg Baxter, George White 

and Dennis Atkinson. Yes, it was a nice day out!  

The ‘ideal’ racing headquarters were at The Cock at Henham. These quarters 

took a great deal of finding, and were the envy of the racing world. The village, as 

you probably know, is one of the prettiest in Essex, and the Inn was roomy and 

comfortable, and boasted as its proprietor one Telfer, who had only just moved in, 

and as this was his first venture at inn keeping, was anxious to play the benevolent 

host. Poor old Telfer! He had literally dozens of children, and it seemed that every 

time we went there, there was some addition to the family. In the end, we had to 

move out to make room for his growing family, but it was great fun while it lasted. 

He had a player-piano
4
 and used to entertain us with it in wet weather - and 

did we make that welkin4
5
 ring. At the back of the Inn was a large meadow and 

here, armed with pre-historic cricket bats and ball, with an old packing case for a 

wicket…I can see ‘Addo’ now, charging down that pitch and bowling the first 

body-line stuff, and Arthur Baker deftly edging the ball through the grass (15 

inches long) for a nifty single. 

Who in those days had not heard of Mrs. Chapman’s at Littlebury? It was the 

favourite weekend resort of most helpers, and to this delectable spot gravitated the 

famous helping squads of Eagles. Practically the entire membership was out, either 

helping or racing, every weekend, and what tales could be told of ‘Ma’ Chapman’s. 

Mrs. Chapman herself was a queer character, over fond maybe of her half pint, but 

she used to feed us like fighting cocks, and as for payment, well, it was usually a 

case of 

“Well, you boys give me what you like. I know I can trust you”. 

                                                           
3 The Cross Keys or Blacksmiths Arms -now private houses (Cross Keys Mews & Woodside) 
4 A player piano (also known as pianola) is a self-playing piano, containing a pneumatic or electro-mechanical 

mechanism that operates the piano action via pre-programmed music recorded on perforated paper 
5 Welkin - the sky, the upper air, the firmament, the heavens or the Celestial sphere 
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Trust us! With blokes like Fred Burt about! Fred used to start a season by paying 

about five bob, and knock threepence off every time he went, with the result that 

by September the poor old lady was owing Fred a shilling or two. However the 

procedure, was much the same every week – we’d drop her a card on Thursday to 

say how many were coming, then as soon as we arrived on Saturday evening, we 

sent her down The Falcon with all the jugs in the place; and half-a-crown, and 

we’d see no more of her until half-past ten. Then out would come the cards, and 

the yarns (Bod’s blue book - ye gods!) and we were set until one or two in the 

morning. 

One Saturday night we arrived rather late, the place was in darkness and no 

signs of life anywhere. “Oh, she must be in be in bed” we thought, so Harry 

Torrance climbed up the drain pipe, throws open her bed room window, and bawls 

out “Mrs. C-h-a-p-m-a-n.” If the old lady had been there, she’d probably have died 

of fright at seeing his ugly clock peering in at the window in the middle of the 

night, but she wasn’t there at all, she was in hospital, poor dear, and the place 

closed down not long after. To eke out her meagre income she used to look after 

orphan children from Saffron Walden Workhouse - invariably there was one or two 

snotty nosed kiddies knocking about the place - and one of these we trained to call 

“Father” every time he saw Charlie Wright. The poor little devil used to follow 

Charlie about all over the place crying “Daddy” - we used to nag Charlie to pay the 

arrears on the maintenance order, or else we’d expose him to the Workhouse 

Master. 

From the foregoing anecdotes you may have concluded that we weren’t taking 

racing very seriously, but this would hardly be true. I think that we were all out for 

a good time, and we certainly had that. 

At the end of our first season, Billy Williams took over the Racing Secretary’s 

job, and Fred Burt replaced ‘Robbo’ on the Committee (Correction - Billy 

Williams took over in 1926 not 1925). The great racing duel between George 

White and Harry Cross was continued throughout the whole of 1925, and it was 

their keen rivalry which stirred the Club to such great efforts. New members began 

to roll in, and one of these, an émigré from the Northern Section, Tom Crisp, was 

later, with our own Bill Tilley to win national tandem honours. But of this, more 

anon.  

Everybody thought that the first club ‘25’ of the season would see the club 

record well beaten, but that was not to be; there was a big entry and all the racing 

men in the club were down to start …everything which should have made for 

record breaking was there, except the right sort of morning. Harry Cross was 

fastest in 1.8.54, and among the handicap snatchers were Bill Bridger and Fred 

Burt. After the disappointment we returned through the lanes to Henham and plates 

of cold ham, cooking not being Telfer’s strong point. The usual inquest on the 

event brought to light the very satisfactory point that if the riders hadn’t got much 
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out of it, the club had, because no silver standards at the distance were awarded 

then!  

The ‘50’ was another clean swoop for the Club, as it blew half a gale, and as 

the road through Newport up to Littlebury was like a shingle beach, punctures were 

very numerous. Harry Cross was again fastest, 2.29.7 but as he had punctured, we 

reckoned that it was a mighty-good ride. I think everybody else was outside evens, 

but it is interesting to recall that all the prize winners, the handicap snatcher’s 

being J.D. Atkinson, W.A.Wortley, and R.V. Baxter, are still members of the club. 

It wasn’t until the end of the year, that the 25 and 50 records went up the spout, and 

then it wasn’t by much. Perhaps after all we weren’t taking it very seriously. 

Looking back and speaking more from memory than anything else, I think the 

greatest feat of the year was Harry Cross’s winning ride in the Eastern Counties 

‘12’. He covered 214½ miles, which isn’t much by modern standards, but it will 

live forever in the minds of those who were out that day because of the thrilling 

duel between Harry and Ernie Haley of the Glendene. Harry won by something 

less than a mile, I believe, and they were never more than a few minutes apart all 

day. It was a classic encounter, and one of the earliest of Harry’s many exhibitions 

of grim fighting to the bitter end. Tom Crisp, who was a new member from the 

Northern Section, won the special prize awarded by the E.C.C.A. for the novice 

covering the greatest distance and altogether we picked up seven standards from 

the Counties. 

This was the day, too when George White, whose tyres were of the Gamages 

Sale Variety, punctured everything he’d got, and all he could scrounge from 

passers-by, and then sat by the roadside to bore, a larger hole in his sprint wheel to 

take an English valve. Can you imagine a competitor in a present day ‘12’ 

spending an hour or so chiselling out a valve hole on Madingley Hill? Another 

notable feat in the 1925 season was our success in the Balham ‘100’ on Whit 

Monday. It was our first attempt at the distance, but we made a good job of it. 

Harry Cross was second fastest, and with the help of Bill Tilley and Bill Wortley, 

we won the team race. It was our first important success, and we returned to our 

own terrain on the Epping Road feeling mighty big fellers. The Eagle Road Club 

was beginning to, make an impression, and at Hammonds (Epping) on Thursday 

nights blokes used to nudge each other to point out Harry ‘Crawsse’ and other 

Eagles like we used to Jack Rossiter and ‘Pup’ Hanson the year before! Such is 

fame. 

We had another morsel of success when Tom Crisp was placed second in the 

Belle Vue ‘100’, and when George White & Co. got 2
nd

 team race honours in the 

Comet ‘25’, and Harry Cross gained the Championship Cup of the E.C C.A. we 

felt, and acted, probably, like the Lords of Creation. And what a night out it was 

when we all rolled up at the Cripplegate Institute to collect the pots. Over fifty of 

us! There was a concert party called the Irrepressible but it was the Eagle R.C. 

who were irrepressible! Surely this was the occasion when we ended by taking 
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over the concert! Anyway, by the time Harry had filled the Dunlop Cup several 

times over, and ‘Bod’ had sung himself hoarse, and after assuring the City police 

that we wouldn’t go home till the morning, we all felt the Club to be well and truly 

launched, and collectively swore that next year we’d show ‘em what’s what. Ay, 

and we did an’ all. 

The winter season then, as now, was a time of hectic social activities; perhaps 

it was the influence of Harry Cross and Sid Custerson with the Comrades C.C., but 

we could always rely on our dances being ‘house full’ affairs, and a trim little 

profit of twenty quid often accrued from our Harry promotions at the Kings Hall, 

Hackney Baths. I remember the 1925 show particularly well, since it was spent by 

Fred Burt and the writer ‘in the box’ - taking the money. The blighters left us there 

to die of thirst. The Annual Dinner was again held at The Talbot in London Wall, 

but this time the pernicious influence of the ladies was making itself felt, and we 

had to admit them to the show. How we entertained them, I cannot remember - we 

couldn’t afford a band in those days, so I expect they heard, as on club runs, Harry 

Cross’s lusty version of ‘My old Shako’, etc. etc. It’s a wonder they ever came 

again, but they did. 

Nineteen twenty-six. The year of the General Strike, Trade Depression, - The 

year England regained the ‘Ashes’ (thanks to Larwood!) - The year when Frank 

Southall was freely acknowledged as the greatest cyclist in the country, and the 

year when the Eagle Road Club made some remarkable strides. Many of the 

fellows who came into the club that spring were destined to make history, Reg 

Livermore, one of the most powerful chaps who ever got into a saddle, Jimmy 

Davis, prince of clubmen, (who recalls that that diabolical ‘ratting’ jacket of his?), 

Ted Sanderson, ‘old faithful’ even to this day, Jack Gaymer, the one and only 

‘Bubbles’, Joe Locke, who once, in a physical fitness frenzy, jumped through the 

ceiling at Ide Hill, Wally House, - the silent house as Fred Burt christened him, and 

Reg. Hellens - the Harold Lloyd of the Club. The season opened with Frank 

Southall doing a 1.2.26 in the Forest, which was a new competition record, and if 

we had anybody riding in that event, they weren’t in the first dozen, as far as my 

records go. This event is worth mentioning however, because the Glendene put up 

a new team race record of about 3.23: nearly 20 minutes have been pushed off that 

now. Time marches on! 

It had been arranged that the first of the team races with the South Eastern 

Road Club be held this year, but the General Strike intervened and caused its 

postponement to 1927. Still if we wouldn’t get a team race with the South Eastern, 

we were determined to slaughter somebody, and our eyes looking for likely 

victims, alighted upon the Viola C.C. then quite a prominent club. We took them 

on at 100 miles, and, beat them by the wide margin 26 minutes, Harry Cross, Bill 

Wortley and George White doing the honours.  

This success, however, had been preceded by an even more important one, the 

E.C.C.A. ‘100’ in which we gained both scratch and handicap team race medals, 
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Harry Cross being 2
nd

 fastest. Earlier still in the season, George White had won the 

Civil Service ‘25’, and punctured when leading in the E.C.C.A ‘25’, and had 

lowered the Club ‘25’ record in the club event. George was now about to turn his 

attention to the three-wheeler, and it is still an unsolved mystery how he managed 

to avoid being charged with manslaughter in his early efforts. After climbing up 

lamp-posts on it, charging into duck-ponds, and, on one never-to-be-forgotten 

occasion, an assault on some holly trees down in Kent, we turned out to see him 

‘go’ for the R.R.A 50 mile record. He never succeeded, although the attempt kept 

George poor for years after. You see the timekeeper’s car broke down, and he had 

to hire a taxi at 9d a mile!!! 

During this season Harry Cross established himself as one of the leading 100 

milers in the country, being 3
rd

 fastest the University ‘100’ and 9
th

 fastest in the 

Bath Road ‘100’. He again won the E.C.C.A. ‘12’, on a day that will ever be 

remembered as one of the stickiest on record, with a total of 206½ miles. There had 

been a huge entry for this event, but the tropical heat thinned out the field, and he 

ran out a comfortable winner. He again won the E.C.C.A. championship trophy, 

and again the Eagle championship. Many other riders were rapidly advancing to 

the front rank, Tom Crisp, Bill Wortley, Harry Torrance, and Frank Willsher, to 

name only a few, were riders from whom the club expected great things later on 

and we were not disappointed. 

A big feature of club riding in 1926 was the extraordinary number of tandems 

we possessed. Tom Crisp and Bill Tilley were the most successful of these, and 

their records still stand on the books. They were a queer couple in many ways; but 

they fitted in beautifully on the ‘twicer’ and were rarely outside the first three or 

four in any open event. Dennis Atkinson and Frank Willsher (the original rack-

and-ruin combination!) and Harry Torrance - Bill Wortley were other famous pair. 

I firmly believe it was the presence of so many fast tandems in the club which 

made us jump into prominence so quickly. 

The year closed with the Annual Dinner at The Pigeons in Stratford, and the 

appearance on the concert party stage of the Eagle Sextet. With an overdraft of 

thirty pounds at the bank we couldn’t afford dance bands, but for exuberant 

enthusiasm I doubt if at that dinner has ever been excelled. Yes, them’s were the 

days. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°423 Winter 1982 

The Eagles in Court 

by Reg Baxter 

The Editor has asked me to write something about a famous accident 

involving several members of the Eagle Road Club which resulted in a High Court 

case and was a topic of conversation in the Club for many a long year. As far as I 

know I am the only member now alive who was involved in the accident and had 

to attend the Law Courts in the Strand when the case came up for hearing. I have 
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tried to recall the various happenings both on the day of the accident and on the 

day of the court hearing and the following is my recollection of what happened 56 

years ago. 

It was in the December of 1925 when the Eagle Road Club was little more 

than two years old, that eight or nine members set off to spend a Christmas 

weekend at The Cock Inn in the village of Henham, where, for a few years, the 

Club had its racing headquarters. Arthur Baker and another member carried 

ukuleles and we were in a merry mood as we rode through Epping and then past 

the 17
th

 milestone where, a few months earlier, some of us had started off in the 

E.C.C.A. 12 hours Time Trial. Just before reaching Thornwood Common we 

passed a cyclist friend of the Eagles, Sammy Rebak, and exchanged the usual 

banter common to club cyclists. Sammy earned his living by driving a taxi and this 

fact was to prove of great value to us later. 

Halfway across Thornwood Common visibility was reduced by a mist but it 

was not yet quite, dark and we expected to be at Thompson’s Tea Rooms at Potter 

Street before lighting-up time. All was now quiet as we concentrated on keeping 

close to the grass verge. Suddenly, the silence was broken by the noise of grinding 

crashes followed by the shouts and cries of injured riders. The first half-dozen 

riders found themselves in a heap on the ground surrounded by mangled machines. 

The leading pair Harry Torrance and Fred Burt, had been thrown over the bonnet 

of a motorcar being driven on the wrong side of the road. Harry and Fred were 

subsequently taken to Epping Cottage Hospital. Harry had severe cuts and bruises 

and Fred had broken a couple of teeth on the bonnet. . Bill Wortley and I were 

behind the leading pair and were knocked backwards by their cycles: I finished up 

in a muddy ditch and others received minor injuries we picked ourselves up and 

swarmed round the motor-car. It was being driven by a woman and she stayed in 

the car all the time we were taking particulars. It should be remembered that, in 

1925, there were very few motor-cars on the roads; I do not remember seeing 

another car at the spot while we were there. 

By this time it was getting dark. Those of us who were able to continue went 

to Thompson’s for tea. For some unknown reason I still have a vivid recollection of 

trying to strike a match to light a cigarette in Thompson’s yard. I used match after 

match but could not get one to ignite. I then discovered that the whole box had 

exploded in my jacket pocket when I had been flung to the ground. The matches 

were Swan Vestas - we used to call them ‘strike anywheres’.  

As we were all members of the Cyclists’ Touring Club we were entitled to the 

help of the Club’s Legal Department. The Club agreed that we had a good case and 

set the wheels in motion for damages to be claimed from the motorist. Those of us 

who had damaged machines were told to obtain an estimate of the cost of repairs 

and also to submit details of damage to clothing. Sometime in the Spring of 1926 I 

received a letter from the Club’s- solicitor asking me to find a ‘Best Friend’. It was 

explained to me that, as I was only 20 years of age and still a minor, I could not 
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plead in court. So I asked my father to be my ‘Best Friend’ to which he naturally 

agreed. The next move was for the injured parties to attend the office of the Club’s 

solicitor in Walling Street, off Cheapside. 

Fred Burt and I went together one evening. The solicitor was a Mr. Ramsden 

Walker and he looked just like a character out of the pages of Dickens. The shelves 

were stacked with dusty bundles of papers tied with ribbon. He was .a cheerful old 

gentleman and he greeted us with the words: 

“Ah, so you’re Burt and you’re Baxter - I shall call you the Busy Bees”. 

He told us that the case was to be contested in the High Court and that we should 

have a Mr. Cartwright Sharpe K.C. to represent us. He went on to explain that 

when we were in the witness-box the opposing counsel would almost certainly start 

off by asking us  

“Where did you hit the car?” We were to reply;  

“I did not hit the car, the car hit me”. 

It was almost a year after the accident that we were told to attend the Law 

Courts - by that time I had reached the age of 21. As far as I can remember five of 

us had put in a claim for damages; we sat together in court. In the Public Gallery 

was Arthur Baker’s sister, Rose, who later became Fred Burt’s wife. Among the 

club members in the gallery was Jack Torrance, the Eagle Road, Club’s first 

general secretary and brother of Harry Torrance, our principal witness. When our 

counsel had presented our case, the judge, Mr. Justice Swift, commented: 

“This case should have been heard in a County Court and not here.” 

We learned later that the reason for the case reaching the High Court was that the 

woman driver was related to a director of the Insurance Company and the company 

had decided to fight the case all the way. Without the help of the C.T.C. we could 

never have afforded to employ counsel. 

Harry Torrance, that lively character and wonderful clubman, was the first to 

go into the witness-box. The following exchanges took place; 

Counsel for the defence 

“Where did you hit the car? 

Harry 

“I did not hit the car, the car hit me.” 

(Laughter from the gallery, a smile from counsel and a stern 

“Silence in Court” from the judge) 

Counsel 

“I would suggest you were riding, with your head down” 

Harry  

“Oh, no, sir, I wasn’t on the hooks.” 

(Renewed laughter from the gallery and a further warning from the judge) 

At one stage of the examination the judge asked Harry to make a rough sketch 

of the scene of the accident. Harry did so and the sketch was duly passed to the 

learned judge. The judge studied it, then gazed at Harry and said 
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“But you have drawn the motor-car two thirds the width of the road”. 

With great presence of mind Harry replied:  

“Yes sir, that’s just how it felt.” 

Loud laughter in court and, this time, the judge joined in.  

Our friend, Sammy Rebak, went into the witness-box and swore on oath that 

we were riding close to the left hand side of the road. He had, of course, given his 

occupation and, later, in his summing-up, the judge made great use of Sammy’s, 

evidence when he said  

“And, moreover, we have the evidence of Rebak, the taxi-driver, an absolutely 

independent witness.” 

Sammy had not been questioned on the point and had not revealed that he was 

riding his bike. 

When the woman driver gave evidence she tried to prove that she was driving 

on the correct side by stating that when she got out of the car she stepped on to the 

grass verge. The judge interrupted her evidence saying: 

“But these young men have stated that you did not get out of the car.” 

There upon we all had to go back one by one into the witness-box and repeat on 

oath the words: 

“She did not get out of the car.” 

Having committed perjury, the woman driver had to listen to some scathing 

comments from the judge. 

By this time it was clear that we had the sympathy of the judge; moreover, he 

knew more than a little about cycling; this was evident when, in his summing up, 

he referred to the evidence of the ‘expert’ witness produced by the defence. This 

witness had described our cycles as being “more or less scrap iron”. The judge 

pointed out that they were racing cycles and that, in any case, the witness had not 

bothered to look at them until six months or so after the accident. 

The jury returned a verdict in our favour but, in assessing damages, they 

confined the award to the actual cost of the repairs to our cycles, the replacement 

of spoiled clothing and an amount in respect of the medical expenses incurred by 

Harry and Fred. This award led to further critical comments from Mr. Justice 

Swift. After repeating his opinion that a trial for such a trivial sum should never 

have reached the High Courts of Justice, he had some harsh words for the jury: he 

was amazed that nothing had been awarded for ‘pain and suffering’, pointing out, 

in a reference to me “that this young fellow was flung into the.mud”. He concluded 

his remarks by saying “I only hope that if ever I am involved in an accident case, 

YOU are not on the jury! 

After leaving the court we all adjourned to a nearby J. Lyons teashop to 

celebrate our victory and to draw up a profit and loss account. Harry and Fred 

reckoned that they had done well out of it: especially Fred, who then revealed that 

he had lost only one tooth in the accident, having lost the other in a pile-up in the 

Barking Road about a year earlier. But we others were left wondering what we 
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might have received if someone like the judge had been on the jury. However I was 

able to buy a new jacket. One other incident remains in my memory. Bill Wortley 

had a buckled front wheel which could easily have been straightened. But some 

know all told Bill that the insurance company would almost certainly send 

someone to his house to inspect the damaged wheel. Bill believed it and so he 

jumped on his buckled wheel until it really was a mess. In the event nobody ever 

called to look at it. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°165 November 1946 

III - 1927 
by J S Torrance 

In this chapter I propose to narrate the story of the first of three memorable 

years in our annals, that of 1927. The story of the steady development of the three 

previous racing seasons has already been told, of how we had in a short space of 

time established a much more than local reputation, but the ardent enthusiasm 

which had launched the Eagles on their first flights, and had triumphed over the 

early difficulties far from showing signs of burning out, seemed now actually 

greater than ever. At the A.G.M. which ushered in the 1927 season the ‘old firm’ 

of officers were speedily re-elected, and indeed there was every reason why they 

should be and had to be, because they were the principal creditors in the Club’s 

debt of about £30 and they didn’t intend to go until it was paid back! 

Among the many shady practices devised by the Club Committee to ensure 

the repayment of this loan were the Derby sweepstake and Holborn Hall dance. 

The success of the former, despite Fred Burt’s fear of police action, (and there was 

cause enough for fear, believe me,) doubtless inspired the not dissimilar racket in 

Eire, but our exertions and success in the latter have had no rivals! In February at 

the Holborn Hall, where the contract capacity was 250/300, we packed 411 on the 

dance floor, and the result can be imagined! As it was advertised as a Carnival 

Dance it would have been a riot in any case, but the fights for balloons and paper 

hats were no carnival…only at Twickenham can such scenes have been enacted. 

However, the Committee got their loan back. 

In those days training methods varied considerably from present day practice; 

and one member at least used to stick a brick or two the saddle bag and go for a 

long bash up the Epping Road and back before going to work. This system 

couldn’t be said to have converted him to a Southall, but it was subsequently 

noticed that on hard mornings, (and them, as now, most racing mornings were!) the 

handicap was a gift for him, so presumably it paid handsome dividends. But it was 

on club runs that most of the training was done, and I doubt whether for sheer 

ferocity anything has been seen like it since. There was much less motor traffic 

about in those days, but what there was must have been scared stiff at the sight of 

two dozen cyclists riding all over the road, ‘eyeballs out’ until they abruptly 

disappeared into some inn yard and promptly fell in a heap at the bar entrance. Pile 
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ups were a regular feature, naturally, and one member who joined that year, Cyril 

Adamson, or ‘Nazimova’, earned the title of Crash King for his prowess in that 

direction. 

It was observed on these early season, get-fit-at-any-costs runs that a new 

man, and a prospective rider in the E.C.C.A. Novices ‘25’, was displaying 

remarkable promise. This chap’s name was R.J. Livermore, and what he was 

shortly to achieve in the racing world confirmed our good opinions of him. With 

all the secrecy which attends the debut of a two year old in the July stakes at 

Newmarket, he was entered for the E.C.C.A. Novices ‘25’, and on a windy March 

morning, made fastest time of 1.12.25. This success fairly set the Club alight, 

thereafter it seemed that nothing could stop us reaching the top, and everybody in 

the Club was quite determined that nothing should. 

The Club ‘25’ was held on the next week-end, and the best time was that of 

George White, but Livermore was a mere 1½ minutes behind him, and was an easy 

winner of the handicap. This again proved to be a tough morning, and all the times 

were relatively slow, but Billy Williams, armed with sheaf of entry forms, lured all 

and sundry on the quest for gold standard medals and transient fame. There was no 

lack of takers, either, as was demonstrated at the end of the season, when 

representatives of banks and accountants confirmed that we had to foot a bill for 40 

‘golds’ and 10 ‘silvers’. The list of handicap prizes which were won by Club 

members in open and semi-open events that year was also very formidable, 

although a rather disquieting feature of these successes was the form which the 

prizes began to take - clocks and vases, canteens of cutlery and similar domestic 

ware began to replace gold watches and chains and miscellaneous personal 

impedimenta, (who will ever forget Dennis Atkinson’s walking stick, for 

example?) Already the perils of matrimony were haunting the Club. 

The story of that summer must be largely of Livermore and his phenomenal 

career, which even thus early caused experienced judges of racing stock to raise 

their eyebrows. As is well-know, he was not only our champion novice, but also 

the Club champion in one and the same seasons this would have been a remarkable 

performance in any club, but to have, achieved this in the teeth of competition of 

such riders as Cross, White, Crisp, Wortley, Tilley etc. was hardly believable. He 

was inside ‘evens’ (4.55.29) in his first ‘100’, he won the Carpenter Trophy, was 

4
th

 in the E.C.C.A. 12 hour, picked up innumerable handicap prizes, and inscribed 

his name on the Club ‘100’ record. 

The E.C.C.A. ‘12’ of that year provided one of those epic struggles in which 

Harry Cross so often played a leading role. The Club statistics show Cross’s run of 

seven consecutive wins in the Villiers Trophy competition, but the cry bones of 

bygone records do not reveal the almost heroic nature of those annual contests on 

East Anglian roads, but for those of us who were about at the time, the memory of 

his great achievements is unfading. Always among the first half-dozen and 

sometimes a winner of this most prized of E.C.C.A. titles, his was indeed a hero’s 
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part in placing the Club in the forefront. On this particular occasion, after a dour 

struggle, he was placed second to Charlie Burrell of the Upton Manor, with 219½ 

miles as against Burrell’s 220. As Livermore was 4
th

 (215¾ miles) and Tilley 7
th

 

(213¾) we were easy winners of the team race, and no fewer that eleven Eagles 

won E.C.C.A. silver standard medals, which was a record ‘bag’ for any club. 

The first contest in the team races with the South Eastern Road Club took 

place this year on May 15
th

, over the Newmarket course. Our rivals had plenty of 

exceptionally fast riders, and a close fight was anticipated, but as it happened, they 

were under the impression that all roads in Essex were flat, and discovered their 

error too late. We gained an overwhelming victory by 25½ minutes, a margin never 

since approached. H.J. Torrance made fastest time of 2.19.29. and being closely 

supported Cross, Tilley and White initiated the long run of successes in this event. 

Harry Cross took ample revenge for his defeat in this event by doing a 2.15.25 in 

the next Club ‘50’, thus putting the ‘50’ record on the shelf for that season, - but 

Harry Torrance, he who trained with the bricks in the bag, - responded with first 

handicap in the E.C.C.A. ‘100’ with a ride just outside ‘evens’. 

“The blank blank Eagles again.” 

Said the timekeeper, as he looked at the handicapper. 

While great deeds were being done by various members on the single bicycle, 

Crisp and Tilley on the tandem and White on the tricycle were establishing 

themselves at the very head of their particular spheres. The tandemists, after 

several big successes in open events, gave notice of their intent to attack the 

London to Portsmouth and back tandem record, and in due course the boys 

scattered over that historic highway to afford the contenders their liquid, solid and 

vocal support. The attempt was successful and the time of 6.52.54 was duly 

inscribed on the national roll of fame. Shortly afterwards a rival pair from the 

Vegetarian (I think) stole the record from them, so Crisp and Tilley went for it 

again, and were again successful, the new figures being 6.36.32. Later in the same 

season I believe that Bowman and West put the figures still lower, where they 

remained until the Australian riders (professionals) put it on the shelf. George 

White’s attempt of the 50 mile tricycle record was not so successful, but surely the 

attempt must have established a record in another direction? - if our memory serves 

us right, this was the occasion when the timekeeper’s car conked out, and George, 

not to be diddled out of his attempt, hired a taxi to follow him, and the expense at a 

bob a mile must have kept George poor for years. The story current in racing 

circles was that George had to keep on waiting for the cab to catch up…, whether 

that is true or not, George never caught up with the record.  

With a long list of successes behind us, the social season which followed was 

a long procession of attendance at other club’s concerts, dinners, and dances, at 

which we collected the season’s swag. The E.C.C.A. concert at Shoreditch Town 

Hall was a particularly boisterous affair, even for that not-so-august body, but our 

own private theatre party, when thirty Eagles, having dined and wined at a 
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notorious East End dive, attended a performance at The Carlton Theatre, and made 

even boat race night look a cissy choir outing by comparison. 

The Annual Dinner was held at The Manchester Hotel in Aldersgate Street, 

amid scenes of great enthusiasm, and with a record attendance for those days. It 

was at the close of this evening that at the request of the committee I asked Mr. 

Villiers if he would accept the Presidency of the Club, and his gracious acceptance 

of that post, which delighted everybody, sealed a memorable year. It is beyond all 

question or doubt that Mr. Villiers has been the greatest single factor in the 

continued well being of the Club during-the past twenty years, his generosity am 

kindness to every member, his unfailing interest in the Club’s activities, have been 

our inspiration ever since. No Club could possibly have a better man at its head, 

and no President could possibly be more loved than Mr. Villiers. 

To complete the picture of this year’s activities brief reference at least must be 

made to some new members who joined about this time, and who were each in 

their own way, to play a big part, particularly I recall John Davey, Alan Harris and 

Bill Waller. John is still an active riding member, Alan was a sturdy racing man 

and erstwhile official, while for Bill was reserved a destiny which was to have a 

momentous impact on our history. In later years, Bill was to become the Club 

Secretary, and to fill that arduous post for longer than any other man, and it is 

appropriate at this stage to remember that over a period of twenty years we have 

had the benefit of a superb clubman, a fine racing man, a wise and efficient 

administrator and a great secretary. Later on in this story, as the writer endeavours 

to bring back to these pages the story of bygone days, I shall have much to say of 

him…, meanwhile with the strains of Auld Lang Syne at The Manchester ringing in 

our ears, we can say au revoir for the nonce. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°190 December 1948 

IV - THE YEAR OF VICTORY 

by J S Torrance 

In this chapter, and in the space of a few quarto pages, I propose to relate the 

story of the Club during 1928, a year long known as the most successful in our 

existence, and one which only the glamorous events of recent years can possibly 

challenge. The story of the emergence of the Eagle Road Club from its beginnings 

until the day when it became a major factor in the road racing world has been told 

in previous numbers of this magazine, and somewhat belatedly, I fear I now shake 

the dust from an accumulation of twenty years of handbooks, menu cards and race 

result sheets which are to be the historian’s materials, and by their light, and with 

the aid of a defective memory, seek to illuminate the stage upon which the great 

events of this year were enacted. 

Let me start by admitting that the historical testimony of eye-witness is often 

defective inasmuch as it frequently degenerates into a ‘Those were the Days!’ 

theme. The present writer regards an over-fond nostalgia for the past as useless 
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emotion, because no club, or nation come to that, could long survive on departed 

glories, and for that reason alone even the most die-hard of veterans rejoices to see 

that the Aytons and Edwards and MacLeods of to-day are performing even 

doughtier deeds that the Crosses, Whites, and Livermores of 1928. Nevertheless, 

these veterans may be excused a gentle sigh as they recall those mighty days of 

long ago when this Club had no peer in the racing world, for such indeed it was. 

Perhaps it would be interesting to suspend the narrative for a moment to examine 

the causes of this sudden leap forward which brought us swiftly to the zenith of our 

fortunes. It would be easy of course, to say that it was just a case of a lot of men 

suddenly going a lot faster, but that would only be part of the story. 

I remember vividly that about this time members began to appreciate the 

importance of good racing equipment and of the value of attention to detail in 

matters of training and diet. Benefiting by the experience of the previous years, it 

seemed as if the Club was swept by a great wave of enthusiasm, and although we 

were still only 50 strong, more than two thirds of that number were really active, 

an important factor when assessing the real strength of any organisation. In Reg 

Livermore, the club’s champion, and still the only member to win the Novices 

medal and Championship Cup in one season, we had a potentially national. In 

Harry Cross a long- distance rider with a big reputation in the country; in Crisp and 

Tilley a tandem pair whose names were already inscribed on R.R.A. records; in 

George White, of mercurial temperament, a racing man capable of the sensational; 

and there were a dozen others besides of whom it might be said that they were fall 

of immense possibilities. Above all, we now had the Hon. Arthur Villiers as our 

President. The traditions of good fellowship and sportsmanship were strong, and in 

modern parlance we knew we had ‘got something’. 

If the cyclist of to-day could be taken back twenty years he would find a very 

different racing world from that which exists to-day. There were nothing like so 

many as are engaged in it to-day, with the consequence that local or Association 

events, and even club races, had a much greater significance. The speeds at which 

races were won, although showing marked improvement on pre-1914 days, were 

still very slow compared with modern times, Roads too were poor, and sometimes 

very poor. It was the era of giants like Frank Southall of the Norwood Paragon, 

Charlie Marshall and Len Cave of the Vegetarian, Freddie Frost of the Allondon, 

Jack Lauterwasser of the Finsbury Park, Bill Temme of the Glendene, Charlie and 

Clem Burrell of the Upton Manor, and Bill Ellis of the North Road, but today there 

are so many riders of front rank importance that it is difficult to keep abreast of 

current racing form, and the racing calendar is so crowded that events like the 

Shaftesbury ‘50’ which a score of years ago received a full page report in Cycling 

now receives a meagre half- dozen lines. 

But to get on with our story. The Annual General Meeting brought three 

important changes. Billy Williams, who had been a member of the Committee on 

its inception, and Racing Secretary in 1926 and 1927, now retired to devote more 
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time to his professional examinations. His organising abilities and efficiency had 

played a big part in the Club’s development, and his departure was much regretted, 

and as is well known, he emerged after fifteen years in the backwoods to organise 

those reunion dinners which did so much to keep the Club together during the war 

years. Dennis Atkinson, also a member of the Committee since the inception, 

likewise retired, but only to direct his energies to acting as Timekeeper for the 

Club, and later, as Trustee for the Clubhouse property. Over a quarter of a century 

he has maintained an active interest in the Club’s welfare, and has been a generous 

benefactor in many ways. The third change was the creation of a Social 

Secretaryship, and in this office was installed no other but Fred Burt. Then, as now, 

the chief function of the Social Secretary was to make money and not to spend it! 

But Fred’s ingenuity not only contrived to pour a constant stream of filthy lucre 

into the clubs’ coffers by means of a Derby Sweepstake, but managed to divert the 

physical exuberance of Eagles in the winter months into all sorts of activities 

unconnected with cycling of which the lest said the better! Fred seemed cast by 

nature for such a role as this, and possessed such a flair for the social occasion that 

one’s abiding memories of him will always be associated with theatre parties, 

socials, dances and the like. I can see him now, leaning on the zinc of a shady west 

end saloon, the debonair man-about-town, and telling the lads the latest in 

limericks. A leading light in any weekend party, a pioneer of continental touring, 

and a great clubman… what an Eagle! The office of Racing Secretary was filled by 

Reg Baxter, who already manifested signs of becoming the great champion he was 

yet to be, and who was destined to lead the racing boys into some of their palmiest 

days. The vacant chair at the Committee table was occupied by Norman Cooper, a 

strong personality ordained to become Chairman of the E.C.C.A, and whose 

counsels were invaluable. As we were soon to be in a position to throw our weight 

about, Norman could be relied upon to bestow on all ‘tuggo’ clubs at glance of 

patronising condescension or firm reproach as the occasion demanded! 

We added about ten new members as the season drew nigh, among them we 

notice Wally Woodcock, the genuine and typical product of the Eastern Section, 

and still, happily, an active member. Eddie Cole and Ron Lofthouse, the famous 

‘Coalhouse’ tandem pair; then there was Ted Williams, a great buddy of the 

immortal ‘Bod’ and an inveterate weekender; and Tom Allanby, who once ripped 

off the top of a finger while spinning the rear wheel of his bike at The Albert, and 

Ernie Gomme, one of the most reliable runs-supporters we have ever possessed, a 

good rider who unfortunately died during the war. Anecdotes by the score could be 

recounted of them, one that springs to my mind concerns Eddie Cole, who was 

spotted in the City, wearing black coat and vest, striped trousers, bowler hat, lemon 

gloves and all. The impecunious spotter, a more honest son of toil, quite seriously 

thought of lodging an objection to his membership on the grounds that a bloke 

enjoying a Jekyll and Hyde existence like that would never make a good Eagle. 

Among the eight or nine who dropped out we notice the names of Frank Robinson 



26 

and Tom Collingwood both founder members, but of whom we had seen little for 

some time. 

By a cruel stroke of fate the year opened tragically with the death of Frank 

Willsher a victim of the Thames flood disaster of the 6th January. One of our 

strongest and most promising riders, gifted with great physical strength and 

endowed with great enthusiasm, Frank seemed destined to play a big part in the 

great events just opening. On the tandem (with Dennis Atkinson as his partner) he 

held for a short spell the Club ‘50’ record, and he was a thoroughly good clubman. 

His passing was a sad loss and he was greatly missed: the handsome trophy which 

commemorates his name was purchased from the subscriptions of members and 

friends. 

Friend Cupid was responsible for the loss of one or two others of our racing 

community, the most serious in this category was that of Harry Torrance, although 

there were plenty of fellows who regarded his absence from racing week-ends as a 

blessing in disguise! He attached himself to the Corps of Speedman Labourers now 

centred at Catmere End under the hospitable roof of Mrs Cottrell. This cottage was 

for some years to be the G.H.Q. of our helping squads in the Eastern theatre of 

operations, and the little parlour was crammed to overflowing with Eagles at every 

weekend. It was the high-light of many a jolly party, the era of Vic Bodkin, Ted 

Williams and Ted Sanderson, and of the latter it is reported that he spent every 

week-end there for thirty months! These were the days of peace and plenty, when 

for a few bob you could have as much good grub as you could stow away…days 

gone now, and probably never to return. The racing headquarters were still at The 

Albert in Bishop’s Stortford, some account of which has been given in the previous 

chapter. Better headquarters were not to be had anywhere; under the genial 

management of Miss Bates and her minions the racing boys had a real ‘home from 

home’. In a sober history such as this it would be out of place to recount a tenth of 

the misdeeds enacted there, as most of the culprits are now respectable citizens and 

husbands of vigilant wives to say nothing of being fathers of questioning children, 

it is well perhaps to pass quickly over that part of our story. 

Spring approached, and club runs grew increasingly strenuous: blokes were 

getting down to it with a seriousness and, determination not hitherto observed. 

From my usual viewpoint at the rear of the peloton I quickly noticed flat not only 

had we plenty of seasoned warriors in the field but one or two of the hottest 

novices ever cooked up for a debut in the E.C.C.A. Novices ‘25’. One of these was 

Jack Gaymer (‘Bubbles’), the adored of all the ladies, and of whom mention has 

been made in earlier chapters. He was about the size of Duggie MacLeod but more 

sturdily built, and with the face of an angel…but! He could certainly turn ‘em 

round, and we all regarded him as just about the biggest racing certainty ever 

entered for a Novices event. As it turned out, he was beaten into second place by 

another great discovery of the year, Jack Farrar of the Allondon, but our ‘Bubbles’ 

1.9.35 was for a long time the fastest novice’s effort ever recorded by the Club, and 
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it provided the stimulus and inspiration for the season which was just required. 

Unfortunately, he never quite sustained the opinions we had built of him, and as a 

matter of fact Ron Lotfhouse actually beat him in the Novice’s Championship, and 

his racing career was a short one. He was far too dainty a morsel to be in 

circulation for long, and he was swiftly snapped up by some non cycling member 

of the fair sex, and it was curtains for ‘Bubbles’. 

 On the same morning as Gaymer was performing so creditably in the 

E.C.C.A. event was Johnny Davies as made second fastest time in the North Mids 

Long Markers ‘25’: the next week the ‘A’ team rode in the Forest and drew a 

blank, and then, as per the custom which still prevails, we all adjourned to the Isle 

of Wight. Returning mightily refreshed, we had a very large entry for the Club 

‘25’, but it proved to be one of the worst mornings ever, and the times were 

disappointing, Tom Crisp being the fastest with a 1.07.43. Racing Secretary Baxter 

however, had evidently fixed things with the handicapper because I notice he took 

1
st
 Handicap Prize. There were a few more blanks, when our boys while showing 

what the critics called ‘promising’ form, yet failed to annex any of the major 

awards, but in May there occurred on of those blazes very similar to what we have 

seen in recent years. Reg Livermore made fastest time in the North Mids ‘50’, and 

with the aid of Reg Baxter and Harry Cross we won the team race, while Eddie 

Cole took 3
rd

 Handicap Prize. On the same morning, on the Bath Road, I believe, 

George White won the Civil Service ‘25’, and Alan Harris took 1
st
 Handicap Prize. 

The next week we repeated the performance in the E.C.C.A. ‘50’, where Baxter, 

Cross and Livermore won the team race (all in the first six) and Dennis Atkinson 

took 3
rd

 Handicap. Not a bad haul for a fortnight’s work…but just chicken feed to 

what was in store. 

The following weekend was Whitsun, and we had a strong team entered in the 

University ‘100’. It was Olympic Games Year, and all the cracks had entered either 

for the ‘Uni’ or the ‘Anfield’. W so we didn’t expect to put up too brilliant a 

showing in their company, but how the prophets were confounded! A fine morning 

and all our boys in tremendous spirits, we accomplished a feat rarely eclipsed in 

road sport and until this year’s effort in the same event, never approached again by 

the Eagles in such company. We provided the winner in Reg Livermore, the 

second in George White and the fourth in Harry Cross, while White took first 

handicap prize and Livermore the second, and of course they won the team race by 

a wide margin. To those who were privileged to be on the scene on that great day it 

was an unforgettable occasion, and Cycling gave it a great write-up. One result of 

that epic day was that both Livermore and White were nominated as Olympic 

possibles, and if justice had been done, Cross would have been too, as he was one 

of the most reliable end consistent riders in the country just then. However, as it 

happened, neither rode in the Olympic Games, because on the morning when the 

final selections were based, both elected to support a club event instead. White’s 
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ride was a sensation, as until then nobody had suspected him of ‘100’ form, but as 

the season progressed he demonstrated that it was no flash in the pan. 

The next weekend saw the first race for the Frank Willsher Memorial ‘50’ and 

there was tremendous competition to be the first winner of the event, and it could 

be said that we had seven or eight riders each capable of pulling it off, but George 

White, now riding with a determination and skill previously undreamed of, won it 

with a 2.13.58, beating club record by a minute and half. A fortnight later and. on 

the North Road, White led the team to victory in the Kingsdale ‘50’, his 

companions in that glory being Baxter and Livermore. There followed the annual 

dust-up with the South Eastern Road Club, this time on their course, and as so 

often happens, we had a jammy run on paper but had to fight all the way for it, 

George White being the fastest in 2.16.25, while Livermore, Baxter and Bill 

Wortley assisted to win the team medals, by a margin of just under 10 minutes. Bill 

Wortley, for so many years a wonderful mainstay of the Club, and one of the 

cleanest and best sportsman ever, won the handicap. Bill shortly afterwards won 

the second handicap in the E.C.C.A. ‘100’, and various other members picked up 

oddments wherever they rode. George White was selected to ride in the North 

Road Scratch ‘50’; an event restricted to the 12 best at the distance, but had a 

serious pile up just before the race, and rode round in bandages to finish last! It 

was the only set-back of the sunnier, however. 

August Bank-Holiday week-end and the Bath Road ‘100’ are synonymous, 

and we registered another sensational victory, our solitary success in this blue 

riband of the road. George White was second fastest with another club record, and 

with Livermore and Cross close up, we scored in the team race. I regard this as one 

of our grandest days…although one feels that the day is not far distant when Ayton 

and his merry men may achieve a similar success. 

Oddly enough, we did not fare quite so well in the E.C.C.A. ‘12’ as our earlier 

successes had led us to expect: Harry Cross, it is true, put up his usual excellent 

performance and finished in the first six, and so won the Villiers Trophy for the 5
th

 

consecutive year, Jimmy Davis won the special award given to the rider 

accomplishing the greatest distance for a first ‘12’, but with Reg Livermore a, non-

finisher, we were not good enough to win the team race. Frost of the Allondon 

rode, strongly on a hard day and won the event with 224 miles, and his club took 

the team honours. Whether we could have beaten them had Livermore been at his 

best is a hopeless speculation, as 216 miles from him would have been sufficient 

but it was one of those days when it was just not to be. Incidentally, it is an 

interesting commentary on the difference between our racing strength of then and 

now to observe that we had sufficient riders in this ‘12’ to warrant to running our 

own handicap in connection therewith, and a member, who, later played a decisive 

part in our history turned out to be the winner. He was Bill Waller. 

Livermore concluded the season with two fine successes: in the Forest ‘50’ he 

made fastest time (and club record) and with the help of George White and Bill 
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Wortley we scored a win in the team race. Livermore’s time thus displaced that of 

White in the club records and remained the best recorded until 1931. A few weeks 

afterwards and Livermore was second fastest in the Ealing ‘50’, and this time aided 

by White and Baxter we once again annexed a set of team race medals, our fifth in 

open competition, and eighth in all. Two items of interest in connection with the 

Ealing event are worth noting: the first was the pre-view comment of Cycling when 

summing up the race prospects, and which they opined that the team race was a 

foregone conclusion for the Eagles, and the second was that we were the first club 

to win the John Bull Trophy awarded for team competition in this event. In course 

of time this was duly presented to us at the Ealing Dinner, and Reg Baxter was 

delegated to act as the custodian of the valuable pot. The following year, when we 

had to return it to the Ealing Club, Reg confided to me that he had kept it in its box 

and under the bed at home, unopened and unadmired, the whole time! 

This practically concluded, the season’s racing fixtures, but George White had 

time, before the curtains were rung down, to lower the club ‘25’ record in the 

autumn ‘25’ and also to win the Hill Climb. Students of contemporary history will 

doubtless recall his come-back twenty years later in the same two events, but will 

sigh to find his name at the opposite end of the result sheet. But it had been a 

wonderful year for George, and his had been the most spectacular of all the 

improvements registered that year. He won the Championship Trophy and the 

Willsher Memorial, while Livermore won the Carpenter Trophy and Cross, (of 

course!) retained the Villiers Trophy. It is worth of mention that White, Livermore 

and Cross each improved on the previous best aggregate time inscribed on the 

Championship Cup, and these three had played a dominating part in the season’s 

racing but it is only fair to say that every single racing man in the Club had done 

his best in that splendid year, as the award of 40 gold and 15 silver standard medals 

proves. Small wonder then that when it was all over we decided to celebrate these 

successes with a gusto and abandon never approached before and possibly since, 

either. 

The social season which followed stands out in my memory as the most hectic 

I have experienced, and I have seen a good deal of this side of club life. Dances, 

theatre parties, socials and dinners followed in endless procession concluding with 

the binge of all binges, the dinner of all dinners, our fifth ‘annual’ and the first of a 

long series which took place subsequently at The Holborn Restaurant. This was a 

nine, yes honestly, NINE courses and the only sad feature on that great night was 

the unavoidable absence of our President, who was in New York at the time. So we 

put that great clubman, Harry Cross, in the Chair and asked Eddie Bolton of the 

University C.C. to come along and present the prizes. We also issued a limited 

number of tickets to other clubs for the dance which followed, but the number of 

gate crashers thrice exceeded the issues for which we later paid dearly. Not even 

Norman Cooper’s threatening jowl could evict them, and the swarms of celebrating 

cyclists, our own and others, nearly disrupted the cabaret show which was in being 
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down in the main hall. There were countless other dinners proceeding in the 

Restaurant at the time, but long before midnight it was inextricably mixed, and 

regimental reunions, Masonic banquets, old school tie get-togethers, plus the Eagle 

‘do’ all co-operated in one glorious never to be forgotten carousal. Even now, after 

the passing of twenty years I chuckle to recall the sight of two Eagles, mounted on 

a large tray, running a bob sleigh event down the main staircase of that famous 

restaurant. It was a great and glorious finale to an equally great and glorious year, 

and since it is my firm belief that our present racing boys have performed feats 

even greater than those I have endeavoured to relate above, I hope that some 

historian of future years will be able to tell a similar story of what happened in our 

Silver Jubilee Year at the Silver Jubilee Dinner.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°187 September 1948 

An Important Anniversary 

by Aquila (J S Torrance) 

Twenty-five years ago, on Sunday, 16
th

 September, 1923, the members of the 

Eastern Section of the Metropolitan District Association of the Cyclists Touring 

Club, held, over the Quendon course, a 25 miles time trial, which led directly, as 

most of our members know, to the formation of the Eagle Road Club, whose 

inaugural meeting took place a few weeks later. Seven of the participants in that 

immortal race are with us still, and although we doubt whether more than one or 

two of them will be persuaded, for Auld Lang Syne, to have a go in the Club ‘25’ 

on the 19
th

 September, we hope that on that occasion we may be honoured by the 

presence thereat of as many as are able to get there by cycle, motor or rail. Next 

month we intend to issue a special Silver Jubilee number of The Way of an Eagle, 

and in the meantime we are proud to honour those illustrious pioneers by 

republishing the result of that epoch making event, every rider in which rode steels 

and fully rubbered tyres, and one indeed wore collar and tie. 

 

W.A. Wortley 1½ mins 1.13.14 

J.D. Atkinson Scratch. 1.14.55 

E. Crewe ½ min. 1.15.45 

 H.J. Torrance. ½ min. 1.17.54 

G. Johnson ¾ min. 1.17.44 

H.S. Cross 1 min. 1.17.59 

W. Andrews 3½ mins 1.18.55 

F. Robinson Scratch 1.19.14 

L.S. Deighton 2½ mins 1.21.55 

R.V. Baxter 3 mins 1.22.27 

G. Howes 2 mins 1.22.55 

H.F. Carpenter 5 mins 1.25.57 

H.E. Williams 6 mins 1.25.22 
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Even as I write these names the years slip away down the channels of 

memory, and I can see it all again as though it were yesterday: little Bill beating 

the great ‘Robbo’, and Baxter coming in with his stockings over his shoes, and 

Dennis Atkinson; a doughty scrapper if ever there was one, and Harry ‘Crawsse’ 

and Harry Torrance. What a gang they were! 

S I L V E R   J U B I L E E 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°188 October 1948 

Memories of Twenty-Five Years 

by J S Torrance 

I could so easily write a whole book of reminiscences of my association with 

the Eagles that It is absurd on my part to give this title to an article which must be 

compressed into one page if this number of your magazine is to go out on time: but 

not unnaturally perhaps, I have recently been turning over in my mind quite a lot of 

experiences gathered as a result of my membership of the Club, and after making 

copious notes of this and that, I found that the resultant article was so voluminous 

that if it was to be published at all, it would have to be in serial form. I have gained 

half a hundred friends and the possession of that knowledge has made working for 

the Club a wonderful experience. We’ve had some great times together, and as I 

look round the Club to-day, I am sure we shall go on having them. 

For me it all started with a night ride to Bognor with the South Eastern 

Section nearly 30 years ago. Like many another misguided entrant I thought the 

CTC was a collection of fossilised gentlemen: needless to say I soon discovered 

those South Eastern blokes were neither fossilised nor ... no, I won’t say it! It took 

me some weeks to recover from the effects, however, and then cautiously took a 

ride with the Eastern Section to Thaxted. You can guess what happened; if I had 

found the South Eastern fast and furious, I found the Eastern faster and completely 

mad. It took me even longer to recover from that, and then one Thursday night I 

hied me to their mid week rendezvous, Mrs, Riley’s at Honey Lane Plain, and it 

was in that tiny parlour that the Eagle plans were later to be mooted, and as such 

deserves a special place in our affections. Many a winter night have I spent there 

with thirty blokes in that one room and the air so thick with tobacco smoke that 

you couldn’t see across it (honest fact!) and where you could swill as much tea and 

eat as many cakes as you liked for a tanner. And afterwards we would all swarm 

out to find the night sky a high roof of cold stars and we would bash up 

Woodridden Hill to The Wakes
6
 and then down to Snaresbrook in one dreadful 

scrap and not a decent lamp among the lot of us! 

And that’s how it all started, and looking back I can see now it has always 

been the same; grub shops and scraps, the laughter and the comradeships, the game 

                                                           
6 The Wakes Arms was a pub (and landmark) on the roundabout at the junction of Epping New Road, Woodridden Hill, 

Coppice Row and Golding’s Hill. After being rebuilt in 1980’s and several name changes it is now Miller & Carter 

Steakhouse. 
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has gone on, and I for one hardly regret a minute of it. And neither do you, do you? 

To be continued (one day!) 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°188 October 1948 

Silver Jubilee 

Arthur Villiers  

As it seemed only yesterday that the EAGLE ROAD CLUB came of age I 

found it rather a problem to write a message for The Way of an Eagle on the Club’s 

Silver Jubilee; it appeared such a quick jump from the frivolities of youth to the 

venerable respectability expected of a Silver Jubilee. However, in the dictionary I 

read that in the good old days of 3000 years ago Jubilees occurred every fifty, 

years and were in modern parlance what would be called a beano in which all ages 

were expected to eat, drink: and be merry and let the morrow take care of itself. 

Even if the enemy were at the gates, the whole nation got gloriously sizzled. 

Naturally enough Jubilees became so popular that the Silver Jubilee was invented 

as sort of half time affair. 

I hope that that Eagle will maintain the ancient custom and jubilate to the full 

and then return to action with renewed vitality to bring added lustre to the Club’s 

magnificent record during the past quarter of a century. 

May the Eagle Road Club go on forever. Floreat Florea
7
t 

 

Silver Jubilee (Autumn) ‘25’ 

by Aquila 

One of the best racing mornings of the year s a record post-war entry (23) and 

the stage set for some excellent times. We were not disappointed either; Albert’s 

winning ride was the fastest ever done in a club event; all the handicap, winners 

returned a nett time inside the hour; and the average time of the 21 finishers (1.9 

.42) was the best ever in club events. Naturally, there were many surprises, the 

biggest perhaps being the .12.50 of that venerable novice, John Davey, who nearly, 

and deservedly, won the handicap. Deserting his office as the club’s Grand 

Marshal, he rode well enough to suggest that he has been wasting his time all these 

years hanging about lonely racing checks, and if only he’d started 20 years ago he 

might have won many a laurel. Ah, that might have been! 

Then there was the racing debut of Jack Hardwicke, not quite a novice, but 

practically so, whose one-six is reminiscent of Albert’s ride in 1939. Here 

definitely is a young man with enormous potentialities. And Fred Dewar, after 

many a disappointing ride, sallies forth to show us what he really can do; and Ron 

Bathmaker at last achieves the coveted guerdon of a ride inside 70 minutes. Those 

are only a few of many good efforts giving ground for hope that the gap between 

our crack team and the rest of the crowd is going to be narrowed. As will be seen 

                                                           
7 Floreat Florea Blooms flourish 
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in the result A.E. Ayton won in fine style, but was chased home by his two stable 

companions, and nobody realises more acutely than Albert that his hold on the ‘25’ 

mile Trophy is a precarious one when Duggie and Nevvy are around. 

 
19 September 1948 

PRIZE WINNERS 

Fastest Time A.E. Ayton Scratch 1 1 45 

2
nd

 Fastest Time D.J. MacLeod ½ minute 1 2 20 

First Handicap J. Hardwick 10 minutes 56 55 

Second Handicap J.S. Davey 14 minutes 58 50 

Third Handicap F.W. Dewar 7½ minutes 59.09 
FULL RESULT  

A.E. Ayton Scratch 1 1 45 

D.J. MacLeod  ½ minute 1 2 20 

H. J. Edwards  1 “ 1 2 39 

F. W. Dewar 7½ “ 1 6 39 

J. Hardwick 10 “ 1 6 55 

A.C. Batty 5¾ “ 1 6 55 

N.G. Lumsden 6 “ 1 7 21 

F.A Argent 5 “ 1 8 05 

H. C. Bathmaker 9¾ “ 1 9 45 

W. J. Pruden 6½ “ 1 9 46 

R. C. Stephens 8 “ 1 10 15 

G. L. Saxby 8½ “ 1 10 20 

J. A. Miller 9 “ 1 10 40 

G. A. White 7 “ 1 10 54 

J.H. Dunn 9 “ 1 12 15 

B. A. Belleini 10 “ 1 12 24 

J. S. Davey 14 “ 1 12 50 

L.A. Belleini 13 “ 1 14 30 

W.H. Brown 11½ “ 1 15 16 

E.W. Sanderson 14 “ 1 15 49 

G.D. Milroy 9 “ 1 16 02 

J.S. Torrance 14 “ D N S 

F. H. Warriner 13 “ D N S 

 

Timekeeper………………………………..J.D. Atkinson, Esq. 

Handicapping Committee…………………....W. Beasant, Esq. 

                                         H.S.Cross, Esq. & A.W. Jacobs, Esq. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°191 January 1949 

The Silver Jubilee Dinner 

by Jack Torrance 

The twenty-fifth annual dinner of the Eagle Road Club took place, amid 

scenes of great enthusiasm on Saturday 11
th

 December 1948, at Slater’s 

Restaurant, Strand, WC2, the President, and the Hon. Arthur Villiers in the Chair.  

It was a great and memorable occasion, an evening which will live long in the 

memory of those present who numbered, incidentally, one hundred and thirty-

three, which is a record for these functions. Altogether we counted fifty-four 

Eagles which are seventy-five percent of our total membership and the remaining 

seventy-nine were comprised of the wives, sweethearts and friends of the club 

members. Our Social Secretary, Mr. Arthur Batty and his assistants deserve the 

highest praise for the successful manner in which they assembled so large a 

gathering, and for the smoothness and felicity of the arrangements of the night.  

If punctuality is the politeness of princes, then Eagles must be of royal blood, 

because even before the advertised time of the kick-off the guests, began to arrive, 

and by the time your scribe handed over his battered titfer to the cloak room 

attendant he was only just able to barge his way through the milling throng. The-

tiny foyer of the restaurant was already looking like the scrum at a varsity rugger 

match and long before half past six when we dispersed to the tables, it was pretty 

well impossible to fight your way to the bar for much needed refreshment.  Pretty 

well impossible that is for any except the most hardened and desperate of   topers, 

because blokes like John Davey and George Saxby, and a few experienced old 

timers like Jimmy Davis and Vic Cross, managed to get away to a flying start 

despite the difficulties, and one presumes that they had been training secretly for 

this event. All, or very nearly all, of the Old Gang were there and as if to 

demonstrate the proof of our oft quoted belief that the Club has lost none of its 

vigour and peculiar characteristics during the quarter of a century, there was an 

equally representative gathering of the current generation of flying Eagles, and 

equally pleasing to us, a host of that generation which lies betwixt the two. In and 

about the press of people went the one person whose presence ensures a convivial 

and successful evening ... our President. With a greeting and a kind word to 

everybody from the oldest to the youngest, it can truthfully be said that he does 

more to hold the club together as one big family than anybody. 

We think the youngest of all those present was thirteen year old Charlie 

Newbury, who is not yet an Eagle but who is so keen that we believe he is just 

living for the day when he will become the proud wearer of an Eagle badge. 

Accompanied by his mother and Charlie, senior, he seemed to thoroughly enjoy 

himself, and judging by his performance on the, dance floor we thought, it would 

not be long before our Social Sec. loses his dancing crown ; it is superfluous to add 

that the Championship Cup is already slipping from Albert’s grasp now that so, 
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many youngsters are in pursuit! At the other end, as it were, of Time’s remorseless 

cavalcade of years we saw Stan Gardner, one of the Old Originals, and who was 

Chairman at the very first Annual ‘do’ at The Talbot in 1924, and what memories 

that evokes …and Mr and Mrs ‘Algy’ Ward, .good friends of the club ever since its 

birth, and whose connections with the Section go back long before that. We say 

“how do” to them and turn to find our old pals Mr and Mrs Ted Burt, comrades of 

our misspent youth although they don’t seem a day older than when in mutual 

distress we pushed the tandems over Hindhead, and by Golly, how many years ago 

must that be! ... over there is brother Fred, the reformed rake, yarning discreetly 

with other old timers while waiting for wife Rosie ... at ones elbow one finds Tom 

Miles, President of the South Eastern Road Club, and near at hand is the ever-green 

Jimmy Slade and Mr and Mrs Bill Slimmon, whose great work for their Club looks 

like bearing a great harvest in 1949... headed by Mrs Townsend, whose husband 

Bill was unable to be present, is a mighty cohort from the Westerley, Jack Pearce, 

Len Samwell, Albie Griffiths, Keith Mosedale, and so on ... odd to think that the 

deadly rivalry between the three C.T.C. clubs in the London area should have 

resulted in such a sincere abiding friendship ... then we bump into a couple whom 

one vaguely remembers, you know how it is, dammit I know your face, can’t quite 

remember the name sort of thing, yes of course, its Jack and Mrs Cusworth, blow 

me down, haven’t seen you for ten years, old man! But, lord, how often during the 

war did we sigh for a cuppa of the old brew up - in that room at The Sun…hallo, 

Norman, old boy, yes, it’s Norman Cooper and Anne, Lincolnshire poachers now, 

but still looking like a prosperous stockbroker…stone the crows, if it isn’t old Bod, 

yes and Ted Williams too…and there’s Frank and Doris, and it wouldn’t be an 

Eagle Dinner without the Dawsons!  Old Gordon Kirk’s putting on some weight, 

what? We meet Mrs Gordon, now where the devil have I seen her before, oh of 

course at the Dance ... here’s Arthur Jacobs and Rene, then we spot Fred Argent 

and just in time remember our manners and try to greet them on their first public 

appearance since their recent wedding, and then we hear a great shout go up and 

discover it’s for Duggie. Good! He’s made it! And then Arthur Batty gives the 

signal to take our seats at the tables, and battle commenced. 

An innovation this year was the exhibition of a very fine group of 

photographs of champions, past and present, and other club personalities. This was 

mainly the work of Dennis Atkinson and the display caused a great amount of 

admiration. Unfortunately the hall available did not lend itself to their adequate 

display but we hope that another year this excellent idea can be extended so that 

they can be more fully admired. Incidentally, one member’s wife couldn’t even 

recognise her husband! Shows you how marriage can age a bloke. 

I thought the meal served to us a big improvement on recent years, although 

of course still far below pre war standards, but that can’t be helped. While we were 

busy with the knives and forks, Len Thorpe got cracking on some photographs of 

the historic scene. During the course of the evening he must have taken scores of 
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“shots” - of the speech makers, the prize takers, the dancers and the drinkers and 

for those interested, and we feel sure that all will be, the ‘proofs’ will be available 

concurrent with the issue of this number of the magazine, Arthur Batty being in 

charge of their distribution. During the dinner there was a great deal of cross 

toasting, most of it emanating from the convivial Westerley party, and so by the 

time the main toasts were due to be honoured we had all been well and truly-

primed with all sorts of wallop. 

The loyal toast was drunk to the usual musical accompaniment, and having lit 

our cigars or cigarettes, Arthur Batty called upon Harold Carpenter to propose the 

toast of the EAGLE ROAD CLUB. ‘Carp’, whose undying fame’ it is to have first 

proclaimed the idea of the Club’s formation, spoke with evident emotion and deep 

sincerity, and paid tribute to its early days and founders, to the men who built it up 

and carried on the good work, and to the present generation who are adding lustre 

to the club’s good name. Needless to say we drunk that toast with gusto, and the 

Editor of The Way of an Eagle responded. To have done justice to the theme would 

have taken much longer than is justifiable at a dinner organised on our lines, and 

perhaps an opportunity was missed of striking the right note for a Silver Jubilee. If 

therefore the resultant piece of orator missed the point I wanted to make, let me say 

now that so long as the Club maintains its cherished traditions we shall go from 

triumph to triumph. The Visitors were welcomed by Dennis Atkinson, who greeted 

our rivals from other clubs and that host of friends whom the club is delighted to 

welcome year after year. The reply brought Charlie Wright to his feet, and in a neat 

reply often brought laughter, and one unrehearsed sally about doing his whack on 

the club grounds actually brought down the house. Harry Torrance welcomed the 

Ladies…it was his maiden speech, for the club, aptly enough, and paid the Club’s 

annual tribute to the sex whom we remorselessly scorn on club runs, except when 

we want their help. Jennie Davey in replying scored quite a neat point when she 

told us that it was her debut in the Section in May 1923 which led to the creation of 

an exclusively ‘male’ organisation, because the Section until then had been a 

man’s preserve, and it was only her intrusion which spurred the men to found a 

realm where ladies were barred. Reg Baxter then rose to propose the health of our 

beloved President, and recalling that last year this toast had been entrusted to the 

youngest member, said that this year as all the toasts were in the hands of founder 

members, it had fallen to him because he was the youngest founder, member. We 

drank Mr Villiers’ health with great enthusiasm and to the rousing refrain of ‘For 

he’s a jolly good fellow’. For me this is always one of the great moments of the 

dinner, and somehow this year it seemed, the greatest moment of a great occasion 

despite the wonderful array of trophies that were shortly to be distributed. I can 

vouch for the fact that our President was quite overcome with the warmth of our 

tribute to him, and many of you probably noticed it for yourselves when he rose to 

thank us for the honour we had paid him. There is no doubt at all that as the years 

pass we grow more and more proud of him and we really do wish him long life and 
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happiness. It is no formal ritual, but the expression of our deep affection and 

gratitude to a wonderful fellow. 

After a brief interval, the revellers were called together for the prize 

distribution, and what a splendid array of cups the club now possesses. They were 

all specially mounted this year, and for most of us it was our first glimpse of the 

new ‘25’ miles Trophy, named the ‘Ayton Trophy’, which was presented last 

summer by Mr. Alfred Barnes. Unfortunately he was unable to be present in person 

to make the first presentation, and to receive our grateful thanks for so handsome a 

Trophy, but we do assure him that his generosity is much appreciated, and no finer 

Trophy adorns the Prize Table. As to the Prize Distribution generally, we thought 

the hall too small to permit a really decent layout; and this is the only criticism we 

have to make of the otherwise excellent arrangements. The Prize Distribution is the 

main and central feature of the evening and everything should be built round it. As 

it was, few people were able to make a good inspection of the table, which should 

have been at the other end of the room. 

Of course, it was our champion Albert Ayton who dominated the distribution 

of prizes, because not only did he win all the cups and make fastest time in all club 

events, but he won also five gold standards and three handicap prizes in addition. 

In accordance with the pleasant tradition he was enthusiastically chaired to receive 

the Championship Trophy. It was a great finale to a great season for him, and no 

worthier club champion has every reigned. Arthur Batty received a special ovation 

as runner-up, and those 1947 novices, Harry Edwards and Douglas MacLeod, upon 

whom the eyes of the experts are now fixed, also had a big reception. Bill Pruden, 

winner of the Novices Championship of 1948, and the many other recipients of 

awards whose deeds it has been our pleasure to record, were heartily acclaimed, 

and we feel sure that even greater things will come their way in 1949. Mr Villiers 

presented the prizes to the winners in his usual kindly way, assisted by Gerry 

Lumsden and the writer. 

There was just time for a 90 minute session of dancing drinking and chatter 

before the strain of Auld Lang Syne brought to an end the Silver Jubilee dinner. 

May we all meet again next year, and year after year, until we come to the Golden 

Jubilee. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°359 July 1964 

Report on Special Meeting 

HELD AT BEDFORD HOUSE ON 7TH
 JUNE 1964 

C.T.C. Membership 

by L.G. Bushell 

A serious situation was drawn to our attention recently when Albert Ayton 

circularised all members to give notice, of a Special General Meeting. With the 

agenda in mind we set off to Bedford House with the feeling that a stormy few 

hours were about to ensue. But, although the weather tried to create a cloak and 
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dagger atmosphere by sending bursts of thunder crackling around the building 

throughout the proceedings, the 30/40 members who attended had the well being of 

the Club very much at heart and all matters were attended to in calm and orderly 

fashion. 

The first item was to read the notice convening the meeting and to elect a 

chairman. Dennis Atkinson was soon swept from his repose in the front row of the 

assembly to occupy his customary seat beside the General Secretary. Thereupon 

the meeting had to receive and accept Albert’s resignation from the office of 

General Secretary & Treasurer. This certainly kept the meeting sober and subdued. 

After hearing Albert’s few words giving his reasons we had to vote our acceptance. 

Of course, everyone had to vote for the proposition, but certainly none of the older 

members wanted to. Albert has done an enormous amount of work for the Club 

over the years and it was not that he was unwilling to continue but from what we 

heard him say, he clearly had grounds for considering that he had not got the 

confidence of certain factors in the Club and no one could blame him for his 

decision. 

So, temporarily without a secretary, the Eagles moved on to Item 3 which, 

briefly, was to vote whether or not compulsory C.T.C. membership should 

continue to be one of the constitutional rules of the Club. Various speakers took the 

floor, all of whom were of the older generation; none of the younger members had 

anything to say on the subject possibly because the atmosphere seemed favourable 

to their views. The general opinion was that the Club is primarily intended to 

provide for the needs of the active racing members and it was shown to be a fact 

that we were both losing and failing to attract young recruits - who were joining 

other clubs in preference. 

Stalwarts, like Harry Cross, Bill Brown, Arthur Batty and Pat Beasant all 

stood to praise the benefits and value of the C.T.C. as an organisation for cyclists 

but each conceded that if the Club is failing to attract and retain members because 

of the rule, then it is better to have a club without compulsory C.T.C. membership 

rather than to have no club at all. For it was put to us that the situation was indeed 

as desperate as that - continue with the C.T.C. and our current racing strength 

would vanish and so would our hope of getting new recruits. 

Jack Miller, who, as we all know puts a tremendous amount of effort into 

looking after and guiding the youngsters, said that in his view it was so important 

that the Club should change their policy regarding C.T.C. membership, that if the 

meeting voted for retaining the rule he would consider all his work for the Club 

wasted and that he could serve cycling better by resigning, and joining a club 

which was “not at war with its racing members.” 

Just prior to casting the matter to the vote Harry Carpenter addressed a few 

well chosen words to the active members who were present in full force. In effect 

he told them that the Club is there for their benefit, but they must work themselves 

in order to make the Club work for them. It’s no good moping around saying the 
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club don’t do this and don’t provide that, they must get cracking and organizes the 

things they want to do, with the aid of the facilities which have been built up over 

the years. 

The vote was almost unanimous in favour of dropping the compulsory C.T.C. 

membership and the relevant rule now reads ‘- a member must be either a private 

member of the C.T.C. or an affiliated member of the B.C.F.
8
 -’. Two voted against 

and there was one abstention. 

Item 4 on the agenda was to accept Roger Prowse’s resignation from the 

office of Hon. Open ‘50’ Secretary. His speech was greeted with hoots of derision 

and non-acceptance when the assembly heard that he was only trying to wriggle 

out of the job with the excuse that he was getting married on the day before the 

Open ‘50’. Several wags asked him how he could be so careless as to make his 

wedding plans without referring to the list of club events. However, just in case the 

future Mrs Prowse is reading this report, let it be recorded that Roger was firm in 

his resolution, so we had to vote in acceptance of his resignation. 

The next task before us was to make good the depleted ranks of officials by 

appointing new ones. First the Hon. Gen. Sec. & Treasurer. For a few moments 

there was an uneasy silence which was finally broken by a voice hoarsely 

whispering ‘Jack Miller’, this was an aside to encourage Jack to volunteer, the 

whispered words were taken up and promptly seconded. Jack announced his 

willingness, to stand but said he would be unable to make speeches and would like 

assistance with the public speaking which befalls the Hon. Gen. Sec’s. lot at times. 

Voices were heard to say that we want a ‘doer’ not a talker and so Jack was elected 

by popular vote. 

Next came election of Hon. Open ‘50’ Secretary and it was refreshing to find 

two of the young, active members prepared to stand. Barry Snellgrove was duly 

elected by secret ballot. Tony Woodcock was voted to fill the vacancy of Hon. 

Track & Road Race Sec. 

So within an hour of its commencement the meeting was declared closed and 

Dennis Atkinson, was surprised to find himself saying  

“Gentleman, they will be open in ten minutes” instead of his usual closing 

statement of “Gentleman, if you hurry you’ll just catch ‘em before they close in ten 

minutes time.” 

The Club commence a new chapter in their history. If all we were told is 

correct the step we have taken shows that we are not afraid to move with the times 

and the younger members have had the ‘shackles’ removed. One thing though is 

certain, a club is a group of people who join together to share a common interest. 

From the common interest friendships are formed and no matter what changes 

occur the old Club will always be the same as far as the older non-active, members 

are concerned. 

                                                           
8 British Cycling Federation – now British Cycling 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°391 Winter 1971 

Six Years in the Life of an Eagle 

By Harry Cross 

As 1971 heralds the start of another racing season, I contemplate the contents 

of the R.T.T.C. handbook, and the approximately one thousand Time Trials etc. it 

will contain. What a wealth of experience, triumphs and heartaches could be 

woven into that small booklet, and, as Cycling put it a few years ago, the old Eagle 

50 mile classic is no exception to the rule. 

I was first caught up in the running of this important event in 1965, at an age 

when the thought of such an assignment was going beyond the bounds of a 

challenge into the realms of insanity. But I had at least one great asset, Winifred, 

my wife, and later, a typewriter, plus as it turned out many, many, trustworthy 

helpers. By 1965 the E.1 course had lost its appeal, as the Southend Road ‘suck 

and blow’ course was very fast and thus more popular, so our entry of 82 was 

about average for the year, but I was far from satisfied when it came to balancing 

the books and working out ways and means of making the event pay its way. On 

the day I had a lucky start with the weather and the event was won by Eric 

Beauchamp of the Crescent in 1.58.46. H. Boswell, Finsbury Park C.C. won the 

handicap in 1.45.05. and the Team race was taken by the Crescent Wheelers with 

an aggregate of 6.12.25. Our old friends the South Eastern Road Club represented 

by R. Donnington, A. Walker and L. Smith took our three bronze medals for the 

2
nd

 team prize. Alan Clarke was our second fastest man to Chris Green with a 

2.20.48 to Green’s 2.18.57, but Alan, I am glad to say, is still an enthusiastic Eagle 

whereas Chris has gone the way of so many - into oblivion. I remember little of 

this year except that so soon it was all over, and that I had such loyal and excellent 

support from so many. 

In no time at all 1966 was upon us and with 100 entries, and last years 

experience, I felt we were on the way up. We had another fine morning and J. 

McMillan, an émigré Scotsman just domiciled in London with the Velo Sportive 

Club, romped round in.1.58.56. and maintained “it was a good sporting course.” I 

was very pleased with the handicap as our own Bob King won it with a 1.51.40. 

The Crescent just beat the Crest with an aggregate of 6.51.52 for the Team prize. 

My faithful band of helpers had again proved their worth and I felt that a good day 

had been had by all. 

By 1967 the Open ‘50’ seemed to have become my life’s work. I enjoyed my 

evenings at Gerry Lumsden’s, doing the handicapping and order of start, and with 

Ivy and Winnie typing the stencils for the Start arid Result sheets. I also had a very 

good friend in the Printing Department at the M.G.M, Studios with whose help and 

encouragement I was able to keep the expenses down. Talking of M.G.M., it is not 

generally known that a major production had to be re-adjusted as certain plant 

alterations could not be done on one weekend in September - H.S. Cross would not 

be available! Again the question of holidays. If we took- them early there would be 
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no problem, so early it was. There was a little disappointment; the entry was back 

at 88. Quite good for the E.1. but not very good for the promoter. It was, too, a 

poor morning for the course, the wind being too strong and blowing the wrong 

way, much to the discomfort of R. Buchan, Norwood Paragon, sharing the Scratch 

mark with M.T. Pearse, Comrades C.C. J. Bennett won the event with a 2.02.09 

and led his Balham boys to a team win, with our own riders, McDonald, King and 

Clarke in 2
nd

 team position. My helpers again maintained the high standard of the 

promotion but the Royston course has never been very popular and in 1968 the 

course was changed to the old Six Mile Bottom, Stetchworth (near Newmarket) 

turn. The week before the event there was hardly an entry on the board, and with a 

clash of dates in the South, only 56 made up the final card. We had an exciting day. 

The Refreshment tent blew down at the finish, the drink point had to be moved 

owing to the wind and somebody wanted to report a rider for tucking in- not 

surprising on such a day! 

In 1969 I was encouraged to carry on by many well-wishers (?) and at last 

able to show a profit. There was a good all-round entry and the event was won by 

Terry Ewing of the Archer R.C., Winstanley, Gardner and Ruff all of the Finsbury 

Park C.C. got the team race and this proved to be the best supported event on the 

E.1 course for the whole year. 

Should you remain still interested and read on, remember this is six years of a 

life, and 1976 brings us to a vintage year with a full entry of the permitted 120 and 

the highest entry for a ‘50’ on the E.1. Regrettably we had to return five entries. It 

was a hard morning, but dry and J.R. Baines of the Icknield R.C., who had 

previously won the National 24 hour was fastest with 2.00.20 other results were 

 

 2
nd

  A.W. Dobbin  Bishop’s. Stortford 2.02.38 

 3
rd

 S. McPherson Cheltenham 2.05.08  

 4
th 

B.R. Cushion Norwich ABC 2.05.17 

 1
st 

Hcp. J. Perrin V.C. Anglia 1.54.55  

 2
nd

  “ A. McKenzie Newmarket 1.56.56 

 3
rd

   “ C. Cope Welwyn Whs. 1.57.06  

Team Prize Clacton and District C.C.    6.25.25 

(R.W. Twinn, D.L. Donovan and A. Calver) 

 

A good race with the honours well spread out. 

The one setback was that M.G.M. closed down at Elstree in May, after great 

promise in the previous year, but our old school of Atkinson, Baxter, Carpenter, 

White and Williams came to my rescue, covering the lost donation, and made it a 

great year. Our Refreshment tent at the finish has been a great asset, few of the 

customers and riders enjoying their cups of tea realized it had been strained 

through a Nylon stocking and the Police have been after me for years but looking 

for a younger man! 
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Of my Timekeepers and Helpers I could fill The Way of an Eagle, they ‘who 

only stand and wait’, but, by Hell, we have been a happy team, and know each 

other without mentioning all the names, I shall look forward to seeing you all again 

in September, for although Gerry has volunteered to give me a rest, the team still 

remains. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°396 Spring 1972 

The First of the Many 

by Harry Cross 

The 1972 Time Trial Season is away and stirring the blood of the oldsters as 

well as the young, and, in 1925, when the Club was formed we were oldsters 

before we even started. 

My early riding was done in the bloody, muddy battle of the Somme, getting 

18 pounder shells up to the guns, so perhaps that is why I did not feel my first time 

trial, a 12 hour, was anything out of the ordinary. I had also been riding with the 

Eastern Section of the C.T.C. and anybody who remembers the Isle of Wight 

Easter weekends - Southampton for tea, and the ride from Cowes to Ryde after a 

rest on the Solent - will know the meaning of Massed Start and a downhill finish. 

Business riding from home to Apsley End, Hemel Hempstead, was also a great 

help to get the miles in and with two members of the Norwood Paragon in the 

gang, I was well and truly given the works. They informed me that the then famous 

Harry Green used to train on Ginger Beer for his End to End record ride so I 

decided that would be my tipple. Word got around and very soon I was the lion of 

the gang and, after returning from my first mid-week ride up to Tring and 

Aylesbury I found six pints of Ginger Beer waiting for me on the counter - and my 

turn to pay! 

The Constrictor Tyre Company had just introduced a hollow rim painted 

wood colour which, with open sided tyres, looked for all the world like sprints and 

‘tubs’ and with a light green frame I was way ahead. The Paragon boys took 

mudguards off for training so I followed suit but my ego took a dive when my 

frame was found to be about an inch out of line, however, on the bench next day a 

14 inch bastard file
9
 soon put that right. 

Came the day. My first venture into the time trial world, Saturday, 12
th

 July, 

1925, and the weather fine for the Bath Road Tourist 12 hour Time Trial. The entry 

from the Eastern Section was a good one, including members who were riding with 

the Century Road Club. They were well turned out with sprints and ‘tubs’. Also 

riding was my friend and founder member Dennis Atkinson. Starting down the 

Bath Road at one minute intervals I felt in good form and had the first Century man 

in sight before the first feed at Theale. At the feed I was told to take it easy or I 

would not last the day out but I don’t think I took much notice of that and no riders 

                                                           
9 Bastard File - A file of the commercial grade of coarseness between coarse and second-cut. 
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seemed to be catching me up. Through Savernake Forest the going was really 

good, just you and the forest, no traffic and another rider in sight. I remember the 

turn and feed at Chippenham, quite a gallery, and with cheery good wishes I am off 

on the return journey still feeling good and strong and. riding up Marlborough Hill 

without getting off. 

But it was at Maidenhead that the excitement really began. I must tell you that 

being a Saturday and with only a half day off, the Eastern Section were just 

beginning to get up the road, and I passed the first of them at Maidenhead Thicket. 

At least, I heard somebody shout, “Christ, that’s Harry Cross” and very soon after 

that Frank Dawson and another shouted “Keep going, we’re with you” and so they 

were to the end. The turn at Hounslow found only one rider ahead, Dennis 

Atkinson, and I was all out for the kill. But, it was not until the Datchet turn off the 

Bath Road, and Dennis’s father pointing the way, that I was able to get ahead and 

be the first man on the road. Datchet saw the end of the course - 180 miles for the 

Gold Medal, but you had the option of riding out your time, if any, I did not get the 

option. Someone said “He’s riding on” and I just managed to keep on as the bike 

shot forward to down a lovely pint of Ginger Beer five miles down the road, 

having covered the longest distance to that date, I am pleased to say that Dennis 

also won a Gold. 

You may wonder why all this, if you have read thus far. Well I recently met 

the Bath Roader who ‘ran me out’ and watched me down that pint. His name is 

Alfred West and he is still racing. 

 

G O L D E N  J U B I L E E 

At the AGM of February 1972 it was decide that the Golden Jubilee Dinner of 

1973, organised by Arthur Batty, should be something special and funds raised to 

subsidise it. Peter Smith volunteered to organise two jumble sales and Dennis Sale 

to organise selling even more Tour of Britain Milk Race Draw tickets. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°396 Spring 1972 

THE GOLDEN JUBILEE DINNER HAS BEEN BOOKED FOR 17TH
 NOVEMBER 1973  

AT BUCKLERSBURY HOUSE, WALBROOK, LONDON, E.C.4. 

The collection of Jumble for our sale is now going on. Don’t just give the odd 

piece, really turn out everything and get round the neighbours as well) we need to 

make a packet on this and, with your wholehearted co-operation, we can. First 

collections have been made but Pete Smith or Dennis Sale will be happy to arrange 

collection of more right up to the ‘off’. 

The Musical Evening at the Ayton’s home raised £6 for the fund which, with 

other donations now stands at £16.25. 
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Any Old Rags? 

by Peter Smith 

The rumour that the people at 11 Stewards Green Road are rag and bone 

merchants is due mainly to the frequent visits of various odd looking folk with 

large polythene bags full of old clothes and items such as wringers and chipped 

dishes. The fact that it took eight months to collect enough to hold a jumble sale 

seems to indicate that most of the collecting was done by a few and the rest sat 

back and let them. The brilliant idea of supplying polythene bags to would-be 

contributors would have worked far better if used in the way intended. 

September 16
th

 1972 - a day to remember. Thirty Club members and friends 

assembled at St. John’s Hall, Epping for the unaccustomed purpose of selling other 

peoples cast-offs. The enthusiasm with which they turned themselves to this task is 

reflected in the figures. £55.59 collected, of this over £7 came from the tea and 

cakes generously donated by members wives, over £3 on the door at 2p a time. The 

final profit was £55.16. Not a bad two hours work? Thanks are due to all who came 

and helped however repulsive the job might at first have seemed. 

------------------------ 

Pete’s account is perhaps too subjective to give altogether the full, enjoyable 

flavour of the experience of helping from the first moment when about seven cars 

all converged at the same moment on the hall. Hard work, yes, two solid hours of it 

in preparation and then yet two more from when the first of the queue, yes, indeed, 

a queue, pressed into the hall, thrusting their 2ps at Win and Harry Cross, until 

things slacked off to leave the odd visitor. During that time it was almost 

impossible to look away from one’s own stall but what a variety of human nature 

was there revealed. The jumble was good class, varied, and must have given an 

impression to stand us in good stead for next year. Yes, folks, start putting it by 

now, twice as much needed, the collectors will have to be strengthened, more 

helpers, we’re going to better that figure next time. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°399 Winter 1973 

Win Cross put herself to work and used the Festive Season to make some 

money for the Jubilee Fund by selling Christmas cards and gifts to members and 

friends, the commission in which, £2.25 was donated to the fund. 

The Open Event Secretaries, Pete and Gerry to run a raffle at the other’s event 

in aid of the fund. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°401 Summer 1973 

The Saturday Coffee Mornings, organised by Dennis Sale, at the Clubroom at 

Caukwell Hall for the shopping throng in Walthamstow High Street were a great 

success and yielded no less than £68.20. The Fund now stands at £258.16 and we 

need to exceed £300. The one big effort remaining is the second Jumble Sale, St 

John’s Church Hall, Epping, Saturday 1
st
 September. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°402 Autumn 1973 (Golden Jubilee Number) 

Times Remembered 

by Aquila  

I might have guessed, mightn’t I, that there was some under-handed motive 

for our Editor’s visit last April to these far North-Western shores: fair enough, I’ll 

admit that at that time he did somewhat tentatively enquire about the prospects of a 

contribution (literary or monetary was never made clear) to these hallowed pages, 

but I understood it then to be the sort of gambit so often employed by magazine 

tycoons when supping a pint of ale in a Fleet Street pub and are accosted by some 

impoverished, out- of-work literary hack. After all, if the mug does send something 

in, he can always return it with a rejection slip; and if the mug doesn’t, well, he’s 

been flattered into believing he’s still not forgotten. So...Albert and Olive once 

safely on their way back to Redbridge, I promptly forgot all about it and returned 

to the more immediate problems of planting cabbages and spuds, a pastime much 

more suited to one now past the biblical span of three-score-years-and-ten. thus it 

was that I was quite horrified to receive a letter, nay, more a peremptory demand, 

from His Editorial Highness, to produce the said contribution within 28 days, and 

concluding with the usual ominous ‘or else’. Frantic telephone calls to H.E.H. only 

confirmed my worst fears; what the fellow wanted was an historical review which 

would have taxed the scholarship of Gibbon or Macaulay and this I cannot do 

because I no longer have access to the necessary references. What he is getting are 

the random jottings of senility, or that’s what the rough draft reads like to me.  

The story of the formation and early years of the Club has often been told; 

there is no need to go over that ground again now. Suffice it to say that the world 

was a very different place to what it is today. I think that, in many respects, we 

were closer then to late Victorian England than the present Elizabethans appear to 

us: for one thing we had not long emerged from the dreadful carnage of the First 

World War (most cycling clubs as I remember them had a goodly percentage of 

battle-scarred veterans in their ranks) and far from being a land fit for heroes to 

live in, as had been promised by glib politicians, it was a place of low wages, high 

unemployment and bitter industrial conflict. Motor cars were to be seen about of 

course, but I doubt whether they were one fortieth as numerous as they are today. 

The roads were a great deal narrower and generally in poor condition and it seemed 

to me at the time that very little had been done to improve them since the arrival of 

the railways. What Dennis Atkinson once said at an Annual Dinner is quite true - a 

necessary prelude before riding in any event was to go over the course a week 

before and check it for pot holes and really bad patches. 

But notwithstanding the shocking conditions, social or environmental, of the 

life around him, once out on his bike the cyclist was very definitely the King of the 

Road and he found in his club life a joy and happiness, and in my case, and I 

daresay many others, the perfect ecstasy. To get out at the weekend and wait at 

Wanstead or Woodford for the lads to arrive to stand and chatter while dozens of 



46 

clubs went by in long crocodiles to places as far away as Bishops Stortford or 

Saffron Walden (names that in my ears sounded as wonderful as Samarkand or far-

off Peking). To get down to Honey Lane Plain on Thursday nights where, in a 

babel of sound, one could have as many rock cakes as could be eaten and as much 

tea as one could drink all for a tanner, (or two-and-a-half new pence in the modem 

jargon): to rise before dawn on Sunday and belt down to the 32
nd

 milestone and 

wait in silent homage for such legendary heroes as Dave Marsh to turn in a time of 

two-twenty odd for a ‘50’ - ah, that was paradise enow. To literally devour Cycling 

from cover to cover, with double-page reports of a single road event, and touring 

articles by such as Wayfarer and A.W. Rumney, to say nothing of contributions 

from G.H. Stancer and F.T. Bidlake - ye gods, we didn’t know how lucky we were! 

No motor ways, no road markings, no traffic lights or traffic wardens, with a Bart’s 

map and a few shillings in one’s pocket and a bicycle beneath you the world was 

all yours. 

Not the least of the many things which have surprised me when reflecting on 

the changes in the cycling world during these last 50 years has been the 

extraordinary improvements in racing (time trialling) times since 1923. No doubt it 

can be explained by better roads, better bicycles, fiercer competition and, dare I 

add, by the improved standards of physical fitness generated by a higher degree of 

living and yet, I should hardly have thought that even all these things would have 

opened up such a gap as is the case today. Perish the thought that maybe we 

weren’t trying hard enough! I knew, personally, most of the eminent riders of that 

era and can vouch for the fact that one of them (S.G.R. Hunter) had the stiffest of 

medical examinations prior to going overseas for my own company, the doctor 

pronounced him the finest physical specimen he had ever seen: so perhaps it was 

the dodgy watches...!  

Anyway, it might amuse some readers if I record the fact that the competition 

records at the end of 1923 were 1.04.58 tor the ‘25’ held by H.A. Hughes of the 

Marlboro, and 2.13.36 and 4.47.45 for the ‘50’ and ‘100’ both held by S.G.R. 

Hunter of the Warren, whom I have mentioned above, The ‘100’ time was done in 

the Bath Road event and there was virtually a special edition of Cycling the next 

week because not only had the competition record been broken (the previous 

holder had been Leon Meredith of immortal fame !) but four others were actually 

inside ‘evens’ as well! I have forgotten now what the  ‘12’ record was, but if it was 

over 220 miles I’d be surprised, and as for the  ‘24’ I know Jack Rossiter of the 

Century managed 402 miles in the North Road event that year and only just missed 

the record. I hope I’m not boring everybody with all this statistical stuff but I can’t 

resist the temptation of mentioning just two more items, the first because it took 

place in the very week we were formed and the second because it has a sequel even 

as I write. The brothers Stott of the Century went for the R.R.A. Tandem ‘100’ 

and, with half a gale to help them, clocked 3.50.27, which was so sensational at the 

time that the press concluded its report by saying that  “these riders have not only 
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put the record on the shelf, they’ve burnt the ladder”. How bitter a thing it is to be a 

prophet! The other item concerns Charlie Davey of the Vegetarian Club, with what 

was then thought to be a superhuman performance he broke the Bath and back 

record with a ride of 11 hours 47 minutes but yesterday I saw in the newspapers 

that some young varmint had actually done it in a little over 9 hours! O tempora! 

Such then, more or less, was the scene in the cycling world into which we 

were born on that momentous Sunday in October 1923 at an inaugural meeting at 

which I was not even present! I have often told the story of how my brother came 

home that night and proudly announced 

“We’ve formed the racing club, it’s to be called the Eagle Road Club” 

and added, rather glibly I thought, “And you’re the Secretary.”  

Oddly enough, although this appeared an earth-shaking bit of news to him, it 

seems to have made remarkably little impression on me because the first reference 

to the Club that I can find in my own personal papers is a note in early November 

about writing to some badge makers in Birmingham and another concerning an ad 

hoc committee meeting at Honey Lane Plain where it was decided to apply for 

membership of the E.C.C.A. I do not know whether any copies of that first badge 

still exist, but if one does it must be worth quite a lot of money as a collector’s 

piece... I was assailed on all sides and told that the bird looked more like a canary 

than an eagle and only my bland excuse that it was meant to be a baby eagle saved 

me from instant dismissal after only three weeks in office. 

Apparently my letter to the E.C.C.A, applying for membership of that august 

body was in more correct form since I was swiftly summoned to the inner council 

of their Committee to hear their decision; in retrospect I think it very likely that 

they wanted to see what sort of hoodlums they were admitting and whether we had 

the necessary fifteen bob for an annual subscriptions: it was very like going for an 

interview at a Management Selection Committee. I can remember Collings-Young, 

a redoubtable figure in the cycling world, suavely asking if ours was a ‘mixed’ 

club, to which I replied with a courage born of despair -   

“Oh, it’s a mixed club alright, but it’s not a cock-and-hen club, if that’s what 

you mean.” 

Such an equivocal statement today would invite suspicion that we were just a 

bunch of queers, but in 1923 open reference to such delinquency was unheard of. 

Anyway, such laughter as greeted my remark was taken as a bit of one-upmanship 

on Collings-Young himself, who was I believe attached to the Roamer C.C. - a 

very cock-and-hen club indeed; and so we were duly elected. I might add that in a 

very short time I found myself, a member of that self-same Executive Committee 

although what competence I could bring to bear there never did understand. 

Norman Cooper, a year or two later, actually became Chairman, an office I’m sure 

he filled with far greater distinction than I in my capacity as general dogsbody. 

Time has blurred much of those far-off distant days half-a-century ago but yet 

I still retain the clearest of recollections of that first winter before the racing season 
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began; particularly one Saturday afternoon tea at ; The Owl, Lippitts Hill, where all 

the chatter round the tables was of the impending ECCA Novices ‘25’ and our 

chances therein. The enthusiasm and fervour created an electric atmosphere and, 

for my own part, I must confess that any lingering doubts as to the wisdom of our 

venture were steadily resolved. New members were gradually drifting in; one of 

them, Harry Cross, himself a war-veteran (having celebrated his 16
th

 birthday 

among the frightful slaughter of the Somme in 1916, as I later discovered) and 

destined to have a long and illustrious racing career now so fittingly crowned by 

the Presidency; and another was a shock haired youth of 15 from the Northern 

Section, who had a briefer but equally distinguished career only to return 20 years 

later and break the Club 24 hour record. By March we must have numbered all of 

thirty members - not a very large army to assault the ramparts of the racing world, 

but of course every member was an active one and as keen as mustard - darned 

sight too active at times for me as I tried to hang on to them in the mad scuffle 

from Hammonds ‘Caff’ in Epping, a mid-week rendezvous to which we had 

transferred our patronage. Those Thursday night ‘blinds’ were supposed to impart 

a magic element of speed into limbs not constructed for that purpose, well, not in 

my case anyway: what I do recall is a mad cohort bolting ‘ell for leather, 

mudguards rattling like an orchestra of castanets, the illumination nothing more 

than that provided by a shilling bobby-dodger, which of course had either gone out 

or fallen off the Lamp bracket long before we got to The Wakes.
6
  

To make matters worse, or better if you care for that sort of thing, and most of 

them did, we either absorbed or were absorbed by similar groups from other clubs 

similarly hell-bent, like a swarm of lemmings, on self destruction. It must have 

been an awesome experience for any poor benighted peasant vending his way to 

some primeval hamlet such as Theydon Bois to have to scramble up a tree to dodge 

a mad multitude of cyclists who swarmed, quite literally, across the entire road. I 

think that we were probably regarded then, and rightly so, with a mixture of 

amused tolerance and lofty disdain by the established hierarchy of the racing 

world. It was one thing to ‘dust up’ in an eight mile scrap, mostly downhill, from 

Epping; the real test was still to come. 

The first hostages to fortune to be thrown in at the deep end were the 

‘novices’ (the inverted commas are quite deliberate) in the Eastern Counties event. 

We thought we had a better than evens chance of pulling this off in the form of Bill 

Wortley who had won the immortal Eastern Section scrap the previous autumn: as 

it happened he finished fourth, a minute slower than the winner, but good enough 

to win the bronze medal, thus commencing a unique run of success in this 

particular event in which we were placed eight times in the next ten years. The next 

event was a fortnight or so later (the racing programme was quite sparse in those 

days) and was the Club ‘25’. To everybody’s surprise this was won by the shock-

headed youth, George White, mentioned above, with a ride of 1.14.0 and I think 

Dennis Atkinson was second and about a quarter-minute slower, times which did 
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not exactly set the Thames on fire, or even the Stort for that matter. For some 

reason which I have forgotten now neither Harry Cross nor Bill Wortley were 

riding that day; bearing in mind what I have written in the protecting paragraphs it 

is more than likely they were both hors-de-combat nursing injuries sustained in 

those Thursday night Armageddons; not for nothing would we have made a 

princely donation of half-a-guinea to the Epping Cottage Hospital had we not been 

regular customers of that institution!  

It is odd how memories of long forgotten incidents come crowding in as I pen 

these notes – does George, himself, I wonder, still recall that day, and remember 

himself, as I remember him, a lonely waif-like figure, sitting astride the manger in 

the stables of The Cock at Henham, maker of the fastest time and first handicap 

winner in the very first ‘25’? The Cock at Henham! Ah, what memories are evoked 

at the very mention of that hallowed place, destined as it was to be our racing 

headquarters for the next two years! And was it not Fred Burt who wickedly 

suggested that the only reason old man Telfer gave us notice to quit was that he 

needed all the bedrooms to accommodate his ever growing family which was six 

when we first went in and was ten when we finally left? Or was it more likely the 

beer that got poured in his player-piano which caused our eviction and led to our 

establishment at The Albert in Bishops Stortford? Ah, yes - The Albert! What 

goings-on there were there! - and that, too, long before a Royal Commission was 

needed to be set up to investigate the moral depravity of the working classes. I 

know only too well that quite a few of us encouraged Reggie Baxter to propose 

marriage to Miss Bates, the manageress, a trivial sacrifice on his part we thought 

but one which would have mitigated the strange irregularities of conduct between 

the Eagles and her serving wenches. 

But I am rambling on a bit and must come back to the summer of 1924 and 

the event which I have always regarded as decisive in our history inasmuch as it 

provided us with what all clubs need, a star rider. The event was the Club 50 and 

once again I was not even on hand when history was being made, being on holiday 

at the time on the Isle of Wight; however, I was amazed to receive a postcard from 

my brother on the Monday morning (posted in Stortford on Sunday afternoon, 

charge one penny! and how long would it take to deliver in these days ?) telling me 

that Harry Cross had won it with a time of 2.22.40, quite shattering really, because 

few riders on Eastern roads ever achieved anything better on that Newmarket 

course. We had arrived! From now on everybody had heard of the Eagles and very 

soon Harry was to be joined by many others to make us a very formidable club 

indeed. 

Another reminiscence, albeit a more personal one, concerns the first Annual 

Dinner which we held at The Talbot in London Wall in December, and which we 

restricted, may we be forgiven, to the male sex only, and was attended by a mere 

thirty or forty although God knows that must have been practically a 100% turnout 

of the members. For me the organisation and what-have-you that goes with this 
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sort of function was a great ordeal, inasmuch as the limits of my experience in this 

direction were the ordering of a club lunch or tea, and I can remember even now 

my worries culminating in a vivid nightmare in which I dreamed it was held in a 

barn with white-washed walls and the whole event a complete flop - the entire 

assembly ... storming around me shouting 

“What a bloody awful way to end the first season.” 

 Actually of course it was a terrific success and probably the only ones who 

had any complaints to make were the ladies who, being allowed as a gracious 

concession to attend after we had dined were compelled to wait on the sidelines as 

it were, while we, (not quite yet their lords and masters since none of us was 

married, but nevertheless we considered ourselves quite superior beings) smoked 

our cigars and finished the wine!! It was overall a great and memorable occasion 

and I still treasure my copy of the menu (another collector’s piece) on which 

Arthur Villiers has inscribed  

“I have rarely seen such jubilation and enthusiasm. Well done.” 

Alas, I am afraid I have exceeded by far the space offered by the Editor; 

neither indeed have I complied with his wishes regarding the subject matter. What 

he wanted and what I fully intended to do when I began to write this article was a 

résumé of the years up to the outbreak of the war and a comparison with the post-

war era, and yet here I am , only just at the end of the first mile and so much more 

to say, Which only goes to show how old men will gossip on...perhaps one day I 

shall be permitted to carry the saga forward and yet I fear that the task would be 

better undertaken by o certain ex-Civil Servant and now a professional lay-about, 

and he’ll know who I mean. Right now however I would like to end this very 

personal narrative with my own special tribute to the fine company of men who 

followed the pioneers and whose efforts ensured a continuity of success so vital to 

our existence, an eventuality by no means certain once. Harry Torrance and George 

White retired in 1928. They brought fame and lustre to the Club and it is fit and 

proper that we should not forget their contribution. People like Reg Livermore, 

thrice club champion and as tough a rider as we’ve ever had; Reggie Baxter, who 

was a mere slip of a boy when we first started but always the ideal clubman and 

still, I am proud to say, an active cyclist; Bert Tuck - dear old Bert Tuck - for 

whom I have always had the greatest affection and admiration and whom I always 

thought of as an Eagle through and through - dear God, what a book could be 

written around some of his escapades! More suited to Private Eye perhaps than the 

pages of this staid journal, but what a story; and last, but by no means least, that 

quartet who so nobly and with such distinction carried the flag up to the outbreak 

of the war, and arguably the best team we have ever had, Arthur Jacobs, Fred 

Argent, George Venus and Gerry Lumsden. 

It was my great privilege to recount their exploits in these pages for many a 

year; to all of these and to so many others I send fraternal greetings. We have come 

a long way together, altogether a wonderful experience for which I am profoundly 
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grateful. Perhaps one day I may come back to these pages and as an amateur and 

inadequate historian carry the story down to the present time but for the moment 

you will have had enough of my loquacity. 

I wish you all well and will look forward to seeing you on the 17
th

 November. 

1925 ~ 1975 

by Harry Cross 

The Eagle Road Club is this year celebrating its Fiftieth Anniversary and it is 

my good fortune to have been with the Club since the great day it was founded. We 

can be forgiven if we look back but ‘not in anger’ rather with a sense of pride in 

our achievements. Events and happenings crowd in and who can sort out the wheat 

from the chaff, for what is a high- light for one is so boring for another. I am 

doubly fortunate to be still active and when I meet and talk with the younger 

members it is extremely difficult to realize that fifty years have passed since our 

first  ‘25’ and racing season. 

What an impact on the racing scene we made in those early days and what a 

bunch of hard riders! From a collection of old literature I have a result sheet for the 

Eastern Counties 12 hour event, dated August 1929 in which 18 Eagles rode and 

amassed, a grand total of 3,331 miles between them, and then after a rest and high 

tea at The White Horse, all rode home from Potter Street. 

The previous year we had 14 entries but not all were finishers. 1926 - I well 

remember this one. It blew a gale all day. 159 riders started but only 70 finished. 

On the way back from Cambridge about 69 ‘d.n.f’s’ lined both sides of the road at 

Quendon and cheered on those stalwarts still riding, spurring me on to victory. 

Here are just a few more result cards up to 1950 with the Eagle Road Club figuring 

25 times in the prize list and this one for 1937 shows Eagles 2
nd

, 3
rd

 and 4
th

 plus the 

team race and these are but a few. We still have with us names off those cards, 

staunch men and true, doing their stint to keep the Club and game alive and, 

believe me, there are still good days ahead, Middleton Stoney proves that. 

Alas, many of them, however, are now but names on a start sheet, while I 

often wonder how many have not made it to the 50
th

 milestone. Notably my first 

touring partner, Harry Torrance, my first tandem partner, Sid Custerson, my great 

team partner and Champion, Reg Livermore and heroic Frank Willsher, together 

with our great President, the Honourable Arthur Villiers, D.S.O. 

Events immediately after the war seem very remote these days but it started 

another chapter in our fifty years history, bristling with names and deeds to better 

those that had gone, Albert Ayton winning the University 100 with 4 hours 55 

minutes 10 seconds after a 4 minute stop, Arthur Batty 3
rd

, Gerry Lumsden 4
th

, 

Fred Argent 11
th

 and, naturally, the team race for good measure. We thought we 

were fast but these men were faster and yet even these are twenty years away. 

Helping, too, can be very rewarding. It is good, even on the side lines to watch 

your man hammer through with a 2.0.6 or a 4.14.55 not to mention Albert and 

‘Nevvy’ with their 1hr. 46min. 17sec. tandem ride for Competition Record or to be 
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watching for Ron Thwaite’s or George White’s night lights out in the wilds of East 

Anglia in the North Road ‘24’ hour events and Gerry Lumsden riding in the 

Catford ‘24’ who would have it ‘hot’. 

The pattern has changed greatly, the roads much wider and smoother. Could 

the young men of today visualize the scrap home from Epping, when the greatest 

danger, apart from ourselves, would be an unlighted hay wagon, driver asleep, on 

its way down to Stratford Market? 

What can I say to the up and coming men of today? After fifty years maybe 

it’s time to say nothing but stand by ever ready to give a helping hand. Whatever 

you attempt, do it to the best of your ability, ride hard and often and you will, like 

me, see fifty years of real enjoyment and, I trust, more to come. 

Thoughts on a ‘24’ 

by Gerry Lumsden 

Only special kinds of club folk are kinky enough to contemplate riding in a 24 

hour event and, although no one could call me special by any stretch of the 

imagination, I thought by way of making my ‘swan song’ to competitive cycling, I 

would .like to see just how many miles I could cram into riding twice round the 

clock - kinky is right!!! 

Of course, the first thing not to do is to think too deeply about it, otherwise 

your thoughts can become the deterrent your more normal self should heed. The 

preparation I put into the operation was to ride as many miles as was possible the 

year before, without disrupting too much the home life to which one had become 

accustomed, and indeed, enjoyed. So having completed a full year of racing in 

1947, I continued with the normal winter clubruns until about three weeks before 

Whitsun. I then decided on a long ride straight up the A11 via Newmarket, 

Thetford, Norwich and. Yarmouth, then back down the A12 via Lowestoft, 

Ipswich, Colchester and Leytonstone. I well remember starting out from home 

around 4 a.m. one Sunday morning having mentioned on the Saturday night to my 

dear wife that I’d be home around: midnight! The weather was calm and dry with a 

slight so’easter blowing and equipped with a 66” fixed gear I reckoned by the end 

of the day my legs, arms, lungs, in fact my whole being would have some idea of 

what I would have to endure. 

Passing the Clubhouse at about 5.30 a.m. with its sleeping occupants quite 

oblivious that one of their ilk was going by without so much as a wave, I sped on 

until Attleborough when I had my first stop for a cuppa and a bite to eat. My very 

first sight of Great Yarmouth was a tea stall near the front and I had the first cup 

out of the pot that had just been brewed - nectar indeed. After the second and third 

cups, the idea was to find the A12 out of town and stop at the first reasonable grub 

shop for lunch. It was after this period of time and some 50 miles or so on that I 

noticed myself slowing up somewhat - in order to discipline myself I refused to 

carry any iron rations or drink of any kind, well, this was what I wanted but I 

didn’t bargain for the scarcity of tea shops. On and on I went until I reached the 



53 

point in my delirium when I seriously considered knocking on someone’s door at 4 

p.m. on that Sunday afternoon asking them to make me a cuppa but I waited until 

Ipswich, parched and dehydrated, almost staggered into a snack bar to have 4 cups 

of tea with eggs and chips - the chips just would not go down without a sip of tea! 

Plodding on I eventually reached home just after 1 a.m. to a wife who was 

wondering whether to tell the police to put my name on the ‘missing persons list’. 

Completely shattered I decided that perhaps I should wait another year. 

Well, 1949 it was to be and the Catford ‘24’ held in early July was the chosen 

event. It would be warmer and the period of darkness that much shorter than the 

North Road ‘24’. The preparation was much as before, only the BIG LOOP took an 

hour less to do on the same 66” fixed. I had also arranged with Ivy to tour Scotland 

on the tandem via the Isle of Man in June. Only one incident of note on this 

training ride - we decided to start the tour from home on the Friday evening with 

the object of riding through the night up to Liverpool to catch the 12.30 p.m. boat 

over to Douglas, I.o.M. It was during late morning after a meal, the sun shining and 

pleasantly warm, when I managed by some miracle to pull the tandem over to the 

proper side of the road with a violent jerk - yes, I had ‘nodded off’, and I believe 

Ivy had too, because she would surely have noticed the tandem going across the 

road before she enquired if I had been asleep? The thought of what might have 

happened shakes me to this day. Ivy did many miles on this tour as part of my 

training plan for the ‘Catford’. We spent as much time as we could in beautiful 

Scotland and caught the 9 p.m. train from Edinburgh on the Saturday 15 days after 

we left home. 

I was lucky to find two others mad enough to enter with me, namely George 

White, who was making a very successful comeback at that time, so much so that 

he had shed almost 2 stones in weight doing it and George Saxby who was then a 

clubmate. It was a 4 p.m. start and Ivy was very kindly brought down to the start at 

Horley by Harry and Win, who were pleased to look after us during the 24 hours 

and many hours afterwards. We were pleased to see also Fred Argent, Irene and 

Arthur Jacobs, Olive Jacobs, as she then was, and Bill Waller on the circuit. I have 

never tasted coffee quite like it before or since. 

If I remember it rightly it was soon after 9 a.m. when the real drama started 

for me. I was still feeling quite fit and making my way towards the most westerly 

turn when we had to pass over a level crossing and, after these bumps, I was aware 

my front extension was rubbing on the tyre, so I stopped and bent it up again, 

couldn’t see anything to cause it - I remounted and continued only to see it rubbing 

again almost immediately, but this time when I dismounted I discovered to my 

dismay the front forks were beginning to snap off at the crown - well, I thought, 

“this is it” and nobody near. I remember walking back to the previous check to see 

if I could borrow a bike of some kind to continue on but this marshal had only a 

touring machine complete with panniers! However, I borrowed this, with the 

owner’s permission and continued, on my way. Don’t ask me how but the news got 
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round and soon a van caught me up with Roy Staplehurst’s bike inside - this Ilford 

Road Club rider had packed early and very kindly offered his bike, which had a 

24” frame with76” fixed on HP’s! I gladly accepted this offer and, after we had put 

the saddle down to the top tube, I was off again having lost about ¾ hour. The sun 

was beginning to warm up now and, during the early afternoon, it was decidedly 

hot the number of pints of beer offered by unofficial but well meaning helpers and 

refused, was somewhat embarrassing. Experiencing another bout of the DT’s I kept 

shouting to my most amazed helpers that I wanted it ‘ot’, as John Davey will tell 

you. 

When the circuit timekeeper told me to stop I was completely sold. Harry and 

Win took me back to the digs - I remember it took me about 20 minutes to lift my 

left leg over the side and into the bath - I was physically and mentally shattered for 

about 2 days after and said “Never again”. My two Clubmates, also first timers at 

this type of masochism, both did extremely good rides, with George White 

breaking the Club record; in fact, I like to believe we three still hold the unofficial 

24 hour Club team record. I was lucky enough to record the 5
th

 greatest distance 

missing 4
th

 prize by a few yards and an experience, on reflection, I am glad to have 

had.  

Just a Few Words 

from George White 

When, as a veteran of 16 and two years C.T.C. membership, I first met, in the 

summer of 1925, the Eastern Section of the North Metropolitan District 

Association, I could hardly have imagined celebrating, 50 years later, the Jubilee of 

the newly formed ‘Sparrers’ as the cockney element among us called the Eagle 

Road Club. An introduction to the secretary bird known as Aquila, when his dog 

Latin was showing or ‘My brother Jack’ and other aliases because of his 

underground activities later centred at Fulham where the notorious Bung-Ho Press 

produced the W.O.A.E. and, other forgeries, and I was granted founder membership 

- name in first rule book and all that - but was really its first new member, to be 

followed by others of the Northern Section. They tried to smooth off the edges of 

these tough Easterners but all later desisted. Taking out naturalisation papers I 

remained but have kept on visiting terms with the ‘Northern’ ever since. However, 

I rapidly gained unpopularity by winning the Club’s first ‘25’and, with the aid of 

the existing club rules which were soon altered, won also the first Club 

Championship. It took four years before I could repeat the offence then the club 

had me kidnapped (if my wife reads this I am only joking, of course). That year, 

1928, we upstarts of the racing world did some good things and given a, little 

maturity and experience could have done even better. 

As these formative years passed life’s course was set and the friends in it. The 

good and the not so good cards are dealt as with most clubmen and women and in 

them lay much of our future. 
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Although mine was a short racing career my memories of this period are 

strong but too many to recount. After the war and a time abroad, having a tolerant 

family, I took my 1928 bike to Ireland, for a first tour in 20 years and later found 

myself riding in a Club ‘50’. A little leg-pulling by the older generation and a lot of 

assistance from the younger saw me started on a new racing education easily 

beating all my old times at twice the age. 

Those 6/7 years were brought to a sad end but all the friends and associations 

of the Club remain interleaved with other aspects of life. 

I cannot believe that today’s younger members will get the same satisfaction 

from the pastime but am probably wrong in this and do wish them all the good 

things that the Club can bring. No Latinati has ever said, or is likely to say it, but, 

in the best traditions – Per Aquilum ad Astra!’
10

 

A Few Lines from My Cycling Diaries 

by Olive Ayton 

They start in 1937 when I was introduced to the C.T.C. Eastern Section by my 

brother, Arthur. He was already a member both of the Section and the Eagles 

although he had joined the C.T.C. without any idea of ever becoming an Eagle as, 

in his mind, he wanted only to tour, but, there, that’s how many of the Eagles were 

won in those days. When I joined I couldn’t sort out the wood from the trees. 

Numerous people would meet at the Clock Tower
11

, Woodford, some would ride 

off to one venue and others to another and I was never sure whom I should ride 

with, for somebody was sure to say,  

“You don’t want to ride with them, they’re the Eagles”, 

(and somebody else would say “You couldn’t keep up with them, anyway”.) 

Well, on that Sunday, I was chaperoned, by my brother out to The Yorkshire 

Tea Rooms at Stock and there found quite a bevy of ladies with the Section. Of 

these I remember Florrie Jakeman (Hardwicke), Florrie Billingham (Dewar) and 

Peggy Thomas (King), there were others I know, Chris somebody, I can recall and 

I’m sure I’ve left some out but 1937 was a long time ago. Following this first 

Sunday tea run I went on a Kent run and was sorted out there and then by Peggy 

for a holiday tour down into Devon and we have remained friends ever since. 

So, August 1937, off we went - happy days - even after cycling all day 

together we used to chatter well into the night and I well remember staying at a 

little cottage on the sea front at Minehead, talking through half the night, the waves 

rolling in for an accompaniment, in fact, they sounded so close they might almost 

have come swooping over the tiles right into our attic bedroom. I do hope our 

nattering didn’t keep anybody awake, anyway, nobody complained. Another 

highlight was when we found ourselves in No Man’s Land around Dorchester 

somewhere and feeling very hungry, so we knocked at a farmhouse door and the 

                                                           
10 Per Aquilum ad Astra - Through the North Stars 
11 The Clocktower was atop Woodford Green Men’s Club on the corner of Links Road and the High Road (A104). It 

became residential accommodation in 2005. 
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farmer’s wife, a perfect looking lady to me, reacted favourably and prepared us a 

most delicious cold meal finishing with peaches and oodles of fresh cream, served 

at a large and long beautiful dining table in a wonderful dining room, well, hall, 

really, with polished, colourfully tiled floor. Another little episode that stuck was 

when was stayed in Coombe Martin and were charged a whole sixpence for a bath 

we hadn’t had – we soon got that put right. 

1938 - Sam King, George Adams, Peggy and I went off to the French Alps, 

my first Continental holiday. The sun seemed to shine all the time although on 

second thoughts I do remember a few storms. 

Alas, 1939, World. War 2 arrived into our lives. That Sunday morning the sun 

shone brightly and my dear father and brother were hastily digging away to erect 

the Anderson shelter, while I (no women’s lib for me!) met and joined quite a 

party, including Albert, at the Clock Tower. We made our way for elevenses in 

George Adam’s garden at Goffs Oak. I think it was just about eleven o’clock when 

the first siren wailed, very uncanny and, to me a little frightening and yet trouble 

seemed far away as we went on enjoying our tea and scones and the hospitality of 

George. Everything, of course, went a little haywire at the time. Some of our folks 

lost their jobs, others evacuated and gradually many were called into the forces. 

There was a nucleus of us riding right through and I daresay it would take a page to 

name them all. 

Florrie Hardwicke, née Jakeman, I first remember as Eastern Section 

Secretary when I joined. Florrie and Wallie married and went to live in a brand 

new bungalow in Carpenders Park (near Watford) where I had some very 

enjoyable and quieter weekends during the blitz. Jack Dunn then became Section 

Secretary, one of the rough stuff fiends. When you landed in No Man’s Land or 

had to carry your bike across some formidable stepping stones, vowed to yourself 

that you would never follow him as a leader again but later found you were doing 

something very similar. Jack Forman was next on the list as Section Sec. Once I 

heard the Eagles called ‘Jack Forman’s Club’ when he was about the only regular 

racing man. Jack and Irene did a lot of tandem riding. A very sociably inclined 

pair. Others, too, will remember a lively Christmas party at their house that seemed 

to include most of the riding section at that time. 

Then I tried my hand at the job. By this time in my confident youth I thought I 

had sorted the wood from the trees and, now and again, tried to sort out the Eagles, 

especially when hordes of us arrived at the lunch place, some not having booked, 

resulting in the rationed food being stretched somewhat. But, looking back, it was 

wonderful what we received, for half a crown (2/6 - 12½p) - for turning those 

pedals for an average of 70 miles, even for the lesser of us, each Sunday. It 

certainly worked up appetites. About this time the war had come to a close and our 

fellows were gradually drifting back from the forces. With my regular Sunday 

riding I found I could hang on to some of these newly demobbed Eagles and, 
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sometimes, even have them hanging on. How exhilarating those rather rare times 

when one knows the feeling of real fitness. 

1947 - Whitsun weekend, about a dozen of us made for Lavenham. Quite an 

occasion for me for I managed but few weekends. We proceeded at first fairly 

gently with Sam leading us round in circles around forsaken airfields. He was 

another who loved to get off the beaten track. The usual last ‘blind’ to the venue 

saw us sitting down to supper still a bit breathless. Sunday if I remember rightly 

went off without incident and Monday we returned to meet the rest of the Section 

for tea at The Red Cow, Shelley
12

. There were one or two blinds or bashes in the 

best cycling tradition in which I managed to hang on but nearly didn’t because of 

laughing so. Frankie Stokes was particularly funny with his mutterings, while poor 

Ella Beasant, who hadn’t been initiated into cycling very long, took rather a dim 

view now and again on the back of the tandem. 

But it was fun and unhesitatingly recommended to the new recruits to the 

sport. Why not ride into our still wonderful countryside. Visit some of the Youth 

Hostels, it really is great with company. One never gets the same free feeling in a 

car. Fitness comes naturally and one must surely be more prepared for racing. It 

seemed to suit the racing man of that era, anyway. Being taken to and from all 

events by car and without other riding must be like jumping in the deep end when 

you can’t swim when you start to race. 

Back to my diary. We all eventually arrived at Shelley and found the Eagles 

contingent happy with some great news. Albert had won the Uni-100 in 4.32. 

pipping Arthur’s Bath Road 100 record of 4.54. This same day Arthur and Bill 

Waller were concentrating on roofing the new kitchen extension to the Clubhouse 

and Albert’s reply of ‘52’ to their passing enquiry as to what he had done, brought 

the deflating rejoinder “What, 5.52?” 

The Eagle’s affairs, and their ladles, somewhat naturally, play a large part in 

entries - helping in club events and opens - at the Savernake turn in the Bath Road 

‘100’ while on tour with Rene and Arthur - out on the Catford ‘24’ with them and 

Ivy and Win and Harry – there’s a photograph taken after a club event at tea at The 

Hand and Crown, High Wych, must be about 1946 or 7 with a chorus line sitting 

on a seat Peggy, me, Rene, Irene Forman, Phoebe Reed and at the end the lady who 

I think became Mrs Mer. 

I certainly enjoyed my stint as Section Secretary but, suddenly I lost my dear 

Mother, who had always been a good listener and shared in our joys and sorrows. I 

returned to the fold a little later with perhaps less exuberance but found an Eagle 

partner, as have so many of the Eastern Section ladies and that’s 21 years ago now, 

with but the one little regret that, in that time, there have been too few entries 

recording cycling enjoyment in the pages of the diary. 

                                                           
12 The Red Cow is now Smith’s Brasserie 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°403 Winter 1974 

The Golden Jubilee Dinner 

Well, here it was, the culmination of fifty years of club life and, more 

immediately, of two years of fund raising, of effort, to re-contact out of touch 

members and to imbue everybody afresh with enthusiasm in the Club to make a 

worthy celebration of the fiftieth anniversary. To many, and particularly those who 

joined the Club 50 - 40 years ago and had retained their involvement, so 

encompassing a brotherhood with a range from founder member to new recruit, the 

reception room at Bucklersbury House presented a delightful but impossible 

problem of greeting all one’ s friends. It is, perhaps, no secret that some had 

misgivings at booking a room that demanded a minimum of 150 but, in the event, 

this was attained unbelievably early and we were hard against the maximum 230. 

The hubbub was deafening, the soft Muzak inaudible except in the ballroom itself 

where the gallant band of helpers, led by Arthur Batty (who was eventually to 

succeed in getting his first dance and second drink at 12.40!) were occupied until 

the last-minute setting out the tables with place cards in the form of the Jubilee 

magazine and the ladies gift.    

Once under way the dinner provided more opportunity for more conversation 

with those nearer neighbours for the service was not at all of the standard to be 

expected at such can establishment but the meal itself was enjoyed by most, 

although some entered a caveat on the tenderness of the duck that comprised the 

main course. Preceded, by a good turtle soup and fried scampi (No, not together) 

and followed by a rather nice ice cream and hot black cherries and then the 

trimmings of fruit, chocolate mints and coffee, it was a notable meal and up to the 

standard of similar, and even some more pretentious venues in the West End. Not 

that there would be much argument against the point of view that, at such a charge, 

there should be – no semblance of complaint.  

President Harry Cross, in the chair, started off the cross-toasting by taking 

wine with the founder members present and various others took it from there to 

provide some variety in the entertainment. Music during the dinner came from the 

D.J. and provided a pleasant background to everything else that was going on. 

To have been able to do all that one would like to have done would have 

needed a weekend celebration and to do all that was planned on the evening 

demanded a rigid time-table that inevitably started to go adrift. The slow service 

made the speeches late starting and, on such an occasion and with an augmented, 

toast list, the speakers found themselves mostly unable to do justice to their subject 

whilst remaining within the requested time limit. The writer opened with a toast to 

the founder members which was well received and enthusiastically supported. 

‘Slim’, and with such a long-standing friend of the Club the use of the nickname is 

an endearment and not disrespect, gave the toast to the Club. Obviously proud to 

have the honour on such an occasion he laid a particular stress on the inter-club 
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activities, not forgetting the routine reminder of our lack of winning ways in the 

‘50’ of recent years, and remembered some of the names that figured large in the 

association of the two clubs.  

The response was in the capable and experienced care of Jack Torrance who 

roved far and wide over the Club’s history, of which so much has been his 

inspiration and chronicled by his inimitable pen. Of the early days with Dennis 

Atkinson as the principal of the Canning Town Male Voice Choir, Harry Cross and 

his favourite solo My Old Shako with the thundering refrain. Past yet prophetic, 10 

- 20 - 50 -40 - 50 years ago; of our first President, Arthur Villiers, and to the 

unanimously chosen successor in the chair; the strong association with the Eastern 

Section, so beneficial to the Club for so many years, and yet not forgetting to come 

nearer with the mention of Arthur Batty and some of our present day racing men in 

Alan Clarke, Mike Beasant and Stephen Batty. All this laced with the Torrance wit 

and humour and with the faith to quote from Browning ‘Grow old with me, the 

best is yet to be’.   

To mark the special occasion the ladies had had at their places a gift of a 

pretty square and a flower and, to continue the special recognition, the toast 

reverted to its former singularity and was entrusted to Dennis Sale who, in 

acknowledging the help and support of the ladies nevertheless managed to do so by 

reference to the exploits of various of his companions when they were removed 

from the immediate influence of their near and dears. Win Cross in expressing a 

short and sincere thanks included, the assurance, as if it were ever in doubt, of 

continued help. 

Bill Brown, proposing the toast to the Visitors and Prizewinners, had a full 

book with more friends present than ever before and limited only by the size of the 

hall. He mentioned particularly Ray Gosman of the Finsbury Park C.C., winner of 

the Open ‘50’ in a wonderful 1.59.25. The representation from other clubs was 

tremendous, nothing less, 29 Westerley, 19 South Eastern, 15 Viking and no fewer 

than eight other clubs, including the Presidents of four of them in Will Townsend, 

Jimmy Laws, Bill Frankum and Ron Deering, As visitors with particular 

significance in their help to the Club he noted the Open timekeepers, Eddie Engel 

and Roy Davidson, and our friend at the Eton Manor, Derek Marsh. Not to be 

forgotten were the Eastern Section members including those from the early days 

who had given their support to the Club without joining the ranks and he brought 

all the Eagles to their feet to drink the health of this host of well-wishers. The 

response to the toast was with Will Townsend, who could have been catalogued by 

a number of different and important posts in the sport but, on this bill, as member 

and now President of the Westerley Road Club, one of the many who have 

suffered, yet enjoyed the inter-club fixtures. Which fact he was early to note with 

some thoughts on the run that put the Lavenham battle honours on the Eagle flag. 

He commented on the wealth of riders he had known in his association and, not 

unnaturally, as R.R.A. secretary, remembered Crisp and Tilley for their Portsmouth 



60 

and back record as well as such as Harry Cross, Reg Livermore with his Uni ‘100’ 

win, Ayton and Edwards on the tandem, Tony Woodcock in road races, even 

including in his appreciation of the scope of talents, an Eagle by proxy in Win 

Cross for her 195 miles 1247 yards winning ride in the Rosslyn ‘12’ in the Club’s 

early years. With his last reference to Dennis Sale – ‘Dennis the Diplomat’ - for his 

efforts in recent years particularly, his thanks were undoubtedly sincere. 

To be standing and wondering what to say that had not been said before was 

Gerry Lumsden’s task in proposing the health of the chairman, our President, 

Harry Cross. He did succeed and, even had he not, the esteem that rests in Harry 

can bear re-stating. Sufficient example of this regard, in Gerry’s opinion, was that 

the sad necessity to fill the post after the passing of Mr. Villiers resulted in but one 

nomination and that accepted unanimously with acclaim. On such an evening 

Harry’s thoughts, in thanking everybody, went back to the days when this new club 

and its friendliness, the bicycle and the quiet of the English countryside, did 

something to regain sanity after the mud and blood bath of the Somme. Some other 

rider then, with little appreciation of potential, had labelled him ‘weedy’ - he was 

happy, he said, to have been a weed in such a colourful garden. 

The distribution of prizes which followed had a little something missing - the 

medals, victims of a shortage of silver that had imposed an indefinite delay. Ironic 

to realise that had we left the silver standard as we had to the gold, medals of some 

base metal would have been gleaming on the table. Then, the procession of 

winners up to the table completed, the floor was cleared and the rest of the evening 

given over to dancing, drinking, talking and fruitlessly endeavouring to greet all, 

for sure, this time, all, one’s friends. An entertaining double act, whose racy, 

bouncing, music hall numbers were in the mood of the evening, provided an 

interlude until, in the early hours of the morning, with a special feeling this time, it 

was Auld Lang Syne. With a further look round the photographs collected by 

Stephen Batty and a long farewell of everyone, that was it then, with the thought 

that the next significant Jubilee is the Diamond - ten years only - better programme 

- the Jumble Sales now! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°403 Winter 1974 

Team Work 

Some of you may be interested to know that the total cost of the Golden 

Jubilee Dinner last year amounted to £1,081. The Jubilee Fund raised £404, the 

Syndicate raised £155, and with the sale of tickets we ended the day showing a loss 

of only £12.76. When you consider we reckon to lose on average £l5-£20 or so on 

an ordinary unsubsidised Dinner, this is a remarkable achievement of co-operation 

and goodwill, and the desire to make good on behalf of all concerned. 

What a splendid lot you all are. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°403 Winter 1974 

Annual General Meeting 

LADY MEMBERS 

The sensation at this A.G.M was the motion in the name of Dennis Sale and 

Harry Cross which had the effect of removing the restriction of membership to 

gentlemen and thus opening the ranks to the ladies. In its way as revolutionary as 

the abandonment of obligatory C.T.C. membership, passions not merely didn’t run 

high but seemed non-existent. Even the advocates presented it more as a coldly 

logical step in a changed situation although not then offering the suggestion that it 

was likely to have a radical effect on the Club’s membership and riding activities 

and it seemed merely recognition of the ‘de facto’ position which has long applied. 

There was no real opposition but that there were some unconvinced was evidenced 

by the voting which showed none against but the abstentions just leaving sufficient 

support for a two thirds majority. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°468 August 1993 

The First 25 Years 

by Jack Dunn 

The Eagle Road Club came into being just five years after the close of World 

War I. These were years of great expansion in the cycling world. The War forced 

many young men into unaccustomed travel and opened their eyes to a world 

beyond the parish boundary; and the advent of the inexpensive mass-produced 

bicycle provided the means to get out of town into that outer world. Few people 

had cars in those days and once clear of the town, the cyclist was virtually king of 

the road.  

The Cyclists’ Touring Club was one of three national organisations fostering 

cycling as a leisure activity and was particularly active in setting up local groups 

for companionable week-end riding; it did not concern itself with competition. One 

such group in the London area was the Eastern Section, which held regular 

Saturday afternoon and Sunday runs starting from various points on the fringe of 

Epping Forest. The section run was ideally an orderly procession, led by the 

appointed leader at moderate speed appropriate to the enjoyment of the country 

scene. In practice, with a number of healthy, young lads in the group, the 

competitive spirit would assert itself and club runs could develop into something 

almost indistinguishable from mass racing. Some of the Eastern Section were 

itching to get into organised competition and were tempted to join various racing 

clubs in the locality until somebody suggested they stay together and form their 

own club, an idea eagerly taken up, it seems. 

As a first step they organised a 25-mile time-trial. At that time, (September 

1923) true racing on the public roads was officially prohibited and road 
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competition had to be in the form of the unpaced time-trial; riders were despatched 

on an out-and-home course at 1 minute intervals and their time of return recorded. 

There were thirteen riders in the ‘Eastern 25’ and it was evidently judged a 

success, for formal inauguration of the Club followed shortly, in October, at The 

Three Tuns, Hertford. Fifteen members were present but an absentee, Jack 

Torrance, was nominated for secretary by his brother and elected. Few individuals 

are named in this brief account but Jack’s contributions to the establishment of the 

Club, as secretary for several years, then as founder and editor of the monthly 

magazine, demand that he be among them. The name of the Club has been 

attributed by some founder members to The Eagle pub, or the Eagle pond, at 

Snaresbrook, both having been meeting places for Eastern Section runs at various 

times; but others have cast doubt on this. Membership was restricted to 

‘Gentlemen’ - and they had to be private members of the C.T.C. - rules that 

remained in the book for the next 40 years or so. 

The following year- 1924, club events were run at 25, 30 and 50 miles and a 

100 mile event was added the year after. By 1927 Eagles were beginning to make 

their mark in open time-trials. Meanwhile, two other ‘racing offshoots’, as they 

were called, had been formed from C.T.C. sections in the London area; the South 

Eastern and Westerley Road Clubs. A series of annual inter-club time trials 

between us and these two clubs was instituted and fiercely contested, with Eagle 

victories uninterrupted for many years. There were also inter-club runs in which 

equally fierce battles for supremacy developed! 

In 1928 there were individual and team wins in several open events and two 

Eagles were short-listed for selection for the Olympic Games and directed to ride 

in a qualifying event on the same day as an Inter-club ‘50’. Such was the keenness 

for the inter-club series that they elected to ride for the Club.  

In those days, time-trials were conducted in a low-profile style to avoid notice 

by the police or other authorities. They demanded that inconspicuous clothing be 

worn; they were usually on courses well away from London and started as early as 

possible on a Sunday morning to avoid the build-up of traffic. Hardly anyone had 

cars so this meant sleeping away from home on the Saturday night; far from this 

being a burden, the ‘racing weekend’ was one of the joys of club life still cherished 

in memory by survivors. But finding accommodation for 20 or 30 riders and 

helpers within easy reach of a course and at prices that a mainly impecunious 

membership could afford, could be a problem. For our ‘home’ course on the 

Newmarket road, starting near Stansted, beds of a sort were found in such places as 

Henham, Bishop’s Stortford and Newport, but the accommodation was often over- 

crowded and the facilities poor.  

This was the background against which the idea of our own clubhouse 

germinated and for its eventual realisation we will always be indebted to our first 

President for his encouragement, advice and personal generosity. The Hon Arthur 

Villiers, D.S.O., was introduced to the Club by Jack Torrance in its early days, 
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became President and remained so until his death in 1968. In March 1937 the Club 

promoted its first Open event, a Novices ‘25’, aimed at attracting unattached riders 

to the Club and successful in that. The President was there and, on hearing about 

some of the overnight discomforts endured by riders, raised again the possibility of 

our own racing headquarters. It had been mooted two years previously without 

result, this time things moved quickly. In May, purchase of an Army type hut aided 

by a gift from Mr. Villiers, was approved by a Special General Meeting and, by 

July it had been erected, with planning permission, on ground adjoining The Wee 

Cott café in Newport and was ready for occupation by the competitors in the Club 

‘100’. 

But this was just the start; we were still dependant on the café for meals, and 

even for washing facilities, at first. Devoted work by a handful of worthy 

volunteers brought various improvements over the next two years; but then came 

the War. The hut was commandeered by the local authorities to house, evacuated 

families and we lost control of it for the next few years. 

At the end of the War, the arrangement with the café proprietors having 

become unsatisfactory to both parties, there was a long search for another site. The 

upshot was the purchase, through the good offices of our President, of the present 

site at Ugley by the Eton Manor Charitable Trust. The move to the new site was 

achieved entirely by Club members. After a few week-end working parties in early 

1947 for preparatory work, the main operation took place over a cold -and showery 

Easter weekend, when a dozen or so members dismantled the building, loaded it on 

to a borrowed lorry and re-erected it on the new site, 
From then on there has been a continued development and improvement; 

kitchen, showers, cycle storage, overflows sleeping accommodation and so on, 

almost entirely by the labour of members. One name must be mentioned in this 

connection: Arthur Jacobs was appointed to supervise the moving of the Clubhouse 

and the success of the operation was largely due to his talent for organising 

effective team work from a mainly unskilled volunteer labour force. His own work 

on the clubhouse continued for many more years and we have been fortunate in 

having worthy successors to carry on the good work of development and 

maintenance. We owe our Clubhouse to these devoted people. 
The declaration of war in September 1939 brought the immediate cancellation 

of the racing programme in anticipation of massive bombing attacks which, in fact, 

did not materialise for almost a year. In 1940 there was a somewhat reduced 

programme of club and open events around the London area but, as recruitment- to 

the Forces continued to deplete the number of people available as competitors or 

helpers, club events became impracticable. A number of East London clubs 

collaborated in running combined club events; these were held on course near 

London to overcome the difficulties of accommodation away from home, the roads 

being practically traffic-free at weekend. Performances declined with increasing 

difficulties in training in war-time conditions and the reduced competition, but the 
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important thing was that the sport was kept ticking over and, when peace returned, 

the organisation was in place for rapid restoration of full activities. 
The Eagle Road Club racing strength had declined to about- half-a- dozen at 

most but officers and committee had continued to be elected throughout the war 

years and an annual dinner or luncheon had been held. Above all, our magazine 

The Way of an Eagle continued to appear at monthly intervals, in spite of all the 

difficulties of production in war conditions. More than anything else, this held the 

Club together, keeping it in the minds of our Forces members all over the world, as 

one of the things they would come back to after the war. Not all came back, sadly; 

the ornamental gates at the Clubhouse are a memorial to the two who lost their 
lives on active service. 

Not all who came home returned to racing or even to active cycling: some had 

acquired new interests, including wives or fiancées. But, over the next two or three 

years, new members were enrolled to balance the losses; there was also a rapid 

improvement in the level of performance with many individual and team wins or 

high placings in open events. There were impressive reductions in club record, 

times, too. And we were still beating the South Eastern and the Westerley in the 

inter-club series! 

So, at the close of the 1948 season, our first quarter-century ended on a high 

note with our clubhouse well established and our riders playing a dominant role in 

the Eastern Counties racing scene. Throughout this period the happy association 

with the Eastern Section, who had continued their runs programme uninterrupted 

by the war, was a great asset to the club; it provided a pool of willing helpers, 

including ladies (still ineligible for Eagle membership) and a recruiting ground for 

Eagle members.   In the years that followed, the obligatory C.T.C. membership rule 

was dropped, the ladies were admitted at last and the club extended its activities 

into the track and massed-start fields and the promotion of open events. But all that 

is another story.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°480 August 1996 

The Eton Manor 

by Albert Ayton 

The Eton Manor was a part of the charitable initiative in the post First World 

War depression known as the Universities Mission to the East End, to what was, in 

modern jargon, a ‘deprived’ area, very much so, in fact, . The object being to 

provide some activities for the large numbers of young people, many unemployed, 

the Hoxton Manor was just such another. The Honourable Arthur Villiers, D.S.O, 

younger son of the Earl of Jersey and, by profession a merchant banker, was the 

leading light of the charitable trust running the Eton Manor. The club had a club 

building in Riseholme Street, Hackney which ran off the Eastway just past The 

Victoria and today the building would be standing about in the middle of the A112 

(M) approach road to the Blackwall Tunnel. The extensive sports grounds were on 
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Hackney Marshes, known as The Wilderness, briefly as Eaton Park and nowadays 

the Lea Valley sports complex on the other side of Temple Mills Lane opposite the 

Eastway circuit, (which was, did you know, built on the former West Ham Council 

rubbish dump?) 

The Eagle Road Club, as the handbook notes, was the first ‘road’ club to be 

formed from among private members of the Cyclists’ Touring Club, in this case 

those who rode with the Eastern Section of the Metropolitan District Association. 

Consequently, most lived in east or north-east London and in fact an early 

handbook reveals that, of the total 40 member listed, only two did not have an E or 

NE London postal address. There were among them Eton Manor members 

including significantly, in my view, the Torrance brothers, Harry and Jack, the 

latter being the first General Secretary, volunteered by his brother at the inaugural 

meeting. Mr. Villiers (Major Villiers to many of the Eton Manor staff, from his 

war service) took a great interest in the club from its inception and, after spectating 

at the Anerley 12 hour, presented his trophy in the first year of the club’s activities 

and it is still there to be won today. 

Almost every sport one could name had a ‘section’ and an appropriate 

manager in the Eton Manor set-up, except cycling and any members expressing an 

interest in that sport were pointed toward the Eagle Road Club. The Club 

recognised Mr. Villiers’ continuing interest and support by asking him to became 

Club President in1928 and he was enthusiastically re-elected at subsequent 

A.G.M’s. until his death in 1969. There developed a regular annual invitation to 

club members to an evening, initially at the Riseholme Street club and post-war at 

the Wilderness, during the summer when participation in various sports, football, 

tennis cricket, croquet, riding one of the Old Ordinaries (‘Penny-farthings’ to the 

hoi-polloi) and similar relaxation’s before a relaxed and informal meal with our 

President. One of the managers, Ron Hill, when I first attended and later, Derek 

Marsh, looked after us on such occasions.  

Mr. Villiers moved down to the lodge just inside the Wilderness grounds 

(where Temple Mills Lane makes that right angled turn) during the war and Bill 

Waller got a call for his expertise to organise a bicycle for the ride from Hackney 

Wick to Barings’ offices in Bishopsgate which would save using petrol. To the 

same end there eventually arrived electrically powered vehicles, car and a van.  

The Club’s first Open promotion was a ‘Novices 25’ in early 1937, in those 

days (pre R.T.T.C.) unattached riders were allowed and this was the object of the 

promotion, the search for new members being perennial. No question, then, of cars 

to the start, one weekended and one of the places used, on this occasion, was a 

youth hostel at Bishop’s Stortford and Mr. Villiers, supporting the event with a 

visit, was not at all impressed with the standard of the accommodation, 

subsequently suggesting that we ought to have our own headquarters. This was 

thinking on a grand scale in those days but, notwithstanding any doubts, things 

progressed rapidly. Arrangements were made with The Wee Cott, a weekend 
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caterers at Newport, for space at the end of their garden for the building, which 

was a gift from Mr. Villiers, for the Club’s sleeping requirements, with meals to be 

taken with the other weekenders in the house.  

The Clubhouse was requisitioned during the war to house a family bombed-

out of their home in the East End and they left it finally in a state that required a 

good bit of effort to clean up. Additionally The Wee Cott gave us notice to leave as 

they were not resuming catering. Efforts started to find a new home on a piece of 

land which, it was thought, could be purchased, in memory of the two members 

who had been killed in the Services, with the Memorial Fund which had been 

started, and would grow, it was reckoned, to the £100 target for the cost of a 

suitable site. The hunt was principally conducted by Bill Waller, Dennis Atkinson 

and Arthur Jacobs and they came up with Mr. Reay at Ugley Hall Farm who was 

prepared to sell us a piece sufficient in size and at our price level. This was the 

strip from the hedge corner by the Clubhouse down to the road (the planning 

people said that the building had got to be at least 100 feet from the road). Mr. 

Villiers expressed an interest in seeing the proposed plot and said to Bill Waller  

“I always say that if you are buying a piece of land, it should always be a 

good sized piece.” The consequence was an offer by the Manor Trust to the farmer 

which straightened up his field edge, just about trebled the original site and was 

then leased to us on a peppercorn rent ‘as and when demanded’, which it has ever 

so been. The Memorial Fund erected the Memorial Gates.  

We were told to arrange for the planting of the trees round the edge to give us 

some privacy and over the course of time lots of other things turned up. The 

marquee and the bell tent, the long table in the Clubhouse, the hand mower towed 

over the grass by stalwarts, including the ladies and much else. Mr. Villiers used to 

make a point of at least an annual visit, usually on the day of the Club Hundred 

when the winner could expect a ride back to the Clubhouse from the finish in the 

Presidential Rolls.  

In the 60’s the Riseholme Street premises were compulsorily acquired for the 

new road and the possibility of the Wilderness going the same way made the Trust 

alter its emphasis to purely educational one and Mr. Villiers moved down to 

Middleton Stoney, where the Trust owned 4000 acres, and the programme of pre- 

university courses was started. He invited members, particularly those younger 

ones down to Middleton Stoney for a weekend and the Trust continued the 

tradition after his death from, I think, 1971. This is coming into the memory of 

many of you and all the stories that are in the history of Middleton Stoney 

weekends deserve a separate article. Suffice it to say that Derek Marsh and all the 

staff at Middleton Stoney have always continued the friendship and welcome that 

has characterised this long association. If you are round that way, stop a while, 

walk up to the church, as so many of us did on the last morning of those weekends, 

and pause to remember a great man, who made possible a participation in sport, 

with its development of character, to full many an East Ender. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°490 November 1999 

A Matter of History 

by Jack Dunn 

There has been a strong historical element in The Way of an Eagle recently 

and it may be timely for me to contributions something to sustain this feature. 

From the time I joined the Club in 1936, I was always fascinated by stories of its 

formation and its early days from members who remembered those times. About 

ten years ago I became concerned about the rate at which we were losing our 

founder members, by death or otherwise, and felt somebody ought to get a record 

of things they had to tell us before it was too late. For lack of any contender for the 

e task I felt impelled to offer myself and had the approval of the committee for ‘A 

History of the Club’. I envisaged this basically as a compilation of the facts and 

figures available in The Way of an Eagle, annual handbooks and dinner menus, 

with members’ recollections and impressions to put flesh on those bare bones. 

For this purpose I appealed in this journal for members to write a few pages of 

their own memories of their introduction to the Club and their experience with it, 

particularly in the early days. I also prepared to study the early editions of The Way 

of an Eagle and was disappointed to find that there was no such thing in the first, 

ten years of the club; so I needed members’ contributions all the more to cover that 

period. 

I had no response whatever to my general appeal but when I wrote 

individually to founder members and others I had a number of highly informative 

and entertaining replies. Some of those are too good to deny to readers and will be 

reproduced in successive issues of The Way of an Eagle, starting with Dennis 

Atkinson’s which is probably the best account of the events leading up to the 

Club’s formation. 

Dennis Atkinson was a founder member and one of the leading figures of the 

infant club. He was a lifelong friend of Jack Torrance, founder of The Way of an 

Eagle and its editor up to the Second World War years, and collaborated with him 

in its production on antiquated and temperamental machinery. He was one of a 

group of Eagles who pioneered Continental holidays, walking at first, then cycling, 

long before overseas travel became common. He served as timekeeper for club 

events for many years. He was an expert rifle shot and is reputed to have carried a 

revolver on racing weekends in the early days (probably only a starting pistol to 

help liven up Saturday night Junketing’s.  

So what happened to the history? After a good start it received a severe 

setback when my wife died in a cycling accident and life got somewhat 

disorganised. It has not been abandoned but progress has been sporadic and slow 

and, at my advanced age, I am not making any promises about its completion; that 

is why I want these stories to appear in print now. 
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DENNIS ATKINSON’S STORY 

The first is about myself as I am the only one I can tell you about with any 

conviction. I imagine that most early members drifted into cycling through a friend 

or by mere chance. In those times, so shortly after the First World War things were 

bad, far worse than after the Second World War, cycling was free and got you 

away from the factory or workshop (if you had a job). I first started cycling’ during 

the 1914/18 War. I was then about twelve, an East-End boy, my mother and father 

rode a tandem and I trailed along behind in the approved fashion. 

My first long ride was to Tempsford, Bedfordshire to avoid the Zeppelin raids 

during the harvest moon period (chicken feed after the last lot but rather terrifying 

at the time). Because of this early riding by the time I became acquainted with club 

cycling I was a fairly accomplished rider. I started work in 1919 as a general 

dogsbody in the laboratories of Lyles’ sugar refiners. I was spoken for by a friend 

of my father, he was a commissionaire there, and his name was Bill Venus. He was 

the father of George who later I had the pleasure of introducing to the Eagles. 

George, in turn, brought along Fred Argent - funny how things work out isn’t it.  

I had also signed on for evening classes in chemistry at the East Ham 

Technical College. I was kept late at work one day and had no time to reach 

college by tram so I went straight there by bike, which I carted up to the lab and 

put in the storeroom. Later, I was approached by another member of the class who 

asked me what club I belonged to. He appeared horrified when I told him none and 

he invited me to ride with the CTC, which I’d never heard of. His name was Arthur 

Read - later of the Century Road Club. He asked me my Christian name and when 

I told him Jim he seemed disappointed, said he had a brother named Jim and, in the 

Eastern Section CTC there were already five Jim’s. I told him my second name 

was Dennis and that’s why I’m Dennis in the club and Jim everywhere else (70 

years ago, I can’t believe it). My first ride was to Buntingford on a rough day and 

we returned in a snowstorm but I enjoyed every minute of it and continued to ride 

with the section.  

I believe the Section Secretary then was Algy Ward, a Fleet Street journalist, 

and acquainted with B.W. Best, nicknamed ‘the great unwashed’, a timekeeper and 

I believe, Editor of Cycling. Among other members of the Section were two 

brothers, Jack and Harry Torrance, who both were members of the Eton Manor 

Boy’s Club. Harry was boisterous, outgoing and always ready for a jape; he was an 

apprentice jeweller in Hatton Garden and he rode a second-hand Raleigh. Jack was 

a more serious individual, quiet and restrained and it was some time before I really 

got to know him; he was employed as a clerk in a shipping office. Bill Bridger was 

also from Eton Manor and worked for his father in the family butchers shop. Bill 

Tilley, another Eton Manor boy was an amateur boxer and, I believe, was 

schoolboy champion for his year. Other CTC members included Fred Burt, an ex-

seaman but at that time an employee of the Gas Light and Coke Company. John 

and Bill Davey, cousins to the Torrance’s, all keen and regular riders. 
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We had a few female riders: the dates of their introduction I cannot recall but 

they were all good riders, they had to be to keep up. We would appear not to have 

been very gallant however when one dropped off the back, but they always had a 

female companion or two, nobody was left on their own. I remember Emmy Jones 

who married ‘Yorkie’ Constantine a Yorkshire lad working on the London 

newspapers in photo production. Winn Cross, née Stansel, whom you know about 

and a Bertha who married Algy Ward. Frank Dawson followed Algy Ward as 

Section Secretary; a hard worker for the Section, he later married Harry Cross’ 

sister.  

It was about this time that Harry Cross joined the Section. Harry was a couple 

of years older than me and in addition was more staid than many of us Not 

surprising when you consider that he joined the army giving a false age and fought, 

in the First Battle of Ypres before they found out his true age was 16. The 

experience must have had some effect on him and probably accounted in some 

degree for his tenacity and determination when crouched over his bike, with time 

and miles on his mind. Harry brought with him several other members, his brother 

Vic, Sid Custerson and, I believe E. Turner. One day in 1922 some bright spark 

suggested that a ride in the ‘Bath Road Tourist 12 Hour’ might be interesting so 

some of us started training! Now the Tourist part of the event meant no tights - 

only ordinary dress - other than that everything went. Starting at Hounslow, 

competitors could either turn at Marlborough or go on to Chippenham where there 

was a sit down meal; roast beef, Yorkshire pudding and vegetables followed by a 

sweet - anything to stop you doing well. You also had to stop and have your card 

signed at checkpoints. Real gold medals were on offer for 180 miles or more. 

Harry Cross was top scorer with 184 mile and I was next with 180 and 4 minutes to 

spare. There were other medal winners from our party but I cannot remember 

details. 

A number of us now considered racing and in the autumn of that year (1922) 

we organised a 25 mile private time trial - no prizes etc. Bill Wortley made the 

fastest time beating me into second place by 10 seconds. I can’t remember the 

times but we were just inside evens. Various clubs became interested in a few of 

us, notably the Century, Essex Roads and Shaftesbury. Some of us may have opted 

for one or the other but none of us wanted to split up, we were all firm friends and 

nobody wanted to go off in another direction. Eventually, I believe it was Harry 

Torrance who said, “Why don’t we form our own club?” 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°491February/May 2000 

DENNIS ATKINSON’S STORY CONTINUED  

The year is 1923. I believe it was Harry Torrance who said, “Why not form 

our own club?” We had a meeting at a café in Ware and a club was formed. Stan 

Gardner was asked to be Chairman and the ever-masterful Harry Torrance stood up 

and said, ‘.My brother Jack will be secretary.” Jack was not at the meeting and 
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received the news from his brother at home. I don’t think he was very pleased at 

the time. I became Racing Secretary, knowing absolutely noting’ about my duties 

or even secretarial work.  

The next big problem was the choosing of a name; several suggestions were 

made but Harold Carpenters ‘Eagle’ seemed the one. Problem number two, the 

badge, should it be the Eagle as depicted by Truman, Hanbury & Buxton 
13

or the 

Eagle Star & Dominion Insurance Co. 
14

The Brewers won. Harry Torrance gave 

the design to a firm in Hatton Garden who produced the first badge (I still have it); 

it was awful and led us to be called the ‘Sparrows’. 

Thus the Club was formed. The Century forecasted an early demise. But how 

could a club founded on friendship fail? Thus our first year as an active club was 

1923.  

We had a large badge erected outside a café in Potter Street (Mrs. 

Thompson’s) and negotiated a racing headquarters at The Cock Inn Henham, Mr 

Telfer, good clean beds, good food, and a large family, which he added to every 

year until there was no room for us. So we moved to the Albert Temperance Hotel 

Bishop’s Stortford, run by a Miss Bates, a very sporty lady assisted by three or four 

lively maids who I caught one summer bent over a line of little holes they had 

carved in the wood-panelling on the side of the bathroom. It was too good to miss 

and four nicely rounded bottoms received a well-aimed smack -I retreated in good 

order. 

Harry Cross and George White were our stars that year and as the season 

ended we had become known - to the surprise ot many. 

Our first Annual Dinner and Prize Giving was at the Manchester Hotel (I 

think) and was confined to members only (no ladies until afterwards) the truth was 

few of us could afford to pay tor the ladies. Stan Gardner was chairman and our 

only visitor was a guy called the Hon. Arthur Villiers introduced of course by Jack 

Torrance. Jack had handed me the job of proposing the toast to our distinguished 

guest at a committee meeting, with no option but to obey, I was very apprehensive, 

1 had never spoken in public and didn’t know the man – however, Jack had said 

“Say what you like he won’t mind.” Not very helpful! I recall standing up at the 

table all hot and bothered and my girl friend (eventually to become my wife) 

standing just outside the door giggling but survived. Mr. Villiers reply was very 

kind and such a masterpiece I really felt as though I had done something useful. 

We were now hard riding, 10,000 miles or so a year and once a month the 

Sunday run was for Eagles only, but more often than not they were little different 

from the normal section runs, a real right tear-up! The roads were still in pretty 

awful repair but there were very few cars. Sometimes we had 26 to 30 riders turn 

                                                           
13 Truman, Hanbury, Buxton & Company Limited on the corner of Hanbury Street and Brick Lane was a London 

brewer from 1666 to 1988. For a couple of decades in the middle of the 19th century was the biggest brewery in the 

world. 
14 Eagle Star & Dominion Insurance Co with a head office at 1 Threadneedle Street, London EC2, was renamed the 

Eagle Star in 1937. In October 1968 a new administrative head office and computer centre was opened in Cheltenham. 
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out all riding in a tight formation (impossible today). There were plenty of places 

only too eager to cater for cyclists and we had many good ones scattered all over 

East Anglia and farther afield. 

How we fitted in everything I have never fathomed; many of us were at night-

school three nights a week with homework to be done and most people worked on 

Saturday mornings. I am certain that cycling interfered badly with my studies, 

although I have never been able to make up my mind whether that was a good 

thing or bad. Cycling and the Eagles changed my life, I am sure for the better. I 

made lifelong friends, saw more of my native country and eventually other 

countries, than if I had stayed solitary. 

The first time some of us went abroad and we filled in the police registration 

cards, the question ‘religion’ was always answered Eagle Road Club - a joke at the 

time but truer than we imagined.  

To be continued when memory returns.  Dennis Atkinson 

 

Sadly, Dennis never managed to produce another instalment.  Jack Dunn  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°495 May2001 

George White and the Birth of the Club 

Contributions were invited some years ago to the story of the foundation and 
early years of the Club. Several members responded and some of their stories have 

already appeared in The Way of an Eagle. George White’s, which appears below, 

is the last of those from founder members and it gives a good account of how it all 

came about. He gives full credit to the CTC Eastern Section as the source of most 

of our original membership, but also to that other great section, the Northern, as his 

own introduction to Club life.  
George gives a modest account of his youthful racing career, with little 

emphasis on his impressive list of performances, both on bicycle and tricycle, and 

the many honours achieved: wins, club records and club championships. In 

closing, George tells us how he and Reg Livermore passed up a chance for 

Olympic selection in favour of riding an inter-club event which they perceived as 

having a more immediate need for their participation. This was typical of the 

strong loyalty to the Club shown by many members, particular in relation to the 

inter-club series, in those early years. 
So, over to George on the early years 

After being ‘picked up’ one Saturday afternoon near Enfield by the very 

active Northern Section of the CTC Metropolitan District and taken to tea at Great 
Amwell; I was recruited into their ranks to become a keen Junior member at fifteen 

years of age. My parents took time to get used to my absence at weekends and two 

nights a week. A state of penury meant that senior members of the section were 

always coming to my rescue to replace bits that regularly fell off my cheap 

unreliable bike. After some fifteen months with the Section on their long runs I 
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was soon a fairly fit sixteen year-old who, after winning the handicap in the 

Section’s annual 25, began to think of Time Trialling. Being told that I was yet too 

young to join the Century Road Club I found, at an inter club tea party, the 

congenial company of the Eastern Section and learned of the possible formation of 

a club for CTC members only. The name, Eagle, it later transpired came from the 

Eagle Pond, Wanstead where the Section usually met before runs. When one saw 

the first badge produced it was easy to see why we were called the ‘Sparrers’. 

Harold Carpenter is thought to have given the name to the club. 
The Secretary, Jack Torrance was voted Sine Qua Non in his absence to the 

job and his enthusiasm and ability played a major part in the later success of the 
club. Articles in the North Middlesex & Herts Cycling Association Gazette and 
other papers soon brought the club’s name to the fore, and his brainchild The Way 

of an Eagle gave a fillip to us all. Our club events were arranged and a number of 

us were soon entering and performing well in Association and Open events despite 

our lack of experience. We had some great characters, such as ‘Johnny’ Johnson 

who, having lost his glass eye in the Section’s ‘25’ went back over the course and 

found it! Harry Torrance with his stories and pranks, that kept us awake before 

races, and little Bill Wortley always helpful and reliable, a great friend. Our first 

HQ was The Cock at Henham (now a very de rigueur pub). Here we had some 

great times and the run of the place until the owner produced too many children 

and we migrated to Mrs.Willetts’ in the village and, for those with other ideas, to 

The Temperance Hotel in Bishop’s Stortford where there were some very co-

operative maids. 
I could not have afforded my bike, tubs and sprints if it had not been a gift 

from my mother, a reward for passing a civil service examination. We all rode, or 

at least started, in the ECCA ‘12’, but most of us lacked the experience required 
except for Harry Cross who joined with the prestige of having ridden and finished 

with 180 miles for a gold in the then annual Bath Road Club Novices event. Harry 

went on to do some fine rides in the Counties 12s for some nine years. In the first 

Eagle ‘12’ we stayed at The Sun and Whalebone
15

 in Potter Street; six in a bed! I 

remember getting back, passing the pub with 176 miles clocked but my legs 

refused to go any further. In that first year we consisted of members of the Eastern 

Section only, with the exception of myself still spending part of my riding time 

with the Northern Section. I retain the connection to this day through the Old 

Northerner’s Association. However, the programme of time-trialling and 

connected social events meant that I tended to migrate more fully into the Eastern 

Section. 

My fairly successful riding with the Eagles and the fact that there existed a 

club that enabled CTC members to ‘race’ without losing their association with the 

Mother club, the CTC, meant that we were soon recruiting riders who would 

                                                           
15 The Sun and Whalebone is now is the Miller & Carter.Until 1990’s it had two huge sections of whalebone displayed 

outside. 
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otherwise have joined clubs such as, the Century, the Shaftesbury, the Unity etc. 

These included riders like S.A. (Tom) Crisp, Dan Marriage, Pavitt and others who 

joined, but I’m the only survivor of those who rode in the first four years of the 

Club and who originated from outside of the Eastern Section. Feeling that time-

trialling was not the be-all and end-all of life, I planned to cease racing in 1928, at 

21, and to marry at about 23 and although I had letters from many sources 

regretting my decision, the cost, the need to study and the time required more or 

less forced me to do so. Nowadays with trade assistance it might not have been so 

necessary. In 1928 Reg Livermore and I received letters from the Secretary of the 

NCU
16

, Mr. H.N. Crowe, informing us that we were candidates for the Olympic 

Road Team in Amsterdam. I received a second letter saying that I should ride the 

Highgate ‘100’, having been placed second in two Open 100’s, but I was 

committed to the Eagle Road Club and thought it right to ride in our first inter-club 

‘50’ with the South Eastern Road Club; I did in fact do the fastest time in that 

event. So I was not selected. 
As a matter of historical interest, if I had been selected to ride in the Olympics 

I would have been the first civil servant to receive official leave through the 
intervention of Sir George Chrystal, the head of the treasury at the time. In fact, 

young Monty Southall, who had just joined the Post Office Engineering Dept. as a 

labourer, went as a stand-in for the road or track teams but I do not think he 

actually took part in any of the events. 
Now, back in recent years, an article written by George for the June 2000 edition of the 

Northern Association News. 

One Saturday afternoon ‘Tim’ Fitzgerald arrived at our usual Potters Bar 
meeting place on his trike. He bravely let me try it out and I timorously rode down 

Mutton Lane. From then on I was ‘hooked’ on the three-wheeler but with little 

chance of owing one. However, at the finish of the ‘Poly 12’, 1924, (run on a 
Saturday) Fitzgerald finished on his trike saying, 

“Anyone want to buy a trike, I’ve just been passed by a biking butcher’s boy”. 

This was, in fact, true, at Tempsford Bridge there was the butcher’s shop. Thinking 

he was, as he was apt to do, joking, I later asked him if he meant what he said 

about selling the trike and he answered in the affirmative. Sometime later we made 

a deal and one weekday evening saw me buzzing up to Highgate Archway (where 

‘Fitz’ lived) with a front wheel and a fiver, borrowed. I was soon, rather nervously, 

riding the trike down Holloway Road and Essex Road to my Mother’s shop, where 

I intended to keep it. 
Later, using the trike on some exciting weekends with the ‘Eagles’, there were 

many incidents and subsequent tales, mostly exaggerated.  
I then rode in the 1926 Uni 100 Trike Trophy and with a 5h.31m.53s time I 

was narrowly beaten by the experienced Essex Roads rider and record holder, Fred 
                                                           

16 NCU - National Cyclists' Union 1878 to 1959 when after bitter rivalry it merged with the British League of Racing 

Cyclists (BLRC) and became the British Cycling Federation (BCF). Now known as British Cycling.  
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Fisher. My machine was a 1901 Imperial and had lost a tooth on a planet cog in the 

differential so every few miles it set up a loud clicking noise. In the event 
Cycling’s photographer, with a huge ‘Graflex’ camera, took a picture which was 
later shown at the cycle show as a 20”x 30” print, entitled ‘How to Ankle’. 

The shot was taken at Stumps Cross where Floss Norman, as she was then, 

was sitting on the grass with her feet in the road and I managed to lift my nearside 
wheel over them as I passed by. I must have been dawdling as twenty-six years 
later in the Norwich ABC 100 I improved my club record to 5h.l6m.39s. The photo 

shows my 8” bars, which now seem like an early form of triathlon bars as used by 

Greg Lemond in the Tour de France. Later, with Ed Mitchell of Stephens Cycles, I 

modernised the trike but decided to race on a bike in 1927-28. I retired from racing 

in 1929 to resume in 1948, punctuated by a spell of working in the Far East 

between 1957-67. 
We conclude the George White story with an article and pictures  

from the Colchester Evening Gazette 1983.  

George is still picking up the titles 

Back in 1924, the first club champion of the newly formed Eagle Road Club 

was a fresh-faced 17 year-old called George White. 

This year - 60 years on - the same George White was winning the club’s 
veterans’ championship for the seventh time. And this week George, now 76, 

joined me to look back over a quite remarkable life of devotion to the cycling sport 

he loves and shares with his wife Florrie, from their Boxted home. They’ve been 

married for 54 of those 60 years and have travelled together to share George’s 

triumphs and his disappointments. 

It all started when young George became interested in cycling for pleasure 

with the North Metropolitan District Association of the Cyclists’ Touring Club, 

based in Essex and East London. When the NMDA formed an associated racing 

club - the Eagle Road Club - George was one of the first to join. Apart from a 

break at the age of 21, ‘to study, get married, and have a family’ he has been racing 

ever since. Of course, in the early days, the roads were fairly free of traffic, but 

now?  

“All cyclists live in danger on the roads,” said George. “In the main this is due 

to discourteous motorists who drive too close, brake too quickly after passing and 

fail to realise that cyclists cannot always ride close to the edge of the road, 

especially in the country.” 

George also has harsh words for those cyclists who give the sport a bad name. 

“I deplore the riding of cycles and BMX machines on pavements, in precincts, 

parks and subways as selfish, dangerous and irresponsible” he said. Despite his 

heavy commitment to cycling, George also has time for a surprising number of 

other commitments in the community. He has been secretary of Boxted Evergreen 
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Club for 11 years and on the executive committee of Colchester Rural Age 

Concern since it began eight years ago. 
But cycling is his first love, and over the years his skill has hardly diminished. 

In 1926, when he was 19, George clocked 5h.31m.45s for a 100 mile event on his 
tricycle. Last August his time was 5h.33m.l5s on a bicycle. A loss of two minutes 

in 57 years can’t be bad! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°493 November 2000 

Revolutionary 

by Dave Wright 

Today, finally The Way of an Eagle met the end of an era. This magazine 

meets the new age of technology. The printing press no longer presses, the 

Gestetner that weighed half a ton and required cranking by hand has been 

superseded by the laser printer a lightweight in comparison; plastic and portable; 

faster and cleaner; mankind’s latest magical printing tool. The manual typewriter 

that was once the club’s means of printed communication gave way to electric and 

now it’s the computerised word processor. There may be a loss of aesthetic charm. 

There will certainly be a loss of interaction, of team involvement as when the 

mag’s production was the labours of editor, typist and printer. 

Society’s experts, as I am often quoting in this editorial section, say that we 

are getting intoxicated with technology. We are seduced by its power. In the aging 

population of the world many people are already tired of trying to keep up with the 

latest cool new tech. Youth-driven tech acceleration could be interpreted as simple 

youthful folly - short-sighted, disruptive and faddish. There is a risk that 

civilisation itself may become unstable, unpredictable and unreliable. 

I’ll wager that you never thought of the Eagle Road Club as a risk to a stable 

society now that our aging racing members hanker after youthful acceleration. 

What in fact you will observe is a clearer, cleaner, readable, typeface. The 

font can be varied, shaped, lengthened, shortened, larger or smaller. The keen 

photographers among us can exhibit their craft; the magazine will put a face to the 

name. The possibilities are not infinite but vast. 

When it comes to technology at first we shy away but slowly come around. 

Many members have mobile phones (the scourge of the airwaves) and many with 

e-mail addresses (the death of the handwritten letter). Your secretary wants to 

know them. The club is on the edge of a revolution. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 522 Spring 2015 

‘The Way of an Eagle’ 

By Christine Smith 

This is the first Club Magazine since 2012, so some of you will have never 

seen one before. The first edition appeared on 1
st
 March 1933, started by Jack 

Torrance, founder member and the first editor, until 1940 when the company he 



76 

worked for was evacuated to Berkshire. It was monthly publication and from 1940 

to 47 edited by various others. In those days, when only the very rich had a car or 

even a telephone, communication was by post or ‘up the clubroom’ a monthly 

magazine kept everyone in touch and it continued every month without fail. Even 

through the war when many of the membership were away from home in the forces 

and the rest working long hours, the blackout and paper and ink not to mention 

food in short supply, until the nineteen sixties. From then not so frequently until 

the Spring of 2012 then there was an interregnum. 

The title is from Proverbs 30:19 ‘The way of an eagle in the air’. This is very 

appropriate in many ways, one of which is the way of an eagle in the air is 

gloriously mysterious. Floating and gliding on thermal updrafts, the eagle can soar 

and circle majestically with hardly a movement of its 7-foot wings. Diving toward 

earth to catch unsuspecting prey in the air, on the land, or in the water, it can 

exceed 100 mph. 

Hopefully it will from now continue perhaps quarterly. Any suitable 

information, news, articles, pictures, photos, jokes, puzzles etc. from you all will 

be most gratefully received. It will help make this something useful to everyone 

and eventually a valuable addition to the Eagle Road Club Archive.  
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2.   1 9 3 9  -  1 9 4 5 

Members in the Forces 1939-45 

Abrahams Gordon  Merchant Navy 
Andrews Dick  Australian Army 
Argent Fred Jul-40 Royal Corps of Signals 8th Army 
Ayton Albert Aug-41 London Scottish Sergeant  
 Radar Operator with an anti-aircraft unit. North Africa and Italy - battles for Monte Cassino in 1944 
Barnett Les Apr-43 Royal Fusiliers Lance Corporal 

4th Battle of Monte Cassino, POW Italy, Germany (Stalag 344) and Knurów, Upper Silesia,  
now Poland working down a coalmine. Death March across Europe 

Batty Arthur Feb-41 Royal Pioneer Corps 
Brown Bill  Royal Army Ordnance Corps  
Carp Duggie Mar-40 Royal Navy Able Seaman  
 HMS Samphire - reported ‘missing presumed killed on active service’ 30th January 1943 
Cooper Norman Mar-40 Royal Engineers 00000000000 Captain  
 Mentioned in Dispatches (evacuation from Dunkirk) 
Cusworth Jack  National Fire Service 
Davey John Dec-40 Royal Army Medical Corps 
Dewar Bill Mar-41 Royal Artillery - Searchlights 
Evans Fred Sep-39 Royal Army Ordnance Corps 
Hardwicke Wallie Oct-41 R.A.F. Police 
King Sam Sep-40 Royal Army Ordnance Corps  Corporal 
Kirk Gordon Sep-40 R.A.F. Police 
Les Barnett Apr-43 Royal Fusiliers 
McArthur Joe  Oct 39 Royal Army Service Corps 
Mer Bernie  Oct 39 Royal Army Service Corps QM Sergeant 
 POW in Italy from November 1942 to April 1944 
Miller Jack  Merchant Navy 
Miller Ken Mar-40 Royal Artillery 
Mundy Alf Feb-40 Royal Artillery - Searchlights Sergeant 
Osborne Les  R A F  Sergeant 
Parry Stan  Royal Army Ordnance Corps 
Pavey Alf M0ar-40 Royal Army Service Corps 
Reuter Phil Mar-40 Rifle Brigade 
Slatter Stan  Royal Army Ordnance Corps 
Stokes Frankie Feb-40 R.A.F. 
Thurlow Len Nov-41 R.A.F. Sergeant Observer 
 Reported ‘missing’ since 12th March 1943 
Trundle George Feb-40 Royal Navy 
Tuck Bert  R A F Sergeant 
 Flight Engineer on a Lancaster bomber  
Venus George  Royal Engineers  
Williams Bert Jul-40 Army Pay Corps Lieutenant  
Woodcock Wally Dec-40 Royal Artillery 
Baxter Reg Nov-41 Home Guard 
Harris Alan Nov-41 Home Guard 
Torrance Jack Nov-41 Home Guard 1st Berkshire  
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°106 December 1941 

Christmas Message 

by The Hon. A.G.C. Villiers 

I am glad to have the chance of sending my best wishes for 1942 to all of the 

Eagle Road Club, sailors, airmen and civilians. Scattered though we are, we will 

think of each other on Christmas Day 1941 and look forward to many Christmases 

together in the years to come. 

A year ago the Home Front was being inconvenienced by Hitler and to its 

great credit withstood, all difficulties without getting rattled. We of the Home 

Front were, however, never under the delusion that we were in the Front line. We 

knew that our spot of bother was and would be a flea-bite compared to the 

experiences of the Fighting Services, in which. I include, of course the Merchant 

Navy. I have been asked many times by American friends to give money on their 

behalf, to something British. I always suggest the Merchant Navy because they are 

the men who have made possible the rift in the clouds which were so heavy in the 

summer of 1940. The Merchant Navy has few victories which history will record, 

but their endurance and grit are unsurpassed and unsurpassable. They show in a 

special way those qualities which bring, victory and which, in our little world, 

made the Eagle Road the great Cycling Club which it was and is. 

I dare say some of my readers will have heard me say how I had a friend who 

was a German officer in the last war, and how he always ascribed our victory in the 

field, which incidentally he never sought to deny, to the fact that through sport our 

soldiers learned to play a losing game. My German friend always said that when 

the tide turned against them his men were never the same. Anyone can play a 

winning game, but no one knows better than a road racing cyclist that the testing 

time is towards the latter end of the journey when the head wind is strong and the 

hills are steep. Though we may reasonably hope that the strongest winds and 

steepest hills are behind us, we know that many tough times are ahead, and we 

know that the stronger the wind and the steeper the hill the more resolute will be all 

our members, whether they are in England or overseas, for that is ‘the way of an 

Eagle’. I am sure that whether the war lasts 10 weeks or 10 years the Club will 

continue to be made to flourish. 

Since the war I have done a great deal of cycling and my speed is improving! 

Nevertheless I hope that casualties will not be on such a scale that I shall be 

selected to represent the Club in anything over a 50 mile contest! 

Like all members, I look forward to the day of the first peace reunion and I 

feel confident that a great future is in store for the Eagle Road Club and that it will 

flourish in the days to come exactly as it flourished in the days before the war. 

That is the hope and belief of its President 

Arthur Villiers. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°119January 1943 

On the Road to Alamein 

by Signalman Fred Argent, Royal Signals 

Ed: (Gerry Lumsden)It is our proud privilege to print an account of Fred’s 

activities with the 8th Army through the courtesy of George Venus. Our sincere 

good wishes and profound thanks go out to him for giving us such a vivid 

description. We raise our hats to a vertebra of the backbone of young England. 
 

I can now give you some account of what’s been happening to me out here, as 

we have been given permission to write about events up to the time of the forming 

of the Alamein line. After a journey of two days along the coast road, through Sidi 

Barrani and Sollum I found myself in the wilds of the desert, not far from 

Knightsbridge, which at that time was probably more quiet and peaceful than the 

London one. The Luftwaffe would show itself now and again and occasionally a 

plane tearing low over the deck on its way back from a raid on El Adem, would stir 

the ground defences into action. 

It wasn’t until I found myself inside the El Adem box on May 14th that events 

started to move with any rapidity. The El Adem airdrome is on the north side of a 

long plain, and opposite, at a distance of about 1½ miles, on a section of a long 

ridge which runs right along the south of this plain, was the ‘box’. The ‘drome 

which the Italians had built was long since wrecked, mainly by the R.A.F. The 

hangars were smashed up and the field littered with mangled planes and dotted 

with bomb craters. The R.A.F. used a ground a little off to one side of the original 

field and had their personnel in tents round about. The ‘drome only served a 

varying number of fighters, and was really an advance landing ground. The Gazala 

line we then held was some 60 miles to the west with Tobruk 30 miles to the north. 

Both sides were keyed up ready for a push and the big increase in air activity 

told us that things would be happening, while from the box we had a grandstand 

view of the activity that went on at the airdrome.  

The moon was up, and each night ‘Jerry’ was over bombing and machine-

gunning round about. Musso’s Regia Aeronautica
 17 

were allowed to throw out the 

parachute flares, and I imagine told not to get in the way. The enemy planes would 

fly over the ridge at less than 50ft, plainly visible in the moonlight with bursts of 

machine-gun fire streaming from nose and tail, the white tracers, regularly spaced 

every fifth bullet. We squeezed into our holes in the ground and hoped for the best. 

No one fired a shot at the attackers, although many of them would have been easy 

meat to a machine-gunner. We wondered why our defences never opened up at 

night on these occasions, when I learned that in five successive nights not a 

hap’orth of damage was done, I realised why. Even with the help of the bright 

moon and a few flares the enemy planes could distinguish nothing definite on the 

                                                           
17 Regia Aeronautica Italiana was the name of the Royal Air Force of the Kingdom of Italy 
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wide desert below them, and our policy was obviously not to give our position 

away.  

At Tobruk it was different, the harbour and the town gave a clearly defined 

target and there was no question of lying quiet there. Everything was thrown up at 

the attacking planes, and the sky would be full of A.A. flashes, and tracers, and 

flares that would be dropped a dozen at a time. To us 30 miles away the Tobruk 

barrage was like a Crystal Palace display, only better. 

But our big moment was to come. An armoured force of the enemy had swept 

round south of El Adem and was making for Sidi Rezegh, which they almost 

reached before coming up against enough opposition to stop them. They 

approached within a few miles of our box and got busy trying to shell the airdrome. 

The range was first a bit too much for the tanks and mortars they were apparently 

using, and their shots were falling in the plain, harmlessly. They could reach the 

box though, and several shot came our Way. Our A.A. guns sent a few rounds over 

to them and got a spirited reply very quickly. One apparently badly packed shell 

came whistling over the spot where we stood near the top of the ridge and burst a 

little way behind. We merged with the ground like quicksilver. As dusk came on 

the enemy was turned back, his chief deterrent being a line of 25 pounders that 

were drawn up across the plain and some tanks that were rushed at him from Sidi 

Rezegh.  

After that we went to Tobruk and got safely tucked inside the perimeter. 

Nights were still very gay and bright in Tobruk, and now we were in the 

pantomime. The Luftwaffe was over in force every night we were there. The 

terrific A.A. barrage, the crash of the bombs, and the machine-gun and even rifle 

fire that would go up to break m the parachute flares that ‘Jerry’ would drop a 

dozen a time. Sleep was impossible of course, but it was quite a sight to see the 

tracers streaming up, the flares dripping down in broken -pieces, the magnesium 

still burning, and the heavy A.A. bursts more numerous than the stars. 

Meanwhile the battles of Bir Hakeim, the Cauldron and Knightsbridge were 

being fought. Eventually El Adem was attacked and knowing Tobruk to be next we 

wondered if we would stay put or get out of it. - We moved out together with many 

others. 

The road out of Tobruk was jammed with vehicles that would have been a 

sitting target to any ‘Stuke’. But the Luftwaffe was well held down by the R.A.F. 

We didn’t travel the road east from Tobruk very far before turning south into the 

desert and travelling southeast, heading for Sheferzen and travelling sometimes by 

day sometimes by night, eventually down the notorious Halfaya Pass to arrive at 

Bug-Bug, where we made the closest contact possible with the glorious blue MED, 

and didn’t we need it after so much desert travel? Very quickly we were on the 

move again, from Bug-Bug to Sofafi, then back to Buq-Buq and back again to 

Sofafi. From there we kept south along the edge of the Quattara Depression, 
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sometimes seeking refuge in it when the proximity of ‘Jerry’ looked, as though it 

might be too embarrassing. 

What we saw of the formidable Depression is rather difficult to describe. The 

soft deep sand has a thin crust on top, given by the heavy dews, wind and time. 

This is usually enough to give the first vehicle a good passage, but once the crust is 

broken every subsequent vehicle is in peril of losing its grip and sinking into the 

fine sand. This happened many times and it was a case of all hands to work 

shoving, with another vehicle towing. Often we had our heavy lorries down to the 

axle. Once in a driver can never get out unaided, the rear wheels just spin round 

digging themselves deeper in. A curious point about the edge of the Depression is 

that some parts have not sunk, so that there are two levels, with a cliff to negotiate 

from one to the other. Going down was quite a thrill, but ascending was quite 

another problem. Several trucks would sometimes form a ‘train’ on top by linking 

themselves with towropes, and with every available hand pushing, combine to drag 

up a particularly lame dog. 

A ‘jeep’ that had damaged its front wheels was hoisted up behind a three-

toner and dragged along on its rear wheels, the three-toner stopped halfway up one 

of these ‘cliffs’ unable to make it, so they started up the ‘jeep’ and with its bonnet 

jammed up the back of the larger vehicle, and driving on its back wheels, the pair 

went up quite easily. 

Well, eventually the Alamein line was formed and held. We settled down in 

leaguer where we could see the lines of artillery banging away vigorously. It was 

the end of Rommel’s long advance. Later I had evidence that the German troops 

were much less happy about the position they had reached than we were; but that’s 

another story. 

Now the fun is on again and everyone is hoping for a smashing victory that 

will mean the end of the African Campaign and consequently a quicker end to the 

whole war. 

My best wishes to you all, and hope that Lord Woolton’s training diet
18

 is 

keeping you full of beans?? 

 
FROM GEORGE TRUNDLE, ROYAL MARINES, SOMEWHERE AT SEA 

My occupation on this hush-hush special at the moment is Keyboard Sentry, that is I 

have to change all important keys on the ship, over two thousand in all, so you see I’m in a 

‘Key position’. Not a very nice job, shut up in a watertight compartment, no daylight, no 

fresh air, cut off from everybody. All I can see and hear is keys rattling, still it’s all for the 

‘Great Struggle’. In harbour, I’m the Captain’s orderly, (get made Sergeant any moment 

now) the real snip of this job is that the Captain’s pantry is in the same flat. 

It is still very hot out here between 100-120°F. and not much chance of getting home 

before ‘Victory Day’ and what a day, I shall jump into a barrel of 

rum and sink to the bottom, Oh Boy! What a glorious death. 

                                                           
18 Woolton pie – a pie made with root vegetables and oats when there were shortages and rationing of many types of 

food, especially meat, promoted by Lord Woolton who became Minister of Food in 1940. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°120 February 1943 

My Leave in the Middle East 1942 

by Cpl. Bert Williams, Royal Army Pay Corps 

Well, here at last is the culmination of my efforts at giving you some idea of 

our leave last year. The delay has been caused by an unfortunate coincidence of my 

inherent laziness (I believe I’ve mentioned that before!) and lack of suitable 

opportunity. For instance, at the moment, reveille is at 6 o’clock and breakfast at 

6.45. We parade at 7.30 for training of different kinds and work from 8.30 in the 

morning until 8 at night with breaks for meals. So, knowing me, you can realise 

that I don’t in the least feel like writing, at night in the poor light in our room. The 

NAAFI
19

 is usually too noisy and it’s too late to go down town. Still, I’ve got down 

to it now so I must peg away and get it finished before I forget the trip. 

At the time, it was very difficult to get into Syria for leave, and we were lucky 

in having one or two chaps energetic enough to arrange the trip. We had a special 

bus for the week and they managed to get special passes from the .H.Q. Ninth 

Army, I really must say that it was fine work and they deserve the appreciation of 

all of us. 

The Goddess of Luck was with us, insofar as the weather in March is just 

about, at its best out here and the slight chill in the air as we started out just before 

dawn in the moonlight, - reminded me of those days in July when I used to get up 

early on Sunday mornings to go up the road to see the boys in action. The sun rises 

out here just as quickly, as it sets and within a very short time we were gaily 

bowling along in the first rays of the morning sun. Life in the country here is at its 

busiest at this time and we saw many Arabs on their way to town. Some were 

taking sheep to market while their friends would be carrying an empty wicker 

shopping basket to town to hold the fruits of their days bargaining. Their goods 

were taken in wide shallow wicker trays surely balanced on the heads of the female 

members of the household. Nuts, fruit, eggs and vegetables are the principle 

commodities. It is amazing to remark the terrific weights, these women - and even 

little girls of six or seven - can bear on their heads. Occasionally one of the fellows 

would be astride a poor little overloaded donkey with his feminine relatives 

trudging along in his wake. Then we would see little boys of immature age tending 

flocks of sheep or goats or an Arab peasant ploughing his few square feet of land 

with a pair of oxen weighted across the neck with a yoke that is just like the ones 

you see in Biblical illustrations. In fact, if you take away the metalled roads and the 

telegraph wires, you have Palestine just as it must have appeared at the time of 

Christ. 

                                                           
19 NAAFI - The Navy, Army and Air Force Institutes is an organisation created by the British government in 1921 to 

run recreational establishments needed by the British Armed Forces, and to sell goods to servicemen and their families. 

It runs clubs, bars, shops, cafés and other facilities on most British military bases. 



83 

While the weather was good, the land was still wearing its winter coat of 

green. The little copses of trees and verdant valleys, some carpeted with flowers 

(anemones were myriad) surprised and delighted those of us who had only seen 

this country in the harsh white glare of mid-summer. We had elevenses at a Jewish 

settlement. It was extremely welcome but I was very disappointed at the sprawling 

mass of tin huts and shanties. This one had not been planned with the 

thoughtfulness and care that go to make most of them a true haven of green and 

shade in these wildernesses. 

However, we passed through that part of the country that is, to me, the best. 

Past Nazareth and Mt. Tabor to Galilee and Tiberias we journeyed to renew our 

acquaintance with the magnificent and justly famous Sea of Galilee. We did not 

tarry in the town but went through to the house of a wonderful old chap, a certain 

Dr. Hart. He has travelled over practically the whole of the world and spent years 

in China, Burma and India. As he was born in America and knows the countries of 

the Middle East well, (he used to live in the oldest house in Damascus) you can see 

that he has spent a lifetime of interest. Now he has settled in a lovely cool house on 

the shores of Galilee with a few faithful native servants. With him, we stood 

amongst the rock gardens beside his house and watched the fish swimming lazily 

about or fighting furiously for any crumb that was thrown to them, or the hot 

springs bubbling merrily by the edge of the lake. I can assure you that it was an 

effort to tear myself away. 

We climbed steadily after lunch until we overhung the Jordan, when we 

dropped down and crossed it once more, far from the Dead Sea, the scene of our 

previous crossing last year. Both the country end the people differed noticeably on 

each side of the frontier. Syria appeared as a high stony plateau, covered sparsely 

‘with scrub and relieved only by the dark masses of the Jabal Druze to the east and 

the picturesque long range of snow covered peaks that make up Mt. Hermon. The 

people, all of whom appeared to be employed on road works, with the women 

carrying baskets of earth or stones on their heads, were darker and dirtier and 

addicted to wearing black clothes. Those fellows that were wearing no black dress 

sported a French military tunic streaked with tar - a somewhat ominous sight for 

this was the scene of bitter fighting last year. I wonder how many bodies were 

stripped? However, they certainly seemed to be friendlier than their Palestinian 

brothers which seems a little odd, for many of the rebels used to find refuge 

amongst them during the times of the troubles in Palestine. 

The stony plain gave way to one of mud as we skirted the base of Hermon and 

it was a relief to approach the sandy foothills that rise above Damascus. We saw 

little of the town as we made straight for the Church Army Hostel. This was the 

beginning of a week of spring bed, mattress and sheets - what a life! 

(Here endeth the first Instalment).  
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°122 April 1943 

CONCLUSION 

As we climbed the mountains of the Lebanon, our view became more and 

more restricted for we were climbing into the clouds. It was raining hard and very 

cold and by the time we crossed the snow- line our visibility was practically zero. 

It was a great pity that one of the objects of our trip should be frustrated. We 

climbed to 6000 feet, only a couple of thousand feet short of the height I reached 

on the Galibier. I should imagine that given the same climatic conditions as I then 

enjoyed, the view would have been quite as good, probably better. A refractory 

engine made us sigh with relief as we began the cautious descent. It wasn’t until 

we were just above Beirut that the vista opened again. The clean modern town 

looking inviting in the late afternoon sun as we slid down the foothills of the 

mountains. 

We fixed up at The Grand Hotel du Beyrouth which, while not so grand as its 

imposing title suggests, provided a good bed with clean sheets and a view from the 

balcony of the centre of the town, the Square. After a magnificent dinner at St. 

Andrew’s canteen (which not only tickled our palates but also filled us to repletion 

- quite a feat here, especially after a frugal lunch of a couple of biscuits) we spent 

the evening wandering about town, and after a quiet drink or two crept into bed 

comparatively early. 

Saturday morning we spent ambling about town - just mooning, reporting our 

presence to the Military Police and looking up a few pals who were lucky enough 

to be stationed there. In the afternoon we took a train to the seafront. (When the 

conductors on these trams, which are similar to those at Calais, asks for the fare it 

is the custom to refer them to Mr. Churchill for payment - so you see, tramcar 

riding is quite an economical way of travelling in Beirut. Later we wandered up 

onto the cliffs and stayed until sunset, sipping an aperitif in a cafe perched on the 

edge of the cliff. It was served from a Dubonnet bottle and while I doubt its 

authenticity, it reminded me of the last one I had, on the outskirts of Le Puy, trying 

to recover from the effect of those grapes. After another good meal in the evening 

we forgathered with a few of the local lads in a cafe and had a few beers. At least, I 

had a few but several of them showed a far greater capacity. After being ‘chucked-

out’, we found a tram and repair-trolley, and insisted on the rather timorous driver 

taking us out to the terminus by the American University and bringing us back 

again. As there was nothing on the road and we tipped the driver well, nobody 

suffered - especially as we were able to give a few lucky pedestrians a free lift. 

The following morning we went fishing. We caught nothing and the loss of 

about three shillings in the shape of an excellent breakfast put me back a little but I 

soon recovered and enjoyed the view of the town from a small rowing boat on the 

Mediterranean. The afternoon provided good sport at the races. The many types of 

uniform and dress and nationality (and colour) made an interesting motley of the 

crowd, while the racing was quite exciting with several ‘neck’ finishes. The course, 
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although not a Goodwood, was a good ‘park’ course. We missed the first race but I 

went through the rest with a winner or a place in every event. Only the poor odds 

and the thought that my luck couldn’t last made me come away only £7 Syrian to 

the good. You see, I picked the last three winners and only had a small bet on each. 

As a matter of fact, Joe was the only one who lost - he started well and played his 

luck which of course, deserted him. Our last evening was spent quietly. 

We started for ‘home’ early the next morning, following the coast southward 

towards Haifa. Unfortunately we couldn’t stop at Sidon but we had a half hour at 

Tyre watching the fishermen caulking their boats or mending their nets. We could 

have profitably spent longer there but time was pressing. After climbing that scene 

of Allenby’s great exploit of the last war, the Ladder of Tyre, we crossed the 

border once more and soon sped through Acre to Haifa where we had lunch. As it 

was a meatless day we had to be content with the ubiquitous egg and chips.  

Afterwards followed an afternoon’s run through more familiar country. It was 

not an entirely happy journey for it ended a grand tour and one over which I could 

have lingered. However, there it is! 

Now, at last, I’ve tried to give you some idea of my leave and how one spends 

one’s paucity of leave out here. I hope you won’t find it boring, but if it is, you 

must blame the pen - not the subject. It was great! 

Cheerio, and all the best. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°121 March 1943 

Duggie Carp 

by Gerry Lumsden 

You may have heard on the wireless or seen the announcement in the daily 

press last month, that a corvette, H.M.S. SAMPHIRE was sunk by enemy action.
20 

It is our painful duty to make known, the fact that the Samphire was the ship 

of Able Seaman Duggie Carp, His wife and parents have received a telegram from 

the Admiralty to the effect that he has been reported ‘missing presumed killed on 

active service’. As this news is a great blow to all of us, it is even greater to his 

young wife of only a few months, to whom we extend our very sincere condolence 

in her great anxiety. 

Duggie Carp was of the very young school; joining the Club in 1937 and 

being largely responsible for the influx of young members about that time, - proved 

himself on many occasions a good clubman and keen time-trialist with the urge for 

mass-start events. Was one of the first to register with the 1939 Militia and chose 

the Senior Service - was in the evacuation of the Channel ports in 1940. 

Transferred to a corvette - H.M.S. Crocus - and saw service in foreign waters. 

After a brief spell of harbour routine he was once again transferred to the late 

H.M.S. Samphire. 

                                                           
20 H.M.S Samphire was torpedoed and sunk off Bougie, Algeria, in position 36º56’N, 05º40’E while escorting convoy 

TE-14, by the Italian submarine Platino on 30 January 1943. 
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Duggie’s people are bearing the news with enduring courage as they say he 

may have been picked up by the enemy, and refuse to think any different until they 

receive definite news that the worst has happened. We take our cue from this and 

sincerely hope and pray that being a prisoner-of-war is the worst that could have 

possibly happened. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°122 April 1943 

Len Thurlow 
LEN THURLOW, R.A.F. SOMEWHERE IN YORKSHIRE WRITES 

It’s truly amazing the number of blokes one runs into who were ‘trundlers’ in 

peace time. The rear-gunner of our crew is an ex-Marlboro’ clubman, - did 1.6 for 

a ‘25’ and some track stuff. So sometimes after a few drinks we get on the topic of 

‘up the road’ and recall various blinds and racing aces. It’s quite refreshing, believe 

you me. 

I have done several ‘ops’ of a varied nature, and have had some exciting 

experiences, with one or two shaky ones. I had a spell in Cornwall on Coastal 

Command, chasing U Boats in the Bay of Biscay (or being chased by J.U.88’s
21

) 

We are flying heavy stuff here - Halifaxes - they are quite nice kites. Our spare 

time is spent in York which is about 10 miles distant, and we get quite a few 

‘pubbing’ hours in there. It’s not a bad place, but I must confess I do not feel at 

home in the North of England, tho’ fortunately the weather for the past few days 

has been super - warm and sunny with blue skies, just right for a weekend. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°124 June 1943 

MRS THURLOW 

Mrs Thurlow gives us the news that her son Sergeant Observer Len Thurlow 

R.A.F. has been reported ‘missing’ since March 12
th

.We sincerely hope that better 

news will be heard of him in due course. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°122 April 1943 

On the Road to Tripoli and Beyond 

THE EAGERLY AWAITED SEQUEL TO ‘ON THE ROAD TO ALAMEIN’ 

By Fred Argent, Royal Signals 

It was shortly after my leave in Palestine that I was up in the desert again. 

That didn’t bother me at all, as I was always happier in the ‘blue’, after a dose of 

the bright lights, it was enough to leave me ‘browned off’ with base and wanting 

to’ be more in the picture again. This time it was a bit different, because everyone 

was getting keyed up for the coming offensive. In due course we were camped up 

near Alamein, trying to pretend that we weren’t there at all. 

                                                           
21 J.U.88 - The Junkers Ju 88 was a German Luftwaffe twin-engine, multi-role aircraft. One of the most versatile and 

effective combat aircraft of World War II, its closest counterpart on the Allied side was the Mosquito 
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As the ‘great day’ drew nearer, air activity increased. Our fighters were doing 

everything to bring the Luftwaffe to battle), so as to reduce his forces when the 

offensive started. Fighters swept up and down the line, and we had plenty of 

entertainment overhead. At night-time ‘Jerry’ was over us almost continuously, 

throwing out his ‘eggs’ indiscriminately, making as much a nuisance of himself as 

possible. His favourite bomb was an affair which we called rip-raps or jumping 

crackers. The things explode in the air, about 200 feet up, and shower out about 25 

small bombs which explode on the ground, sometimes rolling along it, just like 

jumping crackers. 

We were dug in, just below ground level, with our bivvy pitched over us, and 

would lay there at night cursing the b---- ‘Jerry’ buzzing round and round 

overhead, only wanting him to drop his eggs and go home. One huge bomb, of 

which I have a photo, landed close to our tent, but didn’t properly explode. Had it 

done so our bivvy would have gone with the blast, although I think we would have 

been safe below the ground. The day before the show was due to start we were 

given a full explanation of what was to happen and the plan of operations was 

revealed to everyone concerned. 

In the late evening of 23
rd

 October the artillery opened up in one of the most 

concentrated barrages ever known. For the first half hour they blasted the enemy 

positions end then switched to the enemy’s artillery positions until at 10.3 30 pm, 

the barrage lifted and the infantry went in. So close were the infantry, when the 

barrage lifted that they were through the enemy’s front line before they had picked 

themselves out of their slit-trenches. The plan was to open up a gap end break 

through the line in the north. The infantry attacked at night with close artillery 

support, then dug in end hung on by day. Gradually they forced their way through, 

and the line was breached. The armour now flooded through with the object of 

getting behind and working in the rear and down the line southwards. But the 

Germans had had enough, they seized all the transport, (of which they were short) 

and made westwards leaving the Italians to it. Amongst all the supply lorries, 

service trucks and so on that flooded through the gap, we went to do our little bit 

against the enemy. On the north side a Germen battalion was hemmed in against 

the sea. To the south some of the ‘Itis’ were still fighting, unable to leave their 

positions because their allies had taken all the transport. 

We passed through the still smoking fields of battle, past wrecked tanks and 

trucks too numerous to count in passing. Past Galal where a whole enemy column 

was caught by our anti-tank gunners and wiped out. Past Darba and Fuka where the 

airdromes were littered with wrecked planes and our fighters were already in 

occupation. Then we got onto the coast road and followed the pursuit. A clear 

breakthrough in the line was made on the 4
th

 November. We passed Mersa Matruh 

on 9
th

 November in the afternoon. A rear guard action had been fought there in the 

morning. Enemy dead still lay on the roadside. We turned off the road into the 

desert and made camp. Just about dusk, five figures, that revealed themselves as 
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four Itis and one German walked into our camp with raised hands looking as 

though they really expected to be shot. Later on it was nothing to see flocks of Itis 

making their own way back to our cages, almost pleading to be looked after like 

proper prisoners. The two ways up the escarpment at Sollum were blocked, 

Halfaya by mines and Sollum Pass by blasting. New Zealand sappers quickly made 

a way up Sollum and on we went again. 

At Bardia we first saw the sort of thing that was done more and more further 

on. To delay the advance the Germans planted mines indiscriminately along the 

road edges and anywhere where vehicles might go off the road, forcing us to sweep 

everywhere before our support and supply vehicles could come through. The 

tarmac could usually be considered safe, as a mine buried there would easily be 

detected and sometimes on the verges their presence was obvious, but usually you 

could not trust anyone square yard of sand. 

Tobruk fell easily to us because the defences were in a state of neglect, and 

we went round the Oasis road that was built by the Italians when our men were 

hemmed in there the year before. We fell out of the picture for a while and had a 

few weeks stay at Tmimi. I was near ‘Marble Arch’ at Christmas time, swimming 

and playing football. We had a good tuck in on Christmas Day, but we saw no 

Christmas pudding, mince pies, cake or nuts that the B.B.C. seemed to know all 

about. 

The enemy formed a line along the Wadi Zem-Zem at Buerat. Our plan to 

break him there included the taking of Tripoli. By this time we were so far from 

our supplies that only a comparatively small force could be kept up so far forward. 

The Germans and Itis had seven depleted divisions to hold us away from Tripoli, 

whereas we had three and a half full divisions, every man determined to get there. 

Again the plan of attack was made known to us. Every vehicle had food 

enough for 10 days and petrol for 500 miles. This accumulation speaks volumes for 

our supply organisation, for everything had to come through Benghazi 300 miles 

away. The New Zealanders I’m told had to be restrained from starting off before 

zero hour. The attack was launched on 15
th

 January, and by the 18
th

 the enemy was 

shifted from his positions, and the two armies were mobile once more. We had to 

fight the usual enemy rear-guards, sweep up the mines, negotiate the road blocks 

and avoid the booby traps. 

Tripoli fell to us on 23
rd

 January, and still the 8
th

 Army goes on. I reached 

Tripoli via the desert, passing through Beni Ulid and Tarhuna. There was nothing 

in the town. The retreating enemy had taken all the food, petrol and nearly every 

motor vehicle, besides thoroughly wrecking the harbour. When the population 

realised that the occupation was a peaceful one, they began to reappear from 

behind their bars and shutters. They came in from the surrounding country with 

their furniture on donkey carts, and very gradually the town began to look normal. 

Well, Tripoli was ours! The great goal had been reached. We began to talk of 

Tobruk and El Adem, Sofafi and Bug-Bug, Tmimi and Marble Arch all as things of 
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the most definite past. Looking around at the trees and other greenery about us we 

began on to talk of the desolate desert and the months we had spent in it, not 

always chasing the enemy, but sometimes being chased. The colonised area around 

Tripoli is poor country really, but it was green and there was plenty of water. For 

us those blessings were enough to be getting on with. 

At the beginning of February I left the 8
th

 Army and came to ‘North Africa’ as 

they call it. The change in climate has been greater than I thought possible. It is 

damp and cold here, and we have had snow. The country is mountainous and 

fertile. There are roads and towns. You can buy a bottle of wine or some eggs if 

you want them. If you know a dozen words of French you can speak to the people - 

there are lots of them walking about. In short the place is civilised, and we feel that 

we are in training to return to Blighty. 

Well, this is a sketchy account of what has been happening to me since we left 

Alamein. To write about everything would take much more paper than this. The 

full story of the 8
th

 Army’s advance will be the subject of quite a few books after 

the war. There are not many people at home who realise how severely the enemy 

were beaten at Alamein, how they were fought for 1500miles and how the terrific 

problem of supplying our Army was met. They also have no idea of the conditions 

of desert campaigning, and the super-mobility of the forces engaged.  

One thing we have learned to appreciate is bread. I’d like to meet one or two 

biscuit manufacturers after this war. 

I don’t think I shall see much more than three years in the Army and although 

the war may not be over I think and hope that I shall be back in ‘Blighty’ sometime 

this year. So ‘till we meet again au revoir and the best of luck to you all. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°130 December 1943 

An Impression - Sicily 

by Fred Argent, Royal Signals 

Having seen something of this joint and before it’s forgotten in the rush of 

events, I’ll attempt to give you some idea of the place. The island is mainly 

mountainous, the soil being very rocky, Etna, (11,000 ft.) is much higher than 

anything else, and I was surprised to note that it still emits smoke and steam at 

intervals. The northern corner that was held by the Germans until the final 

onslaught is beautiful country, rather like North Wales on an exaggerated scale. 

There is a good variety of trees, something Africa lacks even when it’s got trees, 

and many kinds of fruit most of which are ripe now. 

There are good roads following the coast, but the frequent villages have 

narrow tortuous streets which slow up the flow of traffic. From Catania, which is a 

much larger place than I expected, there is an almost continuous string of villages 

along the coast, all of them badly overcrowded, due to the notorious habits of the 

Sicilians, from whom even rabbits could take hints on prolific breeding, I travelled 

across country, north of Etna, to Barcellona Pozzo di Gotto on the coast. The road 
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finds its way through the hills, with many series of hairpin bends. In one part 

where the road clings to the steep hillside following a river bed, it crosses from one 

side to the other five times, in the course of a mile by a series of arched stone 

bridges. But every one of these bridges had been blown up. This makes a 

commando course for vehicles that only amphibians will be able to negotiate when 

the rains come. They build in local grey stone here. There are several villages set 

on top of steep hills in traditional fairy castle fashion. From a distance it seems 

impossible for a road to pass through them, but in due course you find yourself 

climbing, doubling back round the hairpins, and then through a narrow street and 

usually past a square (or piazza) in the centre. Extracts from Mussolini’s speeches 

are neatly painted in black on a whitened square on all prominent walls. They 

usually follow the ‘people - country – fascism’ line, with vinceremo (we will 

conquer) a prominent word. Every extract is signed with the ex- dictator’s name, 

but this has been obliterated by the Sicilians, leaving however, the quotation. 

From Barcellona Pozzo di Gotto to Milazzo is a stretch of delightful coast 

road, affording some marvellous views out to sea where there are many rocky 

islands, with the volcano Stromboli quite visible although it is very many miles 

away. 

From Milazzo there is a finger of high ground pointing straight out to sea, 

perhaps 3 miles long and ½ to 1 mile wide. It carries a road and a village with a far 

greater population than the small amount of cultivatable land can support. Olives 

and grapes grow here, and the latter are the best I’ve sampled so far. The Sicilians 

call this place Paradiso, not without justification, although I imagine that in the 

heavenly paradise they don’t throw their rubbish into the streets, nor do the 

inhabitants sit on their doorsteps unashamedly de-lousing the children’s hair. 

I think we were the first Allied troops to actually camp in Paradiso, and the 

locals were very nervous until they realised we had no intention of interfering with 

them. One of our party could speak Italian, so we learnt some rather surprising 

things. The Germans had been bullying the people, denying them food, and making 

themselves hated. They told the locals before they left that they mustn’t help the 

British at all, and if they did they would send over a thousand bombers to bomb the 

civilians. One question they asked we had no answer for. 

“What are you going to do when the Germans come back” they said. 

Nothing more could be said for the strength and thoroughness of the German 

propaganda. 

Reflecting on the Sicilian campaign, I think our Army did an exceptionally 

good job. The country is very difficult, ideal for defence, and indeed it was well 

prepared for that. Besides perfect natural positions, there are many concrete 

emplacements and pill-boxes extremely well hidden. Some of these pill-boxes 

were built inside the shells of old houses, or had dummy houses built over them. 

However, static defences have not proved of much value in modern warfare, and 

those of Sicily seen to have hindered our men very little. 
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This will, I hope give you sufficient idea of Sicily to assuage any yearning 

you might have to come out here. All best wishes for Christmas and the New Year. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°132 February 1944 

Life as an Italian P.O.W.22 

by C.Q.M.S23 Bennie Mer 

Since I have had the good fortune to get back to this country your energetic 

editor has been pressing me for an account of P.O.W. life. So you can bless him or 

otherwise for this contribution. To pick out one day in camp and describe it 

wouldn’t to my mind give a fair picture. Many and varied are the stages which a 

prisoner passes through and so much is dependent on the conditions under which 

he is caught, - I had the misfortune to be caught with about 30,000 comrades and I 

propose to give, not a description of one day, but the general phases through which 

I passed. 

I was taken prisoner by the Germans at about 5 p.m. on the 20
th

 June 1942, in 

Tobruk. The first feelings of numbness, disgust etc. soon passed, and I settled 

down to realities, - the needs of life. For about 36 hours I had no food or water, but 

by then Jerry with his remarkable organization got things going water was very 

short, sitting in the boiling sun hour after hour with no shelter soon impresses one 

with the priority of water over solid food. Phase one ended when the Italians took 

over the compound. The German guards didn’t mind letting you wander outside 

the area, which was marked by a single strand of barbed wire laid on the ground. 

The Italians, as soon as they came on the scene put ten times the number of guards 

on, and at the same time put coiled wire around. This had an important effect on 

the spread of disease later, as nature will out, and no tools were available to us to 

dig latrines. One example of quick adaptability I’d like to give. Water shortage put 

paid to washing, as it was all needed for drinking. There were some 44 gallon 

drums about and by turning them on end, sufficient dew would collect by morning 

to enable the early risers to get a wash of sorts. It was even possible to get a shave 

with the slightest drip of water on the top of the barrel! I don’t recommend this to 

anyone at home, but it is possible when the necessity arises. 

On the 6
th

 day I was moved first to Derna, and on the following day to 

Benghazi, this journey took from 6 a.m. to 9 p.m. It was standing room only, about 

200 men crammed into a lorry and trailer. For the next five weeks I stayed in the 

camp at Benghazi. Gradually I settled to the life and the diet which was 8 ozs. 

bread, 1 tin of ‘Iti’ bully, and 2 pints of water, with very occasional issues of ersatz 

coffee
24

, cigs... and perhaps a lemon. Many hours were spent in sheer monotony. 

We lived in tents which gave shelter from the sun. The ground was a bit rocky and 

                                                           
22 PoW - Prisoner of War 
23 CQMS - The Company Quartermaster Sergeant. In the British Army and Royal Marines is the non-commissioned 

officer in a company who is in charge of supplies. The CQMS also serves as the deputy to the company sergeant major 

and is the second most senior NCO in the company. 
24 Ersatz Coffee – During World War II a beverage made from hot water and roasted acorns. 
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everyone got raw on the hips from sleeping. It was here that our fuel problem 

started. In order to make a more filling meal, and for a change, we cooked bully, 

bread and water into a sort of stew. The usual thing was for three people to make 

three meals a day by sharing, or as we called it ‘Mucking in’. Some chaps of 

course, had their own ration to themselves and ate it in one go waiting until the 

next day for another meal. Also when the so called coffee came along it had to be 

boiled. Consequently, any combustible material was at a premium, so some 

wooden structures inside the compound disappeared. I got my share, a lovely big 

plank about 18 feet by 1 foot 3 inches. Also at times a pole supporting the barbed 

wire would be missing but after the initial searches the Italians left us alone. 

Day followed day, relieved only by occasional rumours, which always proved 

false. Incidentally, not one man in the camp would believe the ‘Itis’ when they 

boasted of the capture of Alex. and Cairo. 

It was in this camp that the previous lack of proper latrines was felt. 

Dysentery broke out amongst us and became a most serious menace to life. Lack of 

medical supplies added fuel to the flames, and caused everyone a lot of worry. 

Great credit must be given to a British M.O. who, by his work, saved a lot of lives. 

Later the Italians realized that ‘Fly borne Dysentery’ doesn’t pick or choose 

between nations, and let us construct covered lats. 

Amusements were few, but a surprising amount of gambling started with 

‘Crown and Anchor’, - it was amazing the amount of money about. To me it 

became quite annoying, the incessant shouting; 

“Shower ‘em down toffs”; and “any more bets before I lift ‘em” 

etc, etc could be heard, from dawn till dusk. However, it came to an end when the 

journey from Libya to Italy commenced. 

Nothing of note happened travelling by boat from Benghazi to Tripoli and 

from there to Naples. All the usual conditions applied lack of food and space. At 

Naples we were given a bath, our clothes were disinfected (it didn’t get rid of the 

lice) and we all had a lovely drink of clear fresh running water.  I cannot describe 

my feelings at the sight of it. 

We were then put on a train, 40 men to a cattle truck plus 5 guards. As the 

train pulled out, through the streets, bands of kids threw stones and spat at us but of 

course, they were winning the war then. The ride finished next morning and I 

entered my new home in Italy, my pals sang me in with 

“Happy birthday to you” the 6
th

 August. 

The camp was bad. We had tents for accommodation 4 men to six foot, on 

sloping marsh ground, with no waterproof underneath. Thank God the sun shone. 

Roll calls were started here, and twice a day every, day we were counted, this 

process taking between one and five hours according to the mood of our detainers. 

Food was very short and became the only topic of conversation. The rations were: 

Bread 6 ozs. daily, Cheese 1½ ozs five days a week: ¾ of a, pint of a sort of stew, 

containing either macaroni or rice and greens, twice daily, with meat on cheese less 
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days. Coffee - they called it - twice daily. The Itis don’t use milk. Water was short 

because it was difficult to get to the camp. Wood was also short and the same thing 

happened as at Benghazi, anything that would burn that could be got hold of was 

burnt. Gradually we sank lower and lower as our previous reserves of strength 

were used. Transport difficulties prevented ‘Red Cross’ supplies from arriving as 

they should; but our life was sometimes lightened when parcels did come. 

Occasionally fruit would come in to be purchased with the money we were now 

paid, but, it was insufficient. Life was dull, nothing to read, nothing to do, it was 

the worst time of my life. Each day passed saw winter approaching and everyone 

got weaker. By November were all at low ebb, the rains started, and the ground 

began to flood. Fortunately, at this critical period a Protecting Power, 

representative came to the camp, and when he saw the conditions under which we 

were living, he went frantic. The camp was emptied within two weeks, and it was a 

good thing for us all. This had been a testing time for the stomach to accustom 

itself to the new diet. At the end everyone suffered from weakness, dizziness, if 

nothing worse and no one was sorry to be going. Amusements were attempted but 

with very little success, and the purchase of a football didn’t bring any better 

results as nobody had the strength. 

Another train journey, under the same conditions as before, lasting a day, 

brought us to our hew abode. What an improvement! This camp had been intended 

for a factory and was new. We had now a real roof over our heads. The room I was 

in housed between 1,000 and 1,500 men, (the numbers-varied) in three tier bunks, 

alleyways were very narrow, and led to a good deal of bickering, but there was a 

field at the back for games and roll calls. The extra facilities to make a factory into 

a camp were not completed; lats., cookhouses and bath-house were all in the 

process of being built. This caused a lot of fun as we could pinch the contractors 

scaffolding, and we did. Great big planks and quartering all came in handy for the 

brew, the room sounded like a busy workshop while it was being smashed. The 

Italian rations were exactly the same, but there was a stock of ‘Red Cross’ parcels 

in the camp and we all cheered up immediately. So things improved, and by Xmas 

we had a really good concert and the spirit to enjoy it. On the other hand seven 

men died on Xmas day mainly from malnutrition. 

Our life was mainly centred on food and from January until March food 

parcels were not too regular, but after that everything was OK. By February the 

winter was over, the sun shone daily and its warmth could be felt. Football was 

played in earnest and we had some fine inter-sector and inter-national matches. An 

outdoor stage was built, and a concert was given every night, change of 

programme twice a week. We had a dance band, brass band, accordion band, and 

of course a hot band! Gradually a fine library was built up and there were books to 

suit all tastes. Towards the end a boxing ring was built, and we had ‘all-in’ 

wrestling as well as boxing shows. Cricket was played until all the balls were lost 

and then baseball was started. 
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For all the basic necessities for these activities, as well as for classes and of 

course the most acceptable Food Parcels, we are very grateful to the Red Cross and 

their wonderful helpers. I’d not be exaggerating if I said life itself would have been 

impossible but for them. Their deeds are legion and I add my small voice to the 

tens of thousands that already acclaim them. 

This camp contained me from l3
th

 November 1942 until l5
th

 September1943 

when I managed in the turmoil then existing to escape and get through Jerry’s lines 

to home. But that is another story, I hope you have enjoyed this extremely short 

account of how I lived for 15 months, and appreciate for security reasons, that 

there are many omissions.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°134 April 1944 

ALBERT AYTON, SOMEWHERE IN ITALY 3.4.44  

We’ve done a bit of travelling about this country lately, and I’ve seen the 

latest thing in Italian lightweight brakes. It’s a bit of wood about pedal width and 

two feet or so long fastened to the pedal so that when the foot is on the pedal it 

projects about eighteen inches behind the heel. To brake, you bring the pedal to the 

bottom and press down with your heel so pressing the end on the ground. On long 

or steep hills you swing one leg over the saddle and stand on the pedal to get more 

weight on it. Very natty, I can imagine all the massed-start enthusiasts adopting 

this idea? Give my best wishes to all the boys. Let’s hope the ‘Victory 25’ isn’t 

long delayed. 
 WALLY WOODCOCK RA, SOMEWHERE IN ITALY, 19.4.44 WRITES TO JACK TORRANCE 

Many thanks for your Christmas airgraph and letter and I heartily reciprocate 

your wish that we shall be seated over a bottle at the Holborn this year. There’s no 

reason why we shouldn’t, in my opinion, because I feel sure we have the measure 

of ‘Jerry’ now, and as soon as the Second Front starts things will really begin to 

move. I feel that I am at last doing my five cents worth as this unit is among those 

now holding the Anzio beachhead, and though ack-ack plays an unspectacular role 

it has a definite job to do, and I think is doing it well. The lessons of Salerno must 

have been assimilated well and this time ‘Jerry’ was really caught napping. It’s not 

clear what was intended to be achieved by the landing, unless it was thought that 

Cassino would fall about the same time so that we could cut off the retreat, but it 

has demonstrated to the world that a relatively small force could take everything 

that 10 Nazi divisions could throw against them and Adolf must be wondering how 

he can hold something like a thousand miles of coastline when the big .push 

begins. The American’s have proved themselves as fighting men here, too. I was 

rather surprised to find that the term Yank is not accepted by all of them, indeed 

the Southerners resent it as applicable only to those with whom they fought in the 

Civil War. A small point perhaps, but one that is worth bearing in mind when 

speaking to Americans. Personally I find them easy-going, generous, and always 

ready to help in any way, and I am all for a real Anglo-American understanding. 
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In common with others, I have a little moan myself, the result of experience 

here, and that is that the front line soldier (I don’t include myself here) ought to 

have a higher rate of pay. He gets the same for being in constant danger of his life, 

living in the most primitive conditions, and eating and sleeping - if he gets a 

chance, - as the blokes in camps and barracks at home. That’s all, and I think you’ll 

agree.  

We spent a fairly merry Christmas thanks to a fair supply of vino rosso, but 

whereas you had most things except nuts and oranges, we just had nuts. There was 

pork for dinner and an 8oz tin of chicken among 10 men! Still that didn’t worry me 

because one day is no different, from any other now. Today is Sunday but it could 

well be Wednesday, though if I were at home it would be an ideal day for cycling. 

The sun is shining and there is a gentle breeze like an early summer day in 

England. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°134 April 1944 

ALF MUNDY, R.A. (SEARCHLIGHTS) SOMEWHERE IN SICILY 23.3.44 

One of my blokes read my stock of WOAEs and penned a poem which I said 

I’d send on to you. He writes poems at odd times, and quite on the spur of the 

moment. Anyhow - it’s all yours. He comes from Bristol, named Longman, but we 

call him ‘Calamity’ - ‘cos nothing is safe whilst he’s around. The sun is still 

shining and it’s getting increasingly warm. From the hilltop nearby I get a lovely 

distant view of Mt. Etna covered with snow almost to the half-way line, and it 

looks really majestic. 

Good luck and plenty of Hope Realised in the very near future.  

Here’s to the Re-Union. ‘Fill ‘em up guv’nor!’ 

Cheerio, and all the best. 

 

One day I lay athinking, in a country o’er the sea, 

I was thinking of my loved ones and friends so dear to me, 

My heart was heavy, my spirits were low, 

I felt that the whole world was turning too slow, 

I thought of my Home town, I felt like a ghost, 

When a voice suddenly bellowed: ‘Hurrah I here’s the Post!’ 

The shouting did rouse me; I came back to life, 

I jumped to conclusions, and thought of the wife, 

I remembered the pictures we saw at the Regal, 

And then I was handed, The Way of an Eagle. 

My spirits rose higher, my heart beat quite fast, 

Once more I was happy with Home news at last, 

This blue covered book is a treasure to me, 

As one may imagine, it wakes the memory 

Oh I give me once more the pleasures I knew, 

When riding in races and touring the glens, 
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And of all those punctures I did willingly, mend. 

My word, they were great times, may they come again, 

I’ll cycle is sunshine, I’ll cycle in rain, 

O’er hill and o’er dale, through country fair, 

Long life to the ‘Eagles’ and the crest that they wear. 

Now remember this Blighties when you’re cycling like hell, 

That I’m with you in spirit, yes riding as well. 

And now to the editor, I’ll just say farewell, 

Keep up the good work, you’re doing quite swell. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°134 April 1944 

We were honoured quite recently by a visit from Petty Officer George 

Trundle R.N., who is enjoying a well deserved leave of seven weeks, after serving 

in foreign waters for almost four years. His old ship has been several times 

mentioned in despatches for good work in the Mediterranean zone. We were 

amused, when he told us that since his return, home, he called at the local cycle 

dealers and asked for a pair of High Pressure wheels with tyres and tubes to match. 

Imagine the bewilderment on the assistant’s face when asked, and imagine the 

surprise on George’s face when told that H.P. wheels have been unprocurable over 

recent years! Rip Van Winkle 1944! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°137 July 1944 

An Impression - First Days in Normandy - 26 June 1944 

by Joe MacArthur 

I have been on French soil for 18 days now so I think I am in order in telling 

of my experiences so far. 

I was on board ship on D day and heard that the Invasion had begun. I had a 

pleasant trip down the Channel on a fine sunny afternoon, a trip entirely without 

incident except for some shelling at one point. It was impossible to be scared 

because the Canadians and Highlanders on my boat simply stood round the side 

and cheered or booed at each shot which landed near us. I was on a Canadian boat 

and must say it was very comfortable; there was absolutely no swell. The food was 

good, and there was plenty of it, including white bread. I slept up on top deck in 

the bows in company with several Canadians. One amusing incident was a 

highland jig danced to the tune of the pipes by a Major, Sgt. Major and two 

Corporals of a Highland Regiment.  

When we dropped anchor off the coast of France I saw thousands of similar 

ships all round. The Fleet was also there and were firing salvos at some unseen 

target inland. I only saw one vessel sunk and that was a Corvette; as we dropped 

anchor I could see a nearby Destroyer holding a burial service and committing the 

bodies to the deep. Most of the beach, as far as I could make out was clear of shell 

fire; though there were a few desultory explosions here and there. I had a look 
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through the glasses at a small village on the beach; there seemed to be little of it 

left undamaged.  

My first bit of excitement was climbing down the Jacob’s ladder into a 

landing barge, I got down the ladder alright but with a high sea running I had a bit 

of a job getting into the barge We still had the Pipes with us and they played all the 

way to the beach. Nothing happened until we touched down; the time was then 

11.00 at night and just as we began to land ‘he’ came over. It was quite a firework 

display for the rest of the night.  

When I got off the beach I travelled on top of a wagon through the dark lanes 

of the French countryside. There was a peculiar smell in the air - a mixture of 

cordite and garlic. As we went through one village in a swirl of dust I saw an old 

man and woman standing silently in a gateway - I was mildly surprised. I slept 

comfortably that night in a cornfield. Before falling asleep I lay on my back 

watching Jerry planes trying to evade our searchlights and Ack! Ack! When I 

awoke in the morning I saw a ‘stiff’ Jerry lying a few yards away. I felt no 

particular way about him because he simply looked like some waxwork figure.  

Daylight brought normality and I found the French countryside pretty much 

the same as anywhere else though this part is rather like Northern Ireland. There 

were many civilians in the villages, very few of medium age, and many insisted on 

shaking hands with me. There were, of course, no signs of joyous welcome as, 

after 4 years of occupation by the Germans; their minds must be pretty complex. 

They must be wondering what it is all about. Again, despite newspaper reports, I 

have seen no active signs of anti-Britishness. Most of the people are of an age 

when nothing much matters, the remainder are children. One incident I can report - 

a group of civilians come along the road to where I was standing. They were all 

threatening and arguing with a girl of about 18. They said she was ‘pour la Boche’ 

and advised me to shoot her. I told them to clear off. 

We contacted the Mayor and asked him if he could accommodate us in a barn. 

He, however, took us to his father’s house and billeted us there. We had three 

furnished bedrooms between us so instead of a slit trench I had a bed with clean 

white sheets. We dined that night in perfect comfort. The lady of the house, the old 

man’s cousin, lent us crockery and a tablecloth. Just as we commenced our meal 

the old man brought us in a bottle of fine wine and then after the meal a pot of tea 

and a bottle of Cognac. 

I had, earlier in the day, given some children a few sweets and tried out my 

French on them. I got on much better than I expected. Since then I have used it 

quite a lot and have improved, though my vocal is still sadly lacking. The people 

here are not short of essential food because they grow their own. They are, 

however, poorly clothed and shod; they are short of soap, matches, cigarettes, and 

wines. They have seen no chocolate for years. I have been exchanging my 

chocolate ration for eggs. I spent a very interesting morning one day last week, 

arranging accommodation for some front line troops back for a rest. I went round 
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with the Mayor and met many of the people. They are all very polite and I will 

swear that most that I have spoken to are genuinely pro-British - I guess my 

psychology is as good as the next. 

I am back with the rest of the lads now but I spent, a very pleasant 10 days 

with the good couple. We all got on well with the lady who was indeed very kind. 

She would accept no money for anything, so we tried to make up for it by giving 

her our chocolate and a bar of soap. 

I have seen many Jerry dead and several hundred prisoners. The civilians 

collect the dead Germans and bury them side by side in long trenches. I have seen 

none of our own dead and only six graves. The six graves are in an orchard at the 

back of the house we were in and are very well kept by the villagers - they are 

always bringing flowers and on Sunday have a service over the graves. 

When we first arrived at the house the Germans had vacated it only a few 

hours before. They obviously left in a hurry. We found, their spare uniforms 

hanging up in the wardrobe, their wallets filled with German money in a top 

pocket, their letters, sometimes unopened, on the table, and photographs of their 

wives and children on the mantle shelf and the walls. 

The papers seem to give an accurate account of the progress made and I can 

confirm with my limited knowledge that we are doing well, I am still fit and fairly 

content with things at present - there is one thing that I never want to see again by 

the way, and that is biscuits. We get them breakfast, dinner, tea and supper and I 

loathe them; the best or worst of it is that there is an unending supply of them. 

What wouldn’t I give for a loaf of bread and a tin of marmalade! 

The weather now is gorgeous, and looks as though it is here to stay. This 

afternoon we stripped down to shorts and slippers and beat one of the coys. at a 

game of football. The heat was simply terrific but we lasted out and now after a 

cold bath - in a tin this size - I feel grand. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°138 August 1944 

Leave in Salerno (after Anzio) 17th May 1944 (delayed) 

by L/Bdr. Wally Woodcock 

The leave I have just had was spent in Salerno, at a rest centre which was 

formerly a school. We were pretty comfortably accommodated there, the food was 

good, and we even had a cup of tea in bed each morning! It was a real treat to sleep 

in a building where we could make our beds standing up after three months of 

creeping about in foxholes, and to sleep all night without the sound of shells or 

bombs. 

There is nothing of interest in Salerno itself, though it is beautifully situated at 

the foot of some mountains, crowned with the usual monastery or convent. It has 

some handsome buildings in the main street and pretty awful ones elsewhere, and 

the back streets were still deep in volcanic dust from the recent eruption of 

Vesuvius. The NAAFI
3
 occupies the Governor’s Palace, where there is huge room, 
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with plenty of easy chairs, in which an orchestra plays each evening. The 

shopkeepers were evidently determined to get rich while the going was good, and 

ridiculous prices were demanded for the most trivial articles. A pair of sunglasses 

such as used to be 6d. at Woolworth’s cost l2/6d., and a small tin ox boot polish 

was l/6d. Such wine as could be got was of poor quality, probably of last year’s 

vintage, so I didn’t bother much with it. 

We arrived there in the morning, and after lunch had a stroll round the town. 

Most of the time I went about with a sergeant and a gunner from the troop. We 

were continually besieged by kids inviting us to the casa (or house) to drink 

Marsala or eat eggs and chips, but weren’t to be caught like that after similar 

experience in Sicily. That evening, we saw Sonja Henie in Sun Valley Serenade, 

and enjoyed it very much. 

Next morning we set off to see the ruins of Pompeii, joining a party being 

shown round by a woman guide who spoke fair English. I was much impressed 

with the remarkable state of preservation of some of the buildings. The Roman part 

of the town dated from about 70 B.C. and the Greek part from 700 B.C. Only about 

a quarter of the site has been excavated and already some miles of streets can be 

seen, they are very narrow, and, the marks of chariot wheels are deep in the stone 

paving. A Roman villa has been partially restored and gives a good idea of the way 

they lived. It has a central courtyard - with a pool to catch rainwater - round which 

are the living and sleeping rooms, the walls of which bear paintings of mythical, 

figures. The dining room contains stone couches on which the Romans reclined 

while they ate, (they must have suffered from indigestion!) and in the bedrooms are 

stone beds. All the houses seemed to be made for small people, and this impression 

was confirmed by the size of some petrified bodies which had been discovered, 

none of which could have been more than five feet in height. The Greek part of the 

town contains two fine open air theatres, one for tragedies and the other for 

comedy. An interesting feature was the pool of water before the stage, the idea 

being that sound travels better over water. I found it all very interesting and well 

worth the hot and dusty walk involved. Afterwards we had a look in the modern 

cathedral, said to be the next richest church to St. Peter’s in Rome, and the interior 

is very lavishly decorated. The pillars are of solid marble, with capitals covered 

with gold leaf, and every inch of the vast and lofty ceiling is covered with paintings 

and designs. Attached to the church is an orphanage for girls, and in the showcases 

there are numerous gold chalices, decorated with jewels, and used by various 

Popes and gold and silver figures end ornaments of all kinds. I couldn’t help 

wondering why the Germans hadn’t pinched them all. 

The following day we felt rather tired and spent the morning having a drink or 

two in the cafes and the afternoon and evening at the cinema. As you can imagine, 

the films, are fairly old by the time they reach here, and have been cut so much that 

they have become a series of bits and pieces, There’s Magic in Music, in which 
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Susanna Foster sang very nicely, was ruined in this way. The ENSA
25

 cinema was 

much better than the Italian ones, and had we been there a week earlier would have 

been able to see Random Harvest. The next day was the last of our holiday and 

proved to be the most enjoyable. We went in a three-ton lorry along the northern 

coast of the Gulf of Salerno to Amalfi, I remember Reg Baxter telling me years ago 

what a lovely spot it was, and I was glad of the opportunity to see it for myself. 

The road runs along the coast the whole way, and is cut out of the cliff face. It has 

dozens of sharp corners where it winds round tiny coves which looked to be ideal 

bathing spots. Looking down from a height the sea is amazingly clear and of a deep 

blue. We passed through Cetana, Minori and Maiori, fishing villages perched 

precariously on the steep hillside. The beauty of Amalfi lies not so much in the 

town as in its situation. It stands at the foot of great tree-covered hills at the very 

edge of the sea, and when first seen from the road a few miles away it really is 

lovely. There is a recently restored cathedral, in the crypt of which is a tomb said to 

contain the body of St. Andrew. Underneath the baroque decoration some 

Byzantine pillars of the 11th century have been discovered and are being restored. 

Amalfi was at one time c., maritime republic, and in the museum are some 13th 

century manuscripts of the rules of navigation. 

A few miles from Amalfi is a cavern known as the Blue Grotto. It is at the 

foot of the cliffs and contains stalactites and stalagmites which took 60,000 years 

to form. From the boat in which visitors are rowed round, can be seen the hole, 12 

feet below the surface where a pale blue light enters, and gives the place its name. 

On the return journey we went up a series of hairpin bends to Ravello, a tiny 

village at the top of the hills. From the terrace of the Villa Cimbrone a magnificent 

view of the coast is obtained. My description is very inadequate because this is the 

best scenery I have ever seen and we have nothing at home to compare with it. 

Having exhausted all the cinemas we decided to go to the Opera House, where 

the London Repertory Company wore doing The Barretts of Wimpole Street. It 

didn’t sound very thrilling but it turned out to be a very good show. There were 

some unintended laughs when Elizabeth talks, excitedly of wanting to visit Italy, 

and one which absolutely brought the house down. Henrietta’s young man, Captain 

Surtees, is discussing his prospects, and says “I’m afraid I’ll have to stay in the 

Army, don’t seem to have much brains for anything else”. The lads roared, and the 

actors had to laugh themselves. So ended a very enjoyable leave, all too short, but 

one which has given me something pleasant to remember among so much that is 

better forgotten. 

                                                           
25 ENSA - Entertainments National Service Association, an organisation set up in 1939 by Basil Dean and Leslie 

Henson to provide entertainment for British armed forces personnel during World War II (aka Every Night Something 

Awful) 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°140 October 1944 

Racing News from Abroad 

by Bill Brown, Royal Army Ordnance Corps 

August 6th 1944. I feel I ought to tell you about the 50 kilo. massed start race 

which was held in the garrison this morning under the auspices of the workshops 

club, ‘The Technical C.C.’ This was run on the same lines as the Gazira event and 

attracted almost all of the leading riders, out here. This time I did not ride but was 

at a vantage point half way round the course, where I was connected by a direct 

phone to the comment at or at the finish, From where I was, I gave him all the griff 

of the race at this point, and he put it over to the crowd at the finish on loud-

speakers. It was all very exciting- and I ‘enjoyed myself very much. For the first 

lap the crowd were very much together, but soon after that, the fast men began to 

burn off the slower ones and a mob of about 20 began to battle it out. Soon after 

the start our two fastest men got involved in a pile-up and had to retire, so our 

chances were soon put to nought. However, the Technical C.C. were well up the 

front and. it would .have been difficult to even guess who would be the ultimate 

winner. El Lorry, the famous. Egyptian rider, seemed to be riding very strongly 

and stood as good a chance as anyone, but about the tenth lap he accepted food 

from one of the spectators and was therefore disqualified. Of course, it would be 

impossible to allow this sort of thing to go on with fifty riders all tearing down the 

road. However, an Egyptian won the race after all, this proving to be Gomaa 

Moghraby, El Lorry’s team partner. Ken Marshall of the Buckshee Wheelers was 

second and Mustill now riding for the Exiles C.C. was third. Team race was won 

by the Exiles C.C. Reading all this about the Exiles C.C. you will probably want to 

know if Gordon Kirk was in the picture. Well, it seems as if the weather out here is 

too hot for Gordon to tear about in and he was just a spectator. Of course,’ we had 

a good chat after the race and he has almost persuaded me to have a go in a similar 

race which his club is running next week. I’m not quite as fit as I would like to be 

so have not made up my mind just yet. In any case, I’ll make a determined effort to 

get there, and if I don’t ride it will give Gordon the chance to have a crack at me 

when he tells about his club’s race, as I have no doubt he will do. 

As far as road racing is concerned we, in this garrison have held several short 

races and one ‘50’ which El Lorry won. The times are not so hot as compared with 

Blighty times, but you should see some of the bikes that the boys are plucky 

enough to ride, and I feel sure that you would admire them, especially when you 

realise that they are riding in a climate which is far from ideal for an Englishman.  

Although it seems that racing out here goes on all the time, we do consider 

that the winter months are the racing months and whilst it is certainly cooler, the 

opportunity to train does not present itself as it is certainly very dangerous to ride 

after dark in this country. Apart from the danger from the roads, I would not like to 

be a member of a small party riding cycles after sunset in this country, for the 
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natives in all of these villages would cut your throat for a couple of piastres if they 

thought they could get away with it. Cheerio till next time. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°140 October 1944 

Liberation 

by Fred Argent, Royal Signals 

I wish our lads now in France a quick and successful campaign, and I hope the 

Armies will do the liberating they apparently consider most important. I’ve seen 

some of our liberation in Italy. A typical little case would be something like this. 

Our troops are entering San Giovanetta, from which they have finally forced 

the Germans to withdraw, and half the village is in ruins, we had to bombard it 

with artillery and planes, and the Germans have demolished buildings, along the 

main street. A lot of the enemy were killed, so were a lot of the civilians. Those 

who had the time to get out, will come drifting back tomorrow to find their houses 

ruined, their property devastated, and some of their friends and relatives dead. The 

troops will go hurrying forward with no time to do anything for them, and most of 

them will salvage what they can and go and live in a hut or cave, or perhaps walk 

many miles to the home of a more fortunate relative. One of the first things they 

will realise is that their money will be almost worthless. The exchange rate we 

impose is 400 lire to the £ so that bartering between soldiers and Italians will 

become the common practice. As time goes on, the fighting gets further away and. 

some sort of life returns to the shattered village. They will get to know the British 

soldiers, and like them. They will see many Fascists still holding office, and 

wonder. From the son or husband who is a prisoner or labourer in the hands of the 

British they will hear nothing, and will be bitterly disappointed. So they will’ settle 

down to patiently await the end of the war, in many ways worse off than the day 

they were liberated. A.M.G.O.T.
26

 do what they can, but the problem is too vast for 

them. 

The French of course, are only too conscious of the oppression in their 

country. The ordinary Italian knows little about politics, and only wants to be left 

in peace. The disruption of his home and family life is the worst thing that can 

befall him. I don’t suppose this war will end before I’ve had a chance to see a bit of 

France, and having completed the Tour, I wonder how much I shall like London 

again. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°141 November 1944 

On the Continent 

by Cpl. George Venus, R.E. 

It was five days after I had bumped into Bill Waller in late September, that I 

put my feet on what was previously occupied territory. I spent a few days 

                                                           
26 A.M.G.O.T - Allied Military Government for Occupied Territories was the form of military rule administered by 

Allied forces during and after World War II within European territories they occupied. 
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examining the wonderful improvised port the Royal Engineers had constructed, 

along the beaches near our transit camp. Then just as I was getting used to sleeping 

in my clothes, up to my neck in mud, the order came to get mobile, and off we 

went on what was to be a 400 mile endurance test. Little did I think when I left 

Arromanches that morning that I should finish up within 10 miles of Jerry’s front 

line in only 3 days. 

First I must tell you what I think of Normandy and that is, well, just lousy. We 

were not welcome there, and all I saw was looks of hatred upon the people’s faces. 

They had been very comfortable under German rule and did not care for liberation 

at the expense of their countryside, which believe me, was a complete ruin. Getting 

into France a bit more we met with a better welcome but nothing so great as we got 

on entering Belgium, We were pestered most of the way for souvenirs, and  

“Cigarette for poppa?”  

This last request has got beyond a joke, because we have difficulty in getting a few 

cigarettes for our own use. 

You must realise I cannot divulge exactly where I am, but I am allowed to tell 

you the places I have visited en route. So hold on now for a list of the larger towns 

in case you may be interested. The first place of interest was Bayeux, a little 

battered but hostile and dirty, the next place was a sight I shall never forget; - Caen 

- just colossal devastation, London has nothing to touch it, and the few people left 

were still a little uncertain towards us. Lisieux was a miniature Caen, very battered, 

but people more friendly. 

Over the River Seine at Vernon bridges, to Gisors, Beauvais, Amiens; we 

were now passing through the old battlefields of 1914-18 and saw many graves to 

mark the scene of those old battles. On to Bapaume, and Misseron (French) we 

crossed the frontier into Quievrain (Belgian) and was at once met with crowds 

giving us pieces of the National Colours as souvenirs and of course, the request for 

cigarettes, soap, chocolate and biscuits. On to Mons, Soignies, and then one 

glorious night in Brussels, boy, oh, boy, is this a smashing city! The money I had 

was no earthly good to me being French francs and all the Banks were closed, so 

this is how we got started. My chum and I sorted out our pockets and found we 

could spare 20 cigarettes and 2 bars of chocolate between us, so into the first, Café 

(Pub to you) I barged, and found my bit of French was very handy as that language 

is almost universal. I began to barter with the ‘guvner’ first, 

“20 fags for 30 francs, yes? And how about madam, two chocolates for 20 

francs, yes?” 

 “Oui, oui”  

So out I came with 50 Belgian francs, enough to sample some ice-cream and beer 

in a notorious dive. 

Brussels is a wonderful place, and I hope to go back there one day to have a 

good look round in the daylight. I have come forward to quite another nice town 

now and am indulging in the lovely art of eating ice cream, luscious grapes, pears, 
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peaches and most fruits that one fancies. If I move forward from here then one day 

I can tell you where I was, if we stay put, then it will have to be when it’s all over 

and I return. 

The people of this town are really wonderful to us, and are overjoyed to see 

English lads again, and I can say that they really have been expecting us to come, 

and a lot of them prophesied the day of their liberation. Flemish is a very difficult, 

language compared to French and very little French is spoken here so we are at a 

disadvantage until we can pick it up a bit. 

In conclusion; all the very best to you all and hope that everything is going 

well with the old Club, I may meet some of our lads out here; let’s hope so 

anyway. I am keeping fairly fit and well, and by the way, I have yet to see any 

countryside out here so pretty and compact as our own dear old England.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°144 February 1945 

ARTHUR BATTY, PIONEER CORPS SERVING WITH THE BRITISH LIBERATION ARMY 12.1.45 

I am at present in that God forsaken country called Holland, where the sun 

never shines, and the people hardly ever smile. What a contrast there is between 

Belgium and Holland. In Belgium, pay day was as much looked forward to as it is 

in England, but in Holland, the only cash a soldier need draw is for his NAAFI
3
 

rations. The price of everything has doubled since we first arrived, so it isn’t 

advisable to purchase anything, although a great number of our lads do. 

When in Belgium, you could be almost certain that anyone you met was pro-

English, but here it is much different. They profess to hate the Germans, and have 

every reason for doing so - but I don’t know, they do not seem sincere somehow. 

I’ll give you an instance of how they allow the Church to dominate their lives. On 

Christmas night, we intended to hold a dance, and we sent invitations to all the 

village, young and old, but the local priest told them that they should not attend 

and they didn’t. Girls between the ages of 16-21 have to be in their home by 6 p.m. 

every evening, which makes life very dull for some soldiers! 

Fortunately I am in very good billets, a Hitler Youth Camp, and nothing is too 

good for these fanatics, you can see that I am comfortable. 
BERT TUCK, R.A.F. PATHFINDERS FORCE. HOME FORCES, 8.2.45 

Thanks once again for the W.O.A.E. it arrived whilst I was at home on a 

buckshee ‘48’. I have done & few more ‘ops’ since I last wrote and recently spent 

a night at home on the way back from Stuttgart. Yes it’s true, we ran short of juice 

and lobbed down quite near London, and popped home the next day as the weather 

was too bad to get off the deck, I look two of the crew home with me and as we 

were in ‘working dress’ with flying boots etc. it was a good thing we didn’t run 

into ‘Wally the Cop’ or one of his- confederates, On the next ‘op’ after this -we 

saw our first ‘Jerry’ fighter, but he didn’t see us and no harm was done except, that 

another Halifax nearly corkscrewed into us whilst dodging him. We toured over 

two very well pranged targets that night and had a good view of bags of pretty 
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lights. That was our last ‘op’ on my old Squadron as we have now been transferred 

to a Pathfinders Force on Lancasters. Believe me we were sorry to leave our old 

station, but it’s not too bad here and I’ll soon be able to tell you if Pathfinding is 

any more exciting then Main Force bombing. Personally I hope it isn’t. 

News from India 

Sgt. Les Osborne, R.A.F. 

I left England in late 1941 bound for Singapore (only we didn’t know it then!) 

The island fell just before we reached it, and our ship was diverted to Batavia, 

capital of Java. It was a very nice city, built by the Dutch. The first things which 

struck me were the tricycle-taxis. Easily the most popular form of transport. 

Personally, I have always found my own weight enough to push about on a bike, 

but these natives tore about at a good 15 m.p.h, with two or three passengers 

aboard After about a week we moved over to Sumatra and went up a single track 

railway about 200 miles through virgin Jungle to Palembang, a big oil producing 

centre. Our squadron joined the remnants of another just out of Singapore, to 

‘Keep ‘em flying’ a little longer. We were bombed daily by our Japanese 

neighbours, and in less than a week were fighting their paratroops, dropped near 

the airfield. 

After a hectic time we received orders to withdraw, and eventually returned to 

Java and thence to Ceylon and India, I had a short spell in the Bengal Jungle, but 

for two, and a half years have been here in a more civilised spot, only seven miles 

from a city. I cannot say where for security reasons, I bought a bicycle when I 

realised I seemed likely to stay put, and must have covered, several thousand miles 

round about here, mostly desert country. We are not far from the sea, so I get in 

plenty of swimming and sailing also. Unfortunately I could not get a lightweight 

machine but a full roadster is just as well on Indian roads. I spent two delightful 

leaves of one month each during 1943 and ‘44, in Kashmir. The state is another 

Switzerland, with views of the Himalayas in lieu of the Alps. It was grand to feel 

the cold air again, believe me! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°148 July 1945 

JOHN DAVEY, ROYAL ARMY MEDICAL CORP SERVING WITH THE BRITISH LIBERATION ARMY 

WRITES TO JACK TORRANCE 

Just a few lines from that well known holiday resort, Belsen. Yes, we have 

clicked again for a nice job, I know that you don’t need to be reminded what it is 

like, but here are a few things that maybe you haven’t heard or read about. 

The place stunk about a mile away and as we got nearer the smell got stronger 

and a few chaps with timid stomachs began to heave. When we arrived the filth 

was indescribable, people creeping around sorting garbage over looking for 

something to eat, and those who were too weak just layed down and pegged out. 
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We were detailed into parties and told to get cracking, but I don’t know to this 

day how or what we did, I do know this, the few P.O.Ws
5
 who were there had a 

nice job picking up stiff ‘uns, and carting ‘em off. 

I went into one of the houses and I just heaved, as the stench was awful, to 

make things worse the water had been cut off and it wasn’t until two days later that 

the supply came on again. Each ‘house’ would normally hold a 100 people, in 

some cases as many as 250 to 500 were packed in. Help arrived pretty quickly and 

things began to move, and now after 20 days things are looking fine. Nobody 

knows how many people were there, but good guess would be 75,000. Deaths have 

gone down quite a lot these days, they are now sorting the internees out, and those 

who can travel will be sent off home. 

So far they haven’t come across any English folks, but there’s a hell of a lot of 

Germans - those who wouldn’t do what they were told. 

Well, I guess you are thinking what a cheerful letter this is but we are allowed 

to write what we like about the place, in case there are a few people who still think 

it is a nice piece of ‘hooey’. 

It won’t be long now before I get my ticket, I hope to have it before the year is 

out, then we can have that pint we have promised one another. Just fancy, no more 

trying to dodge parades - life won’t be worth living. 
 ARTHUR BATTY, PIONEER CORPS SERVING WITH THE BRITISH LIBERATION ARMY 

About three weeks ago we left Germany and came back into North Holland to 

a village called Valkenburg, which lies on the coast about 12 miles from The 

Hague. We are on our usual work - building aerodromes - but now that Germany is 

kaput there is no immediate hurry, so we are given more time to ourselves. When 

we started the job, the big chief told us that they were waiting to land food, so he 

wanted the strip laid in record time, which was three days. We had the strip ready 

in good time, and although that was more than two weeks ago, I have yet to see a 

food plane land. We now work a five day week, but Saturday and Sunday are not 

entirely free as they usually find one or two parades for us. Can you believe it, here 

I am within sound of the sea, and yet I haven’t seen it. 

The coast is protected by a ridge of sand hills, and they are heavily mined, so 

that prevents us from getting to the beach. The Germans are being made to clear 

the mines, so may be in the near future we will be able to enjoy a ‘dip’. The Hague 

is a very nice town and full of amusements, but compared with British standard it 

is very dear. Fortunately for us we are able to sell cigarettes, so we get enough cash 

to see us through. 

‘Petticoat Lane’ hasn’t anything to compare with the main Hague car park. 

Watches, cameras, rings, money. Almost anything you would wish for, and all you 

require to purchase them is cigarettes.  

I nearly took part in the proposed Victory march through Berlin. Our group 

was split in half, and as only half was required, they drew lots for it, and our half 
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lost. Two days ago four of our lads had a grand tour of Germany in a ‘Mitchell’ 

Nineteen of us wanted to go, so once again there was a draw but I had no luck.  
WALLY WOODCOCK, ROYAL ARTILLERY SERVING WITH THE CENTRAL MEDITERRANEAN 

FORCE 

We were at Ancona when Jerry packed up and I soon found myself helping to 

escort a train load of prisoners to the cage at Taranto, a three day trip in cattle 

truck, and soon after our return to Ancona the unit was moved to a prison camp a 

few miles from Taranto, which looks like being our last location in sunny Italy.  

This is a mobile mob with bags of transport and I had pleasant dreams of a 

journey home across Europe to the Channel coast, where we would have been quite 

prepared to finish the trip in rowing boats or anything that floated, but they were 

rudely shattered when we found we were to take over this prison camp. It’s not 

much of a job but I suppose somebody has to do it, so roll on group 24! 

I’ve just had a letter from my elder brother, home again after four years 

abroad, and he tells me that he borrowed my old Crownfield of 1930 vintage for a 

few rides and that it runs as well as ever. His wife rides my old Sunbeam so they 

were able to get out together, and May and I are keenly looking forward to the time 

when we can do a little cycling again. 
 ALBERT AYTON SERVING WITH THE CENTRAL MEDITERRANEAN FORCE WRITES TO 

JACK TORRANCE 

Well, old man, and how many pints of wallop did you got down you last 

night? Or haven’t you stopped since you heard the news? I’ve got an idea that I 

would have been well cut last night but for the fact that there wasn’t enough 

wallop. The generous NAAFI
19

 gave us three half pint bottles of beer to celebrate 

the great occasion which of course was just enough to give us the flavour. About a 

dozen of us went down to the local village after that for there was supposed to be a 

big fiesta down there, all went well until some of the boys started celebrating by 

firing infantry f lares etc. The signorinas got a bit afraid of them dropping on them 

so things packed up at the reasonable early time of 10.30. We were up at Padua 

when we heard that the Germans had surrendered to us, I think our first reaction 

was  

“Hurray we’ve finished first”. 

As you probably guessed I was tagging along in the last push out here. It was 

a bit sticky for the first week or so, but when we really got Jerry running, it was 

just a question of keep chasing. It was a case of moving all the time. One day we 

moved four times! We were pretty well up with the spearhead all the time. One 

time there were some tanks, going into action with Ghurkhas riding on them and 

we had to pull into the side of the road to let them pass! We entered Padora (or 

Padua in English) while the spearhead infantry were still in the town. It was an 

amazing sight, partisans were rounding up ‘Jerrys’, snipers were popping and 

crowds really were cheering, throwing flowers and all. 
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I also saw a bit of Venice, I had a day in there. It’s a lovely place but gosh if 

you don’t take a gondola how you have to walk! There are 364 bridges in Venice 

and I think I must have gone over half of them. Still I had several gondola rides. 

The Grand Canal up by Piazza San Marco deserves all the praise that’s been given 

it, I would like to have spent a lot more time there but alas we’re away down South 

again. 

Now, I suppose we’ve just got to put up with a lot of bull until they decide 

where we’re going from here. Anyway the first instalment is over, and I’m hoping 

it won’t be long before I’m ‘up the road’ again. I guess it won’t be long before my 

folks are back in London and I guess you’ll soon be there too. Gee! I wish I was 

there just at this moment. 

Cheerio, and all the best. 
BERT TUCK, R.A.F HUNTINGDON 

When you have your ‘own’ aircraft on ‘Ops’ and it’s reliable you treat it like 

your best bike, and almost worship it. There are one or two aspects of ‘ops’ which 

are similar to a classy road event. With a ‘daylight’ for instance, you get called up 

early, eat your early breakfast with the same sort of tension, and after being briefed 

you take-off at minute intervals almost as meticulously as the start of a ‘100’. You 

have a set time to the target, or ‘turn’, but the trip back is keenly contested and we 

were usually in the first three. Funnily enough, some of the shorter trips, to the 

Ruhr etc. took about the same time as a slow hundred and the atmosphere 

afterwards, at debriefing and ‘second breakfast’ was identical with that after a race. 

No tension now you understand and everyone shooting the most horrible 

‘lines’. Do you see now why I miss ‘ops’? I admit there’s something in what you 

say though, and for the first five or six I didn’t care whether I did another or not. 

After this, in common with everyone else, and unless you get any real scares you 

get keen and we should have really welcomed just one more month to finish our 

second tour. As it is we are eligible for overseas and have already had numerous 

‘jobs’ for that purpose. I think it is doubtful that I shall go however, just a hunch of 

course but we’ll see. Another reason why we miss ‘ops’ is that a certain amount of 

‘bull’ is creeping into the daily routine, whereas there is nothing more free and 

easy than a Squadron under battle orders. We still do a fair amount of flying, i.e. 

Cooks Tours for ground bods and various other details, but apart from this, life is a 

bit cheesing. I think I’ll leave soon. (Joke!) Cheerio, and best wishes to you all. 
 GEORGE VENUS, ROYAL ENGINEERS SERVING WITH THE BRITISH LIBERATION ARMY 

First, the war over here finished, then we moved further into Germany with 

stacks of work to do, (Lord knows where it came from) then my B.L.A. leave was 

stopped, then they told me I could go. And when I returned from leave it was only 

to find my unit all busted up with individual postings to various theatres of war. As 

for myself, I was just one of those ‘Pickford’ chaps to be used as a replacement for 

some other guy waiting to come home. So here I am in the lovely town of Bad 

Salzufflen with nothing to do except wait for somebody to come and fetch me. 
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I said my farewells to all the lads as they went out to their various units and 

watched the newcomers arrive to form a new 19
th

 M.R.S. which by the way is 

bound for the S.E.A.C.
27

 So you see the old joke about ‘Burma Looms Ahead’ is 

coming true. 

I could write for hours on what happened over here prior to the cessation of 

hostilities, but all I wish to say is this I have found the German people very well 

clothed and fed, quite happy and seemingly better off all round than the average 

person in England. Their country is well cultivated and resembles Britain in many 

ways. During our moving up into Germany I saw much of the damage wrought by 

our Allied bombing of the Ruhr and surrounding districts. I crossed the Rhine at 

several places, the most notable being the Roosevelt Bridge at Wesel, the Conquer 

Bridge as Duisburg and the Triumph Bridge at Dusseldorf. I must admit that when 

I passed Krupp’s works in Essen, I realised how much the Allied bombing had 

helped to finish this war. 

The sight that needs mentioning was the thousands of refugees fleeing both 

ways along the Autobahn in cars, lorries, carts, cycles, prams, and some walking 

barefooted, and a lot very well dressed. One could not show any sympathy because 

it was difficult to say what nationality they were, but I really don’t think we cared 

much. By the way, in an ENSA
25

 film show last week I believe I saw Bert Tuck on 

the news-reel, during the showing of some anti-fog device for airfields. If it was 

not Bert then I’ll eat my hat, but not my steel one!! 

Cheerio, and best wishes to everyone. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°150 August 1945 

In Norway 11/7/45 

Joe MacArthur 

After my sick leave in the first week in May, I returned once more to the 

Continent. I was on board ship on VE-Day, and so missed all the celebrations. I 

spent only a fortnight, in Bruges before being ‘shuvved’ on a draft to Norway. A 

‘Stirling’ bomber flew me from Brussels to Ayr in Scotland and I thoroughly 

enjoyed the flight, although over the Midlands it was extremely rough. I stayed a 

few days in Edinburgh before embarking for Norway and much to my disgust I did 

not get the promised Embarkation leave. The boat journey via Stavanger and 

Kristiansand took 8 days, but apart from one very rough night, I enjoyed it. The 

food and the sleeping accommodation were quite good. We stopped, for a few 

hours at Stavanger but were not allowed ashore. At Kristiansand, however, we 

stayed the night and were allowed ashore.  In the afternoon a Bull Parade was 

arranged and we marched through the town accompanied by a band; we were given 

a good reception. In the evening we were again allowed ashore and accordingly my 

friend and I set out to ‘do’ the town; we were lucky. Soon after we left the docks 

                                                           
27 South East Asia Command ((SEAC) was the body set up to be in overall charge of Allied operations in the South-

East Asian Theatre during World War II) 
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we received an invitation to supper with a Norwegian family, which invitation we 

accepted with that mixture of alacrity and restraint born of much Army practice. 

Once inside we were introduced to a large family gathering who, we were given to 

understand, had assembled to celebrate the last days of freedom of an engaged 

couple; we, needless to say, were very willing to co-operate. Most of them could 

speak good English and they made us very welcome and at home. We had a very 

enjoyable night and when we left they asked us to try and call in on our return 

journey. 

From Kristiansand up the Skagerrak and the fjord to Oslo was a wonderful 

journey and one must be grateful to the authorities for giving us such a grand 

cruise free of charge. At Oslo I was i/c
28

 Baggage Party and so was unable to leave 

the Docks until after midnight but even then it was still daylight and the streets 

were crowded with people celebrating the Liberation and the return of their King 

Haakon. It seemed strange to go to bed while yet light but I was then too tired to 

care. Since then, and until very recently, the Norwegians of Oslo have celebrated 

on any and every pretext and we, of course, have joined in. 

I am now comfortably installed in the City of Oslo and am beginning to 

understand the people and their way of life. Incidentally, at the risk of offending 

anyone still Tory minded, this Capital city, which is the finest I have yet been in, is 

governed by a Labour majority. I am billeted in a large school but I work and feed 

in a large block of offices in the centre of town. The weather has been grand and 

many a lunch hour I have taken advantage of it to sunbathe on the roof; this is an 8 

storey building. I am feeling very fit and well and I suppose I should be very 

thankful that I am here instead of Burma. I am, but also I am very cheezed off and 

long always for my return to Civvy St. 

The Norwegians are a healthy race and live a wonderful life. They are, on 

average, about 5 feet 8 inches and this includes the women. They all have 

marvellous complexions and the girls especially, with their blue eyes and blonde 

hair, look grand. They are friendly but more interested in living their own lives 

than in the British soldier. Their main sport is, of course, the Winter skiing and ice 

skating but, in Summer they go away for perhaps three or four weeks into the 

country where they get fit and brown - camping, fishing, boating and generally 

running around with as little on as possible. They also go in for cycling, but with a 

difference. Oh La! La! you should see the snappy costumes worn by the girls. The 

weekends too, are spent out of town and every Saturday morning crowds of fit 

young things can be seen leaving complete with pack and short shorts. Chivalry 

would not work here; you might offer to carry a girl’s pack and find it was too 

heavy for you. 

There are numerous Cinemas here showing American films but the main 

enjoyment for those who remain is the evening stroll up and. down the main street 

to the Palace and the Park. They are short of thread and material but still they 
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manage to look good; and do they look good. Seriously, this is a very fine modern 

City and I am glad to have had the opportunity of seeing for myself what can be. 

How long I will be here I do not know but I am hoping to be demobbed in 

January so have a good chance of being ‘up the road’ next year. By the way, in a 

letter from the wife, she tells me that our son aged 3 is taking a keen interest in 

cycling. While out on the tandem with her and my brother-in-law, Brian kept 

saying “do some speeding”. Well, I trust all is well with everyone at home and I 

wish them all the best and hope to see them soon. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°150 & 151 August & September 1945 

 ALBERT AYTON SERVING WITH THE CENTRAL MEDITERRANEAN FORCE WRITES 

Very many thanks for the magazine and the enclosure. I would like you to 

thank all the generous donors to the Fund
29

 for me, please. You’re right; riding a 

bike with a big bundle is a lot more fun than trying to get a magazine out on time. I 

know exactly how you feel. Don’t forget that I was the Editor when the first 

‘double’ number combining two months came out. I’ll never forget sitting indoors 

typing it while the rest of the folks were in the air-raid shelter to which I nipped out 

when anything come close. Them were the days! - and nights! When the Japanese 

war finished and, the first stories of demobbing came out I began to hope, not 

unreasonably I think, that I would be out by about next April, and I was looking 

forward to a full racing season next year amongst other things. But, alas, my hopes 

have been dashed, for with the official announcement of the speed of release, 

which I think is disgracefully slow, I shall consider myself lucky if I do not have at 

least another twelve or fourteen months in this X__X Army, Perhaps they think we 

like it here I I’m still hoping to get some leave in sometime in October so I suppose 

I’ll have to be content with that to be getting on with. 

I went out on a club run yesterday evening. No, I’m not kidding. The cycling 

club we’ve got here, the Reamers’ C.C. affiliated to the C.F.C.C. has managed to 

obtain 3 cycles from Welfare, They are Army bikes it’s true, but we’ve stripped off 

everything we can dispense with like mudguards, carrier, rifle clips etc. and made 

them a bit lighter and they run fairly well. We went up to a fourteenth century 

castle near here at a place called Gradara. It was very interesting, and when we got 

down in the torture chamber it was very gruesome as well. All the implements 

were still there including the headman’s block and the noose. 

I think the bikes are going to be very well used for we’ve got about 35 

members and only three bikes. We’re making efforts to get some more and now 

that the war has finished I think there are more hopes of success. 

How are the hardriders runs going Gerry? You slipped up allowing yourself to 

be inveigled into riding with the hardriders again didn’t you, or are you going to 

                                                           
29 A Club Fund whereby members at home donated what they could afford and Postal Orders were sent to those 

members serving in the Forces. 
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get serious again? I hope the long run isn’t too long when I next come out though. I 

wish I could get out regular I’m just itching to get fit and have a go again. 

Well must close now, give my best wishes to all the lads and lasses please, 

and thanks once again for the 10/-. Cheerio and all the best. 
ARTHUR BATTY, PIONEER CORPS SERVING WITH THE ARMY OF THE RHINE 

I have become a member of the ‘Liberation C.C.’ but that doesn’t mean I am 

doing any cycling, as I haven’t been able to procure a cycle, and anyway the 

nearest section is at Hamburg, which is a long way from here. At present I am 

located at Nordhemmern which is a name given to half a dozen houses about 

thirteen kilometres from Minden, and I am living under canvas. At present it isn’t 

too bad, as we are having a spell of good weather, but our old man has been 

ordered to find us winter billets. The work is the same, (dromes) and we are likely 

to continue in that line, as we are the only unit of its kind left over here. Life in the 

towns isn’t so bad, but when you are miles from anywhere, life tends to become 

boring, but we have a truck that goes to town every night, so on an average we get 

to town about once per week, which enables us to see the film that is showing. It is 

very difficult to understand the German people, some are friendly, some would like 

to be but are scared of other people’s opinion, and some hate us, and show it. A pal 

and I went into a book shop for a German-English dictionary, and the person who 

was serving (an old man) gave my pal a book on maths, and me, a book on 

electricity!! He was probably having a good laugh to himself, and we let him get 

away with it. 

We have a very good dance hall here, it’s a barge that is stranded in the canal, 

and is owned by a Dutchman. He can’t move it as the locks have been blown, so 

there he must stay, and to help to brighten our evenings, he has cleared the hold, 

put in a few tables, and on four nights per week he give a dance. I have been to 

some queer dances at one time and another, but this beats them all. How’s the 

hardriders section coming along Gerry? I wish you every success, and hope to be 

able to join you soon. Well pal, time for tea (tinned fish again), so must sign off. 

Thanks for the mag., and for the Postal Order. All the best. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°179 January 1948 

The Day War Broke Out 

By Jack Miller 

Len Kirk and I decided on a run over to Lester’s at Littleport (north of Ely) 

for the weekend of 2/3 September 1939. Len soon showed that he had a 

consistently superior half wheel, but this was typical of the times, for events were 

hurrying along to such an extent that it was difficult to keep pace with them. We 

arrived at Lester’s rather sticky, but in that happy, self satisfied frame of mind of 

something achieved. Mrs. Lester soon had us sitting down to one of her famous hot 

suppers, the conversation between mouthfuls being; confined to the probability of 

war. After clearing the table, we all gathered round the radio, and listened to the 
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latest news bulletin. It was so grave that it was announced that the Prime Minister 

would be making a special broadcast to the nation at 11 a.m. the next day. Len and 

1 retired fairly early and lay in bed talking about the imminent catastrophe. I 

recollect that one conclusion we reached was that even if there was a war it could 

only last about a year. We finally dropped off to sleep with the resolution to leave 

for home direct after breakfast and to call at any convenient house just before 

eleven o’clock to listen to the special broadcast. 

We started on our way riding into a south west breeze which on these flat 

desolate roads had the velocity of gale. Half-past ten found us battling our way 

through Ely - it was it was too early to stop so we carried on until 10.45 only to 

find ourselves on that perfectly straight Roman road between Stretham and 

Cambridge known as Akeman Street. Not a darned building was in sight, so 

becoming desperate, Len and l did ‘bit and bit’ and just before eleven we sighted a 

house which on approach turned out to be an inn. We flung ourselves off our 

‘irons’ and knocked on the door. The landlord at first seemed surprised at my 

request to listen to his radio but soon collected himself and readily led the way in. I 

shall always visualise the scene...the landlord, his wife, and two sweat covered 

cyclists eyeing each other apprehensively as the Premier’s voice broke the silence 

in an ominous tone. Our worst fears were confirmed as Mr Chamberlain 

announced that 

“A state of war exists between ourselves and Germany.” 

We thanked our host for his courtesy and hurried towards London, neither of 

us having much to say as we pedalled along deep in our own thoughts. We stopped 

at Sawston for. a drink from the village pump and a local who was drawing water 

asked us where we were going; and on our replying “London”, startled us by 

saving that London had already been bombed, adding,  

“It wur on the woireless". 

We well exceeded ‘evens’ after that news, I claim it as my fastest ride ever! 

We only eased up going through Sawbridgeworth, where we met a club going in 

the opposite direction. My amazement was so great that I turned to Len and gave 

vent to a strong comment of surprise. He echoed my comment and added 

“But of course, they don’t know that war’s declared; or do they?”  

However on reaching Manor Park we discovered that the bomb story was untrue 

and that our homes were safe and we gave each other a sheepish look and went our 

ways. 

During the next few days nobody knew quite what to do, there was much 

uncertain about everything; and I wondered whether cycling would continue as we 

knew it; or whether it would be banned because of the blackout, military convoys, 

etc I thought Cycling would be more informed that the C.T.C, or the N.C.U. and 

phoned them for the official attitude. My enquiry as to whether it would be OK to 

cycle on the roads at the next weekend caused some discussion at the other end of 

the telephone, and the answer came back 
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“Yes we think so, but if you are in a club keep in small groups and don’t  

antagonise the public by appearing to enjoy yourselves!!!” 

The latter part of this injunction was like the ‘Press to Open’ button on the door of 

an electric train. It just wouldn’t work. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°401 Summer 1973 

The Buckshee Wheelers 

In 1941 cyclists serving in the Middle East formed their own unique Services 

Cycling Club. In the slang of the day, they called it ‘The Buckshee Wheelers’30 

with their headquarters at Cairo. Whenever they got the chance they organised 

something of a cycling nature, if only to remind themselves of happier days in 

greener and more pleasant surroundings. Club runs were organised to the Sphinx, 

even potted tours round Cairo, but they had to wait until 1944 to promote their first 

‘25’. Even cycle racing had to wait until Rommel had been pushed out of Africa! 

Cycling of February 23
rd 

1944, gives an account of the event, run off in conditions 

quite unlike anything you have ever experienced. Back home plans were being laid 

for D-Day in June, whilst across the Channel Hitler was preparing to unleash the 

first flying bombs on Southern England. Those horrible weapons were due to fall 

on England in June also. Cycling carried an advert from our old friend Claud 

Butler, who exhorted Cycling Clubs to organise Dances, Whist Drives, Treasure 

Hunts, etc. in order to raise funds for the ‘Cyclists Red Cross Appeal Fund’. Many 

prisoners of war were being freed from Nazi camps and were returning home. All 

so very far away now, but cyclists being ‘mad’ somebody just had to organise a 

‘25’. We are indebted to the Editor of Cycling for allowing us to reproduce this 

article. Read on and get your knees brown - that’s an order! 

 

 February 23
rd

 1944 Cycling 
SAND STORM SLOWS TIMES IN THE BUCKSHEE WHEELERS 25 

Exclusive story of Egypt’s First Time Trial told by Alex Josey.  

Cairo, Sunday, January 30 (By Air) 

Held in a swirling sand storm on a black streak of a road across the fringe of 

the Western Desert, the Buckshee Wheelers ‘25’, the first time trial ever held in 

Egypt, proved to be .a tremendous success, and, at the same time, one of the most 

exacting, tests of physical courage that could have been devised. 

Eric B. Mustill, the 1939 Liverpool T.T.A. Champion, was the winner with a 

remarkable fast time, in view of the conditions, of 1hr. 26 mins. 55 secs. He beat-

Ken Marshall, Polytechnic C.C., sprinter, by 37 seconds after leading throughout. 

Frank Spalton, of the Bath Road Club, was third with 1.32.27. He was bothered 

almost from the start with a leaking tyre and twice during the trial had to dismount 

and pump in some more air. Mustill, who rode an Italian, nameless, bicycle 

                                                           
30 Buckshee was derived from baksheesh, an Arabic word denoting ‘free or something for nothing’  
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equipped with sprints and tubulars and geared to 81 ins. carried no spares. He was 

rather surprised that he managed to get round the course without puncturing. Far-

into the night before, he burnt the candle in his tent, sewing up those tubulars. 

If home riders had gathered at the starting point this morning, they would 

have looked round at each other, laughed a big noisy horse laugh and gone right 

home again. For a sand storm was sweeping the desert. Visibility shifted from 25 

to 200 yards without notice and with utter impartiality and sand rushed and tossed 

over the slate-coloured ribbon of the road like spray across Brighton front on a 

blustery day. 

Teams had arrived in Cairo last night from the Technical C.C. from base 

workshops far down in the Delta, two riders had arranged their leave from distant 

Jerusalem so that they could ride; a team from the 19
th

 Wheelers more R.E.M.E. 

boys from out in the ‘blue’ turned up; and the Mariut C.C. had sent two men from 

Alexandria. 

When, as timekeeper, I called on the first man, J. Brown of the Liverpool 

Eagles C.C. to get on the mark, the wind was already piling up the sand behind the 

empty, rusty, petrol tins which mark the boundary between black road and sandy 

waste, and by the time the last of the 28 starters had been despatched swirls of 

choking dust were billowing their crazy way over road and dune and away to the 

distance. 

Men, who had not been astride a saddle for years, rode bicycles they had 

never seen before. One man, F. Garrison of the Wyndham, rode a battle-scarred 

Army bicycle which had a frame pierced by three enemy bullets and wheels shod 

with 1¾” tyres. J. Hamilton of the Larkhall C.C. borrowed from the stores, a 

standard Mark IV bicycle, Army, one, complete with 28” by 1½” heavily spoked 

wheels; W.G. Morris of the Salisbury R.C. rode an English £3.19.6 Model. Never 

before had such a motley assembly of bicycles ever been gathered together for 

such a purpose. And it was on these machines that the gallant 28 set out to batter 

their way through the sand-storm to where Sergt. Allison, of the Border City 

Wheelers., stood and waited, as he has done so often in the past in far-away 

Blighty, to turn them and speed them on their way back. 

To get to the turn 27 year old Eric Mustill pounded his 81in. gear for exactly 

54½ mins. And for scenery there was just the road ahead smeared with sand, 

overflowing from the sides of the vast sea of wastes. The party of Bedouins, 

wrapped and wreathed in their long, flowing robes, watched silently as the 

crouched figures of the cyclists tussled with the wind; the camel train making for 

the Pyramids, silhouetted mysteriously on the horizon, padded, uninterested on its 

way. There was nothing, else to see; no friendly hedges to give shelter. 

By the kilo post, which said “Five”, I took my stand, surrounded, as are all 

timekeepers wherever time-trialists muster, by friendly spectators, who, in this 

instance, had, some of them, travelled many uncomfortable miles in order to 

witness the start and finish of Egypt’s first ‘25’. In the shelter of the lorries the men 
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stripped and prepared their machines. Already the chains were creaking with sand. 

And the dress was as weird and as varied as the bicycles. When Eric Mustill 

wheeled his bicycle to the start I asked him  

“What was the last event you rode in?” His reply was,  

“The Leamington 100 the day war broke out.” 

“You finished second” I said, and Mustill chuckled and nodded. 

“I beat evens then. Wonder if I can do it this morning?”  

At half-way the Liverpool man was in the lead, with Ken Marshall half a 

minute behind. Three minutes later came Frank Spalton with 57½ minutes, and 

then, half a minute behind, followed E. Raphael of the Allondon R.C. and Ron 

Tinker, of the Huddersfield R.C., the man who organized the event. Tinker came 

back faster than Raphael, faster even than Spalton, but not quite speedily enough; 

Spalton held the lead by just 5 secs. Johnnie Walker, one of the Buckshee 

Wheelers founders, did not reach the turn. He punctured. 

“This was one of the occasions when I was delighted to feel that tyre go flat” 

he confided, when he came back to the finish. Tinker, incidentally, was the fastest 

R.A.F. man. 

Perhaps the most surprising ride was that of Paddy Roebuck, the other 

founder and the old timer. He is getting on for 50 but he pedalled neatly throughout 

and finished half-way up the list with a time of 1.40.9. Another good effort was 

that of Frank Feakes, whom I managed to persuade to ride on a borrowed machine 

in spite of the fact that the afternoon before he competed in a three miles running 

race. He beat his fellow L.A.C.
31

, R. Conn, of the Belvoir C.C., who also ran in the 

three miles race, by almost a minute. Company Sergeant Major Pluck of the 

Ipswich B.B. didn’t reach the turn and neither did G.W. Smith of the Unity C.C. G. 

Brereton of the Manchester Wheelers, and Hammond, of the De Laune C.C. Two 

De Laune men started. R. Banham as the other and he completed the course in 

1.46.57. 

But for coincidence, the Morris brothers, W.G. and E. surely win the prize. 

These two Salisbury R.C. men, (one in the R.A.F. and the other in the Army, are 

stationed within 100 miles of each other and they frequently cycle to meet for a 

chat and a bite of food. Brothers-in-law of the famous Wessex R.C. rider Bill 

Hathaway, both are still remarkably keen cyclists and they never lose an 

opportunity for a ride. W.G. is the present holder of the Tel-el-Kebir to Zag-a-Zig 

record with a time of 1.45.30, which is fast moving for 36 miles of canal road. 

When the last man rather wearily crossed the line and we checked up our 

times, we all went, as is the wont of riders, officials and interested folk, to the local 

hostelry to eat and to chatter. There, in a special room in a wayside NAAFI more 

than 80 of us sat down to a belated breakfast. There Johnny Walker congratulated 

Mustill upon becoming the first holder of the Silver Bully Beef Tin, which the 

committee of the Buckshee Wheelers has decided to purchase as a result of Lord 

                                                           
31 L.A.C. - Leading Aircraftman  
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Kenilworth’s generous donation to the prize fund. Silver-plated, this unusual 

trophy is to be mounted on an ebony base and it is hoped, it will be put up for 

competition every year. Apart from this award and the usual three prizes, every 

Serviceman who officiated in any way, or who rode, will receive a specially 

printed certificate - a suitable memento of a unique occasion. 

Altogether there were 28 starters and proudly do I tabulate below the names 

and times of the 21 men who completed the full course.  

 

 Name and Club h.  m. s. 

1. E. Mustill, Phoenix C.C. Aintree (B.W. Cairo) 1.26.55. 

2. K. Marshall, Polytechnic C.C. (B.W. Cairo) 1.27.32. 

5. F. Spalton, Bath R.C. (B.W. Jerusalem) 1.32.27. 

4. R. Tinker, Huddersfield R.C. (B.W. Cairo) 1.32.32. 

5. R.V.V. Swann, C.T.C. London (Technical C.C.) 1.34.55. 

6. E. Raphael, Allondon R.C. (Mariut C.C.) 1.35.32. 

7. W.G. Morris, Salisbury R.C. (Technical C.C.) 1.37.13 

8. H.N. Derry, Severn R.C, (B.W. Cairo) 1.37.16. 

9. F. Garrison, Wyndham C.C. (Technical C.C.) 1.38.49. 

10. A.E. Roebuck, Albion C.C. (B.W. Cairo) 1.40.  9. 

11. J.A. Fisher, Manchester A.C. (B.W. Cairo) 1.41.  4. 

12. J. Brown, Leyton Eagles (B.W. Cairo) 1.41.53. 

15. B. Turner, C.T.C. Bristol (B.W. Cairo) 1.43.42. 

14. E.W. Hook, Sheffield Phoenix (B.W.Cairo) 1.45.  8. 

15. R. Banham, De Laune C.C. (Technical C.C.) 1.46.57. 

16. J. Gunning, Norwood Paragon (B.W. Jerusalem) 1.47.11. 

17. F.J. Feakes, Poole Wheelers (B.W.Cairo) 1.47.37 

18. R. Conn, Belvoir C.C. (B.W.Cairo) 1.48.32. 

19. J. Hamilton, Larkhall. (Technical C.C.) 1.50.22. 

20. E. Morris, Salisbury B.C.- (Technical C.C.) 1.54.37. 

21. N. Smith, Wolverhampton (Mariut C.C.) 1.56.42.  

 

Ed: (Albert Ayton) - The foregoing article was printed in Counties last year and I 

am grateful to Editor, Dennis Donovan, for his permission to use it here.  When I 

first read that Cycling report, in my ‘bivvy’ about half way up Italy, I immediately 

connected the J. Brown to our own W.J. ‘Bill’ Brown, then serving in Egypt, and 

scorned Alex Josey for getting his facts wrong by attributing the one and only 

Eagle Road Club to Liverpool in one place and Leyton in another. So I’ve gone on 

through, the years crediting an Eagle with the first man off position, only now to 

have Bill Brown deny it all! So, who was it? And what was his club? The 

Liverpool Eagle R.C. started up in 1947 and adopted the prefix only after our 

strong representations. The Leyton Eagles are quite unknown to me; there were the 

Leyton Camp Wheelers who were quite active, then but that possibility is a bit 



118 

farfetched. The coincidence is astonishing, with Bill in Egypt, a ‘Brown’ riding 

with at least one of his initials and some specie of Eagle, at that.  

Are you sure you haven’t forgotten, Bill?  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°402 Autumn 1973 

Cycling in Egypt - Army Style 

by Bill Brown 

The article in the last issue of the WOAE telling the story of the Buckshee 

Wheelers and their first 25 mile race, brought many memories back to me but, even 

to please our editor, I cannot claim to have ridden in this race nor even to have 

been there on that occasion. 

However, what I did do was to start in the first massed start race held in 

Egypt. The event was run on Gezira Island, Cairo and run in much better 

conditions than the ‘25’. Inevitably the weather was extremely hot - this was 

something we were used to - but being on an island we were spared the flying sand 

which was frequently part of our lot in and. around our billet. Teams from all over 

the Middle East were competing including our Khamseen Club from Tel-el-Kebir. 

Again unlike the ‘25’ almost all the riders had fairly respectable bikes by Middle 

East standards. Where they all came from, goodness only knows, but some came 

from the one and only light weight cycle shop in Cairo and a few of the lucky 

R.A.F. boys managed to get bikes from home. The one I rode was an Australian 

Army model fitted with parachute bike wheels and dropped bars, scrounged from 

the ‘Returned Stores’ Depot and of unknown origin. These bars were quite unique 

on an Amy bike and indeed, some of the lads went to great lengths bending 

existing bars in an attempt to get a drop position. 

To get back to the race; we started off in teams of four with the roads 

absolutely lined, on both sides, with Army and Air Force personnel, a smattering of 

Navy men and crowds of locals. In this large crowd cameras were clicking 

everywhere and, after the race, I managed to get copies of some very passable 

action pictures. To me, very much a middlemarker, in the company of such men as 

Mustill, Marshall, Tinker, etc., the pace seemed pretty hot but our team were not 

too far behind when suddenly, in front of us, came the inevitable pile-up with bikes 

and riders going in all directions. Under normal circumstances one should have 

been able to pull up or at least avoid the mess but for myself, going flat out on the 

hooks, there just was not time to change position and grab the one and only toggle 

brake on the top centre of the bars and I, together with my companions, joined the 

melee. No serious damage was done but by the time we had straightened out bars 

and saddles and inspected our grazed limbs, the main pack was well away. 

Eventually, we were off again but after trying very hard for a couple of miles we 

were so far behind that we were forced to retire. Not a very successful day out as 

far as we were concerned but it was an interesting and novel event to have ridden 

in and one which attracted a great deal of interest in the Cairo area. 
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Apart from the above attempt I did ride and finish one or two club-events but 

discovered that I was of more use timekeeping than racing and my riding was 

limited to runs in the Delta Area, where, providing we rode in groups, we were 

allowed by the authorities to go to villages and areas normally out of bounds to 

troops. Cycle riding and racing in Egypt in that heat could never have come about 

without a great deal of enthusiasm by the riders and, as far as our club was 

concerned, considerable co-operation from the top brass. I happened to be posted 

to the H.Q. of the largest supply depot in Egypt with an O.C. Troops
32

 who was a 

very keen sportsman. When he heard that a few of us were interested in cycling, he 

called me into his office and asked me how we were managing about equipment. I 

told him we were casting envious eyes on some parachute bike wheels down in the 

depot and, even although these stores were only supposed to be issued on G.H.Q. 

authority, he arranged for us to have two pairs each - the complete stock which the 

depot was holding at that moment. All went well until a month or so later when a 

unit came in from the Western Desert with an indent for those very wheels and I 

shall never forget chasing round our depot, which was 25 miles round the 

perimeter, finding the various members of the club, breaking the sad news to them 

and whipping off the wheels in order to satisfy a raging Major waiting to move off 

with his unit. 

This put paid to our serious riding for a little while but, by scrounging around 

here and there, we managed to get some wheels which were deemed to be 

unserviceable but which we managed to straighten up and eventually use. Racing 

started once again but, more important, it enabled us to have a bit of fun in what 

was, at that time, a fairly dreary existence. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°438 November 1985 

M e a n w h i l e... 

by Jack Dunn 

This past year those of us who lived through World War II have had many 

reminders of it from the various 40
th

 anniversary celebrations of its close. Those 

who are younger will have gained a certain familiarity with the more spectacular 

aspects of the conflict from a steady flow of documentary and drama on films and 

television during the intervening years, not to mention a mass of written history 

and fiction. But many of the less dramatic aspects of life throughout the war have 

gone largely unrecorded, perhaps because none of them appeared all that important 

in themselves, though taken together they added up to a background of normality 

against which we could quickly rebuild our full lives when the madness ceased. So 

it occurred to me to relate how a small spark of such activity, club cycling, was 

kept alive throughout the war, ready to be fanned into flame again when peace was 

restored.  

                                                           
32  O.C. - Officer Commanding 
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As one of the minority of Eagles permitted (directed, in fact) to I remain in 

our civilian jobs and therefore to live in our own homes (so long as they stood up) I 

was fortunate to be able to keep up my cycling to a fair extent and thereby play a 

small part in keeping club activity ticking over through the war years. One picture 

often comes to mind when I think of those times –  

A summer morning, a rather grey and misty one, a small group of cyclists, 

most of them in black tights and jackets, are gathered by the side of an otherwise 

deserted country road. One black-clad figure, seated on his bicycle, tightens his 

toe-straps while another holds him up. A man standing on the grass verge studies 

his watch while counting down the seconds 30, 20, 15... Suddenly the peace of the 

morning is shattered by the roar of an aircraft approaching at high speed, barely 

above the tree-tops. All eyes turn to it for a rapid assessment of its likely course; 

then as one man all retreat, with as much dignity as is consistent with the required 

haste, into the ditch - all, that is, except for the mounted rider and his supporter. 

The count-down, shouted above the engine noise, continues from the ditch until, 

promptly on zero, the rider is launched on a lone and unpaced tour of the county. 

By this time, the aircraft has passed overhead harmlessly to continue its journey for 

a few miles yet; no one there is any longer interested in its fate... 

This scene was just beyond Abridge at the start of a 100 mile time-trial run by 

the East London Combine (I believe it was called) formed to organise combined 

club events when depleted active memberships made it impracticable for clubs to 

run their own. The rider was that admirable Eagle, ‘Pat’ Beasant, sadly no longer 

with us, and I seem to remember that the timekeeper was Eddie Engel. The intruder 

was one of the V1 flying bombs (alias buzz-bombs or doodle-bugs) to which the 

Germans resorted after the R.A.F. had swept their conventional bombers from our 

skies. For the benefit of any younger readers who are still reading, perhaps I should 

add that the V1s were unmanned aircraft, each with a ton of high explosive in the 

nose, aimed, in hundreds at us from across the North Sea with just enough fuel to 

reach their target, usually London, So their approach was a matter of some anxiety, 

much heightened when the engine cut out! 

Though not exactly typical of the start of a war-time event, this incident, in its 

comic absurdity in a tragic setting, seems to me to sum up our cycling activities 

during the war: men at play while the battles rages - like Drake playing bowls as 

the Armada approaches. We were a nation in a state of total war, we were told; 

“We are all in the front line now” 

was a favourite politician’s cliché. Yet among the civilian population of London, 

after four years living on short rations, working long hours and deprived of sleep 

by night-time duties and air-raids, there were still to be found a few gluttons for 

punishment, perhaps two or three in a typical club, prepared to face the timekeeper 

on a Sunday morning in pursuit of improved 25, 50, 100 mile or even 12 hour 

performances. 
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But, perhaps, I had better go back to the beginning: September 1939 was a 

month of splendid weather in a beautiful summer; but with its advent came war. 

Immediate cancellation of the rest of the season’s racing programmes followed - 

unnecessarily as it turned out - but we had expected immediate air attacks, such as 

Warsaw had already suffered, and wholesale recruitment of young men into the 

forces in a matter of weeks. In fact, very little happened within our own shores for 

many months and it was a long time before recruitment began seriously to deplete 

our numbers. Some of us, deprived of the incentive to go out training during the 

week, found other outlets for energy, such as swimming or skating. 

I joined in these pursuits and remember many a cold night that winter, cycling 

home from West Ham Baths in the blackout
33

; more vividly I recall our first 

evening at Harringay ice-rink. The refrigeration broke down and as we were all 

learners there was a certain amount of sitting down on the ice, or in the half inch of 

water that covered it by the end of the evening, so we all went home with very 

cold, wet seats! 

During that first winter, as the months passed in apparent peace, preparations 

for the next racing season gradually got under way and our 1940 handbook listed 

some 40 events, club, association and open, for the season as compared with 80 or 

so in previous years, though I believe only one of the club events materialised. 

As the war went on and the number of people available as competitors or 

helpers declined, most clubs were forced to discontinue their club time-trials in 

favour of combined events and many of the old classic opens dropped out of the 

calendar. Before the war, a racing weekend always meant riding up to a suitable 

overnight venue near the course (the Clubhouse served in later years for our home 

courses) for none of us were car-owners in those days. This, to my mind, was all 

part of the attraction of the time-trial game. War-time pressure on accommodation 

made this difficult in some areas and many courses were moved in to give starts 

within easy riding distance from home on the morning. When the German 

occupation of Belgium and Holland brought the threat of invasion, some courses 

had to be abandoned because they extended into areas under military control. 

Eddie Engel told the story of how he was timekeeping an open event on the 

Southend Road; having despatched the competitors at the customary minute 

intervals, he waited long after the expected finishing time and not one had re-

appeared - until they all came- back at once! They had been stopped at a newly 

erected barrier near the far end of the course, detained for questioning, then sent 

back in a body. 

Farther away from London, things were more nearly normal. On the Bath 

Road the classic ‘100’ was discontinued but our friends in the Westerley stepped in 

with their open ‘100’ on the same course and ran it with most commendable 

                                                           
33 The Blackout - In World War II, a dark blackout curtain was used to keep the light inside. This was enforced by 

civilian ARP wardens who would ensure that no buildings allowed the slightest chink or glow of light. Offenders were 

liable to stringent legal penalties. 
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efficiency. (The Eagles were second team medallists in 1940. Ed.) They made a 

point of informing all the military stations in the area of the event and asking for 

their co-operation; I recall at least one occasion where an American Army convoy 

was held up at a road junction by their own military police while the cyclists 

passed by. 

Performances were not of a very high standard but considering that most 

competitors were either in demanding civilian jobs plus other duties that left little 

time for training and many of them had been rejected as physically unfit for the 

Services, I think it remarkable that performances did not decline oven further. 

There were difficulties in getting good equipment, too, especially tubulars. So far 

as our own club was concerned there was certainly nothing to write home about. 

After the first year or so, I seem to recall a total Eagle racing strength of about 

four; Jack Forman, Pat Beasant, Jack Miller and myself, all in the long-marker 

bracket but I remember we were sometimes joined by Gerry Lumsden, a pre-war 

club champion. We were seldom all available on the same weekend. The important 

thing was to ‘show the flag’ and help keep the skeleton programme going; and our 

reward was to see it all develop rapidly into a full programme as soon as peace was 

restored. The first post-war Eagle handbook listed about 60 events for the 1946 

season, including our inter-club duels with the South-Eastern and Westerley, a 

happy sign of a return to normality. 

What about the touring and club-run side of our pastime? When the club was 

founded and until well after the war, its formal association with the C.T.C. and its 

North Metropolitan D.A.’s Eastern Section ensured a place for all shades of 

cycling tastes from the racing fanatic to the ‘pure’ tourist; fortunately the great 

majority of us could appreciate the pleasures of both worlds. The Eastern Section 

maintained throughout the war a full programme of Saturday afternoon and Sunday 

runs and the occasional week-end away. Attendances declined sadly, of course, and 

catering became a major problem. But a number of old favourite ‘grub-shops’ kept 

going despite the difficulties and they served us nobly. I remember with special 

affection the ladies of The Hand and Crown at High Wych and also that heart of 

gold behind the formidable exterior of Mrs Riley at Honey Lane Plain in Epping 

Forest. 

In those days, one Sunday run each month was by long tradition a ‘Kent run’; 

although it often took us into Surrey or Sussex but it would usually cross the river 

at Woolwich and pass through Kent. Here we were up against military barriers 

from time to time as the boundaries of the prohibited defence area were adjusted 

periodically without regard for our convenience. On one occasion in July 1944 we 

were riding through the Bromley area when the roads were full of convoys of 

R.A.F. lorries; they were moving the barrage balloons out of London into Kent 

with a view to bringing down the new flying-bombs before they got to London 

where they were intended to come down anyway. 
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Whatever difficulties there were for the cyclist, whether racing club-running 

or touring, he was amply recompensed by the absence of traffic resulting from the 

progressive rationing of petrol. And night riding was a pleasure unimaginable these 

days. The few vehicles about had heavily masked headlights to meet the blackout 

regulations so that there was no dazzle problem. On the other hand the drivers 

could see very little ahead of them, so compulsory rear lights for cyclists came to 

be accepted by most of us for the sakes of our own skins after years of opposition 

on principle. 

Difficulties in touring certainly abounded. Many of our favourite rest-houses 

were taken up by evacuees from the cities or billeted servicemen but the C.T.C. 

handbook combined, in a thinner volume each year, to list those still offering a bed 

or a meal to the traveller. But the best places never found their way into the 

handbook. From time to time one of us would discover some remotely situated 

farmhouse where they seemingly hadn’t heard about rationing and were happy to 

welcome us to a well-laden table. Information on such was gladly passed to close 

friends but not generally advertised. Getting from one such haven to another 

without collapsing from starvation on the way could be a problem. If you could 

arrange to be in a sizeable town at lunch-time there was often a ‘British Restaurant’ 

- a municipal cafeteria subsidised by the Ministry of Food - where a suitably filling 

if uninspiring lunch could be had for about a shilling (5p). Commercial cafés or 

restaurants were subject to price control for meals: a maximum meal price of 12p 

and maximum meat content one pennyworth (0.4p) prevailed for several years. It 

was getting something to eat around tea-time that was so difficult. In those days 

lunch was the main meal of the day and the touring cyclist would look for a pretty 

substantial tea to see him through the rest of the day. Sometimes he would look in 

vain; in towns the cafes would be closed by the time we were ready for tea and 

when the pubs opened at 6 o’clock they seldom had food of any sort for the 

traveller. 

To guard against starvation you could carry sandwiches around but not eat 

them so long as you could buy a meal. On this principle, when Pat and I did a tour 

of Devon, the sandwiches that our landlady in Winchester had provided on the 

Sunday morning cane in useful for lunch on the following Thursday! We had 

found ourselves in Clovelly with not a morsel of food of any sort to be bought. 

What though the bread was beginning to mould and the cheese to sweat? They 

saved our lives! 

It was on that same tour that Pat and I sat in a cottage garden at Watersmeet, 

that Mecca of the coach-borne tripper in peace-time and enjoyed a mid-morning 

pot of tea in complete quiet and solitude. This was typical of most of the popular 

beauty-spots that previously had been so crowded that we would steer clear of 

them. But it was the empty roads that were such a delight and a few difficulties 

with bed and breakfast were a small price to pay for that. 
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To complete the picture perhaps I should mention another aspect of war-time 

cycling: utility riding - to and from work, shopping or spare time duties, often at 

odd times of the day or night. I had about a six mile journey from Ilford to Beckton 

where I worked and, for a year or two, did Home Guard duty, later I transferred to 

the gunsite on Wanstead Flats. Although there were periods during the war when 

nothing war-like happened within our sight or hearing for many weeks there were 

other times when these journeys were constantly under the threat of imminent air 

raids and frequently enlivened by actual attack. Like most Londoners after a few 

weeks experience, I rarely interrupted a journey to take shelter from bombing but 

rather concentrated on completing it as soon as possible. But shell splinters were 

another matter; when the anti-aircraft guns opened up there would be thousands of 

splinters raining down for every bomb, each capable of making a hole in the skull 

and it was well worth while finding a porch or something to stand under until the 

bits stopped falling. 

All too often on the way to work one would encounter the tragic sight of two 

or three houses missing and their immediate neighbours tottering, while fragments 

of slate and window-panes littered the road in all directions. A strange thing was 

that I never got a puncture from all the broken glass that I rode over in those days; 

it seems that window-glass is much less a menace to tyres than the hawthorn 

clippings that I meet so often in Sussex lanes today. 

Just one more aspect should perhaps be touched on; the mental outlook of 

those of us privileged to work, and play, in our home paddock while our friends 

endured the discomforts and perils of war service far from home and family. I can 

only speak for my own inner thoughts, of course, but I would like to suppose that 

most of us had much the same feelings. I was ready to join the Forces when 

required but by no means eager; so I was quite glad to have my call-up deferred on 

the grounds of the vital work that I was credited with, though I thought this 

wouldn’t prevail for very long. So I just lived for the present and enjoyed my 

cycling while I could. It was in this spirit, rather than any noble motives of keeping 

the Club going for posterity that we carried on. There was an element of guilt, 

though, at ‘dodging the column’ especially when the real warfare got going in the 

Spring of 1940 and the casualties began to be announced; an illogical guilt just as 

that which some of us feel nowadays at being well fed and housed while millions 

are starving or homeless. I must say our members in the forces gave us every 

encouragement when they wrote or came home on leave. The usual message was to 

the effect 

“Stay as you are as long as you can and keep things going till we get back - 

and good luck to you” 

Week-ends away or the occasional week’s tour, were also tainted, for me, 

with the same uncomfortable feeling at enjoying myself while my family were in 

danger at home. This was particularly acute one Saturday evening when we were 

away on a Section weekend at The Stag at Mentmore. This delightful spot is on a 



125 

hilltop with a splendid view over the London plain. Soon after darkness fell we 

looked out and saw a horizontal row of twinkling lights in the sky far to the south-

east. We knew this was an anti-aircraft barrage over London, though we could hear 

nothing at that distance and also knew there must be bombers about our homes - 

not a comfortable thought to go to bed with! But my parents used to give me every 

encouragement to get away whenever I could; at least it was one of their brood out 

of harm’s way for a day or two. At a lower level, it was one less mouth to feed 

from the ever-dwindling food rations. And if, perchance, I could return with a half-

dozen eggs bought at some farmhouse back-door, they were doubly recompensed 

for the loss of my company for the week-end! 

Well, it was all over at last and ‘the boys’ came home, all except, sadly, two 

of them. We were fortunate, as a club, that out losses were no higher. But not all 

came back to active life in the club; some had discovered other interests in their 

enforced absence; some had acquired wives and were lost to us for the time being 

at least. Nevertheless, within a few months of the end of hostilities we were back to 

business again, almost as usual. 

I ought not to close the story without mentioning the part The Way of an 

Eagle must have played in keeping the club spiritually together while so physically 

scattered. Jack Torrance, its founder and, for so many years, its editor, publisher, 

printer, distributor (and principal write) had to relinquish those duties soon after 

the war started and they were taken over at various times by two or three people, of 

whom Gerry Lumsden was the one who had the longest stint from 1941 to the end 

of the war; he and the others maintained the production in the face of many 

difficulties. They well deserved the gratitude of the club. 

I would not want to live through those times again but I do sometimes feel 

wistful about those empty roads! 

Les Barnett’s Story 

Extract from ‘Once a Fusilier’ by Les Barnett 

He was the second youngest of four brothers all did military service in WWII 

he was called up in April 1943 aged 18 years. He did training in various parts of 

England and of the two main ones, first in Yorkshire, a combined exercise with the 

name ‘Eagle’ for the presence of American’s and later a water borne invasion of 

the Isle of Wight code named ‘Exercise Cycle’. These combined to make the name 

of his future cycling club, the Eagle Road Club of which he is an honorary 

member. He was an active member of the Cyclist Touring Club before being called 

up. 
ITALY 

He joined a battalion of Royal Fusiliers in southern Italy in March 1944 for 

more training.  Later the battalion moved up to the rear of the front line in the 

Monte Cassino area. The area was under constant observation by the Germans. 

They held the high ground so no movement was made during daylight hours. Night 

work was the order of the day. Before the attack started a pep talk by Lt Col Cyril 
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Leese was given on what to expect during the battle to come. He also spoke about 

those who would not be coming back and other casualties and of course our 

objective. 

Came the hour the high explosives and smoke shells were to soften up the 

enemy before we crossed the Garigliano River in the Leri valley, this river being 

the German defensive ‘moat’ in front of the Gustav Line. The noise was deafening, 

with no earplugs, very painful. The very wet period earlier had caused the river to 

become a raging torrent. The smoke screen put down by our artillery was helped 

by nature with fog and mist causing more confusion. The flimsy boats, forty in 

number in our section, were immediately in difficulties. Only two made it to the 

correct bank, others were washed downstream and some sank. This attack was the 

fourth battle to attempt to take Monte Cassino. Advance from the river was nil for 

Leslie and a small band of men. 

When it grew light they could see they were in trouble. This small group was 

encircled and the only escape was to get back to the other bank if possible. The 

Germans had the two arms of the ‘U’ covered by machine guns and forward they 

were dug in our group were in the open, at the bottom of that ‘U’ - little hope. He 

tried to get back to his own bank, not being a strong swimmer, he caught a tree 

floating past and hung onto it. Another soldier decided it was good idea and began 

to pull himself up next to him. They both went under and the tree went floating 

away.  
CAPTURE AND LIFE AS A PRISONER OF WAR 

Now on the German bank they realised that they had to give in. Italian box 

mines were visible in that field, just waiting to be trodden on so they were 

encircled and surrendered. They were now prisoners. A group of about eight were 

taken through the German lines, it appeared to be quiet. Passing through an area 

where a Red Cross flag was flying, with hospital beds and well camouflaged, white 

sheets and dummies placed in them to camouflage their real purpose was hiding a 

heavy gun aiming at our lines. We were told to get on the notorious ‘Tiger’ tank to 

be taken back to an area in the rear of the fighting. This ride was hot from the 

exhaust and very bumpy going over the rough terrain. Was this tank getting away 

so as not to be captured by an encirclement? One of the soldiers in our group had 

attempted to swim to the other bank and had stripped off most of his clothing. We 

all chipped in to clothe him. he gave up his gaiters for the lad’s bare feet and his 

camouflage jacket. 

The group had enlarged with others joining them were taken to Rome for 

processing and interrogation. Leslie was not interrogated but a very upright soldier 

with a Clark Gable moustache was because he looked like an officer. The Germans 

kept on saying he was an officer but he was only a private in the Devonshire 

Regiment. 

They were put in a prison camp, in Italy, named after the local village of 

Laterina in Tuscany. From this camp they were later evacuated to Germany. The 



127 

evacuation of the camp by marching to the Florence railway station. The guards 

were edgy and if anyone stepped out of line they were shot. With no train being 

available we had to return back to camp for the night. On the march back to camp 

was aBritish soldier’s body on the road flat as a pancake. He had been run over by 

a tank. 

Back at the camp we had an issue of barley soup. We always lined up  

behind the same person with the food issued till it ran out. Then the start point 

changed each day. This way you must, at some time, be near the head of the queue 

and could therefore go round for a second helping. On this day Leslie was one who 

got an extra helping but was mainly barley grains, and void of liquid. Leslie ate the 

barley and suffered with stomach pains from those grains. In the morning they 

returned to the station where transport was waiting - cattle trucks with barbed 

wired over all the openings. 

The train passed through the Brenner Pass to a main camp in Germany -Stalag 

VIIIB, by then known as Stalag 344. he was registered and given a metal tag to 

hang around his neck with the number 301039 (dreitzig zehn neunddreitzig), a 

number he would quickly learn to recognise in German. During registration at this 

camp they were herded into a large dark shed and told to strip for medical 

inspection. There was a comment of “We are going to be gassed”. This is April 

1944 and it was known about the gassing then; yet people deny this still. Why? 

The perimeter was closely guarded, with dogs patrolling and watchtowers at 

intervals. If a prisoner stepped over the inner wire-line they were shot in the legs. 

The barrack room was large and the light failed to penetrate to the middle. The 

bunks were three by three and three tiers high - a total of nine men per section. I 

was on the bottom level. 

One day a prisoner asked Leslie to look after his attaché case whilst he visited 

the barrack commander near to his bunk. The barrack commander was a senior 

NCO (Non Commissioned Officer), a Warrant Officer. He was the British person 

in charge and also acted as the welfare officer with stores of Red Cross goods such 

as shaving kit etc. He could give to someone in need. A German in civilian clothes 

was attending this meeting and saw him being asked to sit on the attaché case. The 

German said he would be alright. Was this the contents of a Camp Baron’s 

property?  Would he get cigarettes or a bar of chocolate? (Many years later Leslie 

did jury service at Knightsbridge Crown Court. The owner of the attaché case was 

now standing in the dock. He was appearing for ‘going about his business dressed 

as a female’. That case must have been holding his wardrobe. He was certainly the 

leading lady in all the camp shows.)  

After a time, prisoners would register for outside working parties to obtain 

extra rations. Leslie registered to work on a farm and was moved to another camp. 

There he found out that the farm was growing ‘coal’. It was a mine. At least he 

would not be cold. The mine was in the village of Knurów Upper Silesia, now 

Poland. The camp number was E75A. The single storey brick building was 
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surrounded with barbed wire and housed 24 British boys with a dividing wall and 

at the other end were 24 Italians. We never met. 

There were four of us to a room. His held a lad from Aberdeen, a lad from 

Eltham, London, a South African. To ration on food he teamed up with a  

Scotsman, who he knew only as Jock. They worked on different shifts. One would 

prepare the food comprising mainly of potatoes and tinned fish or meat from their 

Red Cross parcels. Each would have their portion and leave it to be kept warm on 

the stove for the returning mate. One day in January 1945 they had a plea from an 

SS soldier carrying an empty bucket asking for any spare food for the prisoners he 

was transporting (Jews?) by rail towards Germany. He said he had to account for 

all of them even the dead.  

Leslie found working below ground at the mine very interesting, seeing the 

strata and how the engineering was utilised in the mine itself. The British prisoners 

were given work of a more technical nature. Russian prisoners did the hewing of 

coal at the face. His shift operated when the face workers were not active. At the 

end of each shift they would clear up and make ready for the real miners to start 

work. On one occasion, he pulled a length of chain from the skip he was loading 

with such force it struck the overhead power line that supplied the trains’ electric 

current. he got a shock down to his boots but luck was with him as the boots he 

was wearing were of German issue which did not have any metal in them. The 

soles were attached by wooden pegs. The chain went rigid until the power stopped 

going through him, he lived 

The work he did making repairs to the tunnel supports and blasting new 

tunnels and helping to fix other problems. He worked with a man who wore a 

holster and revolver strapped to him as protection because he was carrying the 

explosive charges. During the change of shifts we would meet the Russian PoW’s. 

One of the Russian prisoners made him a cigarette case from an army mess tin with 

an engraved date and added the Fusilier Badge on the lid. . This cost him a ration 

of bread and the Russian kept the remains of the mess tin to earn more rations. 

 On one occasion he sat down for a rest and was told to get up and work by a 

civilian worker. He said, “What do you want?” and spoke in English and his reply 

in German was “Let the child remain sitting”. Of course He made out he did not 

understand.  Talk to the enemy in a way he did not understand and they spoke to us 

and believed we didn’t understand them. It worked often. Once, on returning to 

camp after a shift, a guard tried to check us in but failed to get the correct answer 

and the chill wind was making us all suffer. Eventually Leslie took the paper from 

him and read out the numbers in German and there was still one who did not 

answer. It is strange but he was looking at it in “English” and reading it in 

“German”. There was still someone missing and it was a while before he realised 

that it was HIM! 

On Christmas day the 24 men visited a nearby British prison camp for a get-

together. The camp was No E75. As E75A we were a sort of sub section of them. 
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Those boys were from the Norway campaign and had been captured in 1940. They 

were also working at the same mine and a small group, although they never met 

them there.  
THE MARCH ACROSS EUROPE AND HOME 

The trek started on 22
nd

 January 1945, on his niece’s fourth birthday. The 

Germans were in retreat from the Russians. The Geneva Convention says “No 

prisoner of war should be etc.,etc., The march was later called the Lamsdorf  Death 

March and it was easy to see why. It was bitterly cold from the start and they had 

to avoid roads for the German troops used them to get to the front. 

His group left Knurów (Knuruf) and marched for 42 kilometres in the first 24 

hours in temperature of minus 30 degrees. The weather was the coldest reported for 

years. The distance was calculated using the village signposts that gave the 

distance from the previous village. He didn’t know who was recording these 

distances but it was finally 1200 Kilometres, (a distance of 800 Miles, give or take, 

there are various distances now recorded on the www under “Death March”. The 

march was in a westward direction and gradually more prisoners joined to swell 

the ranks.  

For a night’s stop a guard would go on ahead to commandeer a secure barn for 

us and a supply of soup, usually vegetables boiled up - meat was not on the menu.  

At on night’s stop a barn had chickens roaming around and one was trapped by the 

lads who tried to put an end to it quickly. To heat water to cook the chicken was 

impossible. What was eaten was raw and-without seasoning. The farmer did his 

roll call after we left and demanded payment. He was given camp money that was 

of no value at all but his demands were met. 

We could not wash our clothes during the march because there was never hot 

water or the time to dry them. We must qualify for an entry in the “Guinness Book 

of  Records” for wearing garments for 98 days without washing them. They were 

all infested with lice; the lice could only survive from body heat. They took off 

their clothing to squashed them as often as they could. When Leslie could, even in 

the snowy period, he would wash in the animal water trough in the yard, even 

without soap. he would dry himself and get dressed and was all of a glow he 

reaped the benefit from that action. When sleeping among the straw he would strip 

down as much as possible and wear the minimum. By morning he would not have 

swollen feet like the others.  

March 12
th

 1945 his 20
th

 birthday and he was to celebrate with a tin of dried 

egg that he had saved but the low heat given by the ‘blower’ without salt or fat it 

was unpalatable. Towards the end of March it was noticeable that the locals 

realised that the war would soon be over. They often left buckets of water on the 

road side; in one village there was even a pair of Wellington boots. The senior 

German officer decided to allow only one man at each side of our column to 

collect the goodies and share them out. This was for his own safety.  
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He had only one train journey during the march. This was from Regensburg to 

Plattling in Bavaria. Did he use the empty cattle trucks returning from the 

extermination camps those poor people had travelled in? Here, at Plattling, they 

were put into a large storage shed by the railway.  During our stay at Plattling the 

railway was bombed by the American Air Force. Apparently the bombardment 

only lasted for seven minutes. It felt much longer. Leslie was lying on the concrete 

beside a shed for protection and felt the building lift from its foundation as each 

bomb exploded. He could see a black line where it was raised up. he knew he 

would be squashed if the building came down. They had cut the railway lines at 

either end of the marshalling yard. 

The SS made them carry the shells and other supplies from a train marooned 

by the bombing, to store in the empty houses in the village. One party had to clear 

the dead from the railway subway. During the many trips back and forward to 

collect more equipment they passed a wagon with part of the side broken open 

which contained boxes of soft white cheese. With each pass he scooped a handful 

of cheese. His sleeve was covered in it. One problem eating the cheese it went out 

as fast as it was put in.  

They saw a wagon marked with a Red Cross emblem. It was suggested to our 

guards to speak to the SS and ask them if they would have a break for Easter. This 

was agreed and both us and the guards carried on the work on Easter Monday and 

shared the Red Cross food parcels. What a ruse now we would have food to eat 

instead of the watery soup. It was a wonderful interlude. We later continued on our 

westward walk to “an area of safety”. In has been suggested this area of safety was 

to use the PoW’s as a human shield. On the 28
th

 April we woke to find that there 

were no guards. We were on our own. It was decided in the group to stay put so we 

marked the roof tiles with a ‘POW’sign made from a mixture of whitewash scraped 

from the walls of the barn. During the day an American jeep arrived and issued us 

with rifles. We were told to get down to the village and take possession. The main 

American force arrived later in their battle tanks. When they arrived we asked for 

sweets or cigarettes. Their reply was to ask, “What have you got?” 

Well we still had Red Cross food parcels. Tinned sardines were a godsend to the 

battle weary Yanks who had been on their ‘K’ rations
34

 but no good for us starving 

prisoners. Apparently the Americans were aware of the straggling line of POWs’s 

because we British would brew up with our ‘blowers’ and the smoke creeping 

skywards was a real tell-tale sign. At each rest in the evening we would ask the 

guard if we could to go outside to relieve ourselves and also to make tea with our 

‘blowers’. The Americans said this enabled them to keep track of us.  

We were now Ex PoW’s.  The Yanks told us to unload the Dakotas bringing 

in supplies. They landed in a nearby field and we were told we would get a ride 

                                                           
34 K Rations – A non-perishable, ready-to-eat meal that could fit in a soldier's pocket. One version used pemmican 

biscuits, a peanut bar, raisins, and bouillon paste; the other used pemmican biscuits, a small chocolate bar, canned  

processed meat, and lemon beverage powder. 
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away from the area when the planes were emptied. The unloading parties of 24 

men would be the maximum as there were twelve seats on each side of the plane. 

You could tell this by the bum impressions. 

Leslie was in the last group to ready to leave. The pilot told them he could not 

risk taking them back as he had a puncture and would find it difficult to have a safe 

landing. Our group of twelve would have to wait for the next incoming flight in the 

morning, and told to sleep in the vacated properties around. We had a choice of 

where to sleep, but we didn’t sleep. We pilfered instead. Many loaded themselves 

up with cameras etc. 

The next day, after our group unloaded a plane, we were flown to an 

American base at Rheims and later transferred, on a very long trailer holding 96 

men, to a British base. This trailer suffered a puncture on the way to the British 

base, his second puncture to get home. A long line of British bombers was ready to 

fly us to safety and England. 

Now we were under British authority and had to give full military details on 

regulated forms. The Yanks just said, “Jump in”. We were issued with a sick bag 

and some barley sugar. That’s the British for you. The bombers were fully armed - 

remember the war was still on. Whilst admiring out loud the Lancaster bomber’s 

tyres - devoid of tread. The remark was heard by one of the crew members and he 

came over to look. Guess what? We had a puncture, the third on his journey home. 

They say everything happens in threes. 

Leslie returned to the Royal Fusiliers and served abroad for the remainder of 

his service. In Baghdad, Palestine and later in Greece. It was still an emergency. 

Finally making four and half year’s army service. 
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3.   R A C I N G 

1947 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°172 June 1947 

UNIVERSITY ‘100’ WHIT MONDAY, MAY 26TH 1947 

Not since the great days of 1928 has the Club won so complete and 

overwhelming victory as that of our four entrants in the Uni ‘100’ of 1947. Albert 

Ayton proved himself as outstanding a rider at this distance as at the shorter events 

by lowering the Club record by 1 minute 33 seconds on a day far from ideal, 

winning the event by nearly 8 minutes, gaining first handicap by over six minutes 

and leading his team in a 12 minute team victory. All four of our men were within 

the fastest fourteen, and any two of the others with Albert, would have won the 

team race, but it fell to Arthur Batty and Fred Argent to provide the supporting 

times. So far as memory can be relied upon, Albert is the first Eagle to win a first-

class open since Fred Argent’s Essex Roads 12 of 1936, and our last comparable 

team success is even further back in history. 

 A.E. Ayton H’p 14m 4 32 47 

 A.C. Batty  10m 4 46 02 

 F.A. Argent   5½m 4 48 43 

Fastest Team   14 07 32 

 N.G. Lumsden  5½m  4 51 21 

Previous Club 100 Record (A.W. Jacobs) 4 34 20 
SHAFTESBURY ‘50’ - JUNE 8TH

 1947 

Less than a fortnight after his splendid 100, Albert added to his laurels, in his 

first fifty of the season, fastest time, 2
nd

 handicap end yet another Club record. He 

again led an Eagle team to win the Dunlop Trophy, this time Gerry Lumsden 

joining Arthur in the team. Their times, considerably slower than their previous 

rides this season reflect the hard conditions of the event, a strong end gusty south-

west wind blowing throughout. The old course, with its long hills at the turn end 

and the gruelling, continuous 25 mile plug into the wind on the return, was used 

and Albert's time can be reckoned as worth a five minute faster ride on a good day 

on our course. 

 A.E. Ayton H'p 4½M 2 10 24 

 A.C. Batty   2 19 43 

 N.G. Lumsden   2 22 59 

 Fastest team   2 52 45 

Previous Club 50 Record (A.S. Tuck) 2 10 53 

Albert has received, and accepted, an invitation to ride in the Solihull 25 on June 

15
th

. This invitation is extended only to the fastest 25 milers in the country. 
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THE CLUB, 100 - JULY 6TH
 1947 

Fast Ride by Albert in Hard Conditions 

Good Times by New 100 milers - Victory for ‘Blues’ 

The steadily mounting west wind that helped Fleming back from the turn in 

his latest record-breaking 50 inside two hours merely made things increasingly 

difficult for the fourteen riders in the Club 100. It was extremely cold, too, for the 

time of the year, and several competitors blamed this for failure to come up to their 

own expectations. But Albert managed to keep within three minutes of his previous 

best to beat Arthur Batty by 12 minutes. Gordon Milroy was the surprise third, his 

4.50 reflecting a first 100 ridden with the judgment of an old hand. Other first 

attempts at the distance by Ron Bathmaker and Fred Dewar met very promising 

success. 

Sam King and Arthur Jacobs, of both of whom it could have been said “they 

might do anything” were doing very fast rides but slowed a lot in the last stages. 

Apart from the seven points that the Blue team automatically held by having more 

starters, the scoring went in their favour and resulted in their defeating the Golds 

by 28 points. 
  H’cap Actual H’cap  Points 

   Mins Time Time Blues Golds  

1.  A.E. Ayton Scr. 4. 35.42 4.35.42 - 20 3rd H’cap 

2.  A.C. Batty 10 4. 47.20 4.37.20 - 19  

3.  G.D. Milroy 26 4. 50.20 4.24.23 18 - 1st H’cap 

4.  N.G. Lumsden 15 4. 52.25 4.37.25 17 -  

5.  F.A. Argent 11 4. 53.27 4.43.27 16 -  

6.  F.W. Dewar 26 5. 05.19 4.39.19 - 15  

7. R. Bathmaker 27 5. 08.52 4.41.52 14 -  

8. A.W. Jacobs 20 5. 09.12 4.49.12 - -  

9. S.M. King 20 5. 10.09 4.50. 09 13 -  

10. G.L. Saxby 30 5. 15.50 4.45.50 12 -  

11. J. A. Miller 50 5. 18.06 4.28. 06 11 - 2nd H’cap 

12. J. Forman 33 5. 20.18 4.47.18 - 10  

13. J.H. Dunn 50 5. 26.23 4.26.23 -   9  

  W. Beasant 50 D. N.F.     

    Totals 101 73  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°174 August 1947 

On Sunday August 17
th

, Albert Ayton set the hall-mark on his reputation as 

the fastest rider at all distances on eastern roads by winning in his first attempt at 

the distance in the Essex Roads CC twelve hour event. His magnificent 236½ miles 

beat Club record by over 7 miles and is 14 miles better than the previous best first 

twelve. He was splendidly backed up by the previous record holder, Gerry, who 

came third with 228⅝, declaring it to be his hardest 12 ever, and by Gordon 

Milroy, eighth fastest with 220, taking the team race literally by miles. 
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1948 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°185 July 1948 

ISLE OF MAN TIME TRIAL (37¾ MILES) 

by Aquila  

Mere mortals when on holiday are content to restrict their labours to paddling 

in the briny; and a few of the more energetic ones have been known to pack a 

fortnight's clobber in the bag and go touring some place. But when the gods survey 

the earthly scene from remote Olympian heights, they apparently decide that a nice 

restful change consists of a bash to land of tailless cats and a time trial up and 

down the mountainous T.T. course. And thus it was with A.E. Ayton who with 99 

others, many of them with the Olympic Games in view, set forth on this arduous 

contest, and in this select company he put up what I consider to be one of his very 

best rides of his career, being placed third in 1.47.22 behind R.J. Maitland (l.45.17) 

and R. Firth. It is worth recording for the benefit of posterity that Albert rode on 

steels and high pressures and a three speed derailleur, whereas the winners were 

equipped with sprints and gears galore. 
 

1949 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°197 July 1949 

SUCCESS 

June 1949 was an outstandingly successful month for the Club. 

Harry Edwards breaks club records at ‘25’ and ‘50’ miles. 

Albert Ayton wins the Gosport ‘50’ and ‘Nevvy’
35

 the Shaftesbury ‘50’. 

Team victories in the University ‘100’, Shaftesbury ‘50’ and Vegetarian ‘50’. 
 

1950 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°208 June1950 

UNIVERSITY ‘100’ - 26TH
 MAY 1950 

Albert Ayton brilliantly maintained his own, and the Club’s record in this 

event by scoring his third win. Apart from the usual opposition of the best Eastern 

Counties riders, the Norwood Paragon had a strong entry, and the elements added 

their weight in the shape of a westerly wind that gave hardly any assistance around 

the course. Albert’s previous wins were of course in 1947 and 1948, and the 

question which everyone asks is whether he makes the trophy his own. Arthur 

Batty could find no speed in his legs, but plugged round in a creditable time, while 

Ron Thwaites met with misfortune, breaking his saddle pillar and despite frantic 

                                                           
35 ‘Nevvy’ was the nickname of Harry J Edwards. Frankie Stokes, who was riding with the club in the late 40s, told 

everyone he was bringing out his young nephew who, from then on, was ‘Nevvy’ to the Eagles.  
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efforts at a garage was unable to remove the broken end in order to make a 

replacement. 

Albert rode his usual race, starting fast and piling up a lead in the first 50 or 

60 miles and then hanging grimly on. Kitchener of the Norwood Paragon who was 

second led his club to victory in the team race. 

 A.E. Ayton 4.29.43 Fastest Time 

 A.C. Batty 4.46.10 

 F.R. Thwaites DNF 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°209July 1950 

NATIONAL CHAMPIONSHIP ‘25’ - 4TH
 JUNE1950 

Years ago, when Frank Southall held the ‘25’ record for the Eastern course 

with 1-1 we used to think that it would never be beaten. Times have become faster 

since then. A couple of years ago Jack Simpson got inside the hour on that well-

worn route, to the amazement of many, for the 32nd course is usually reckoned a 

good minute slower than the fastest. 

This year the R.T.T.C. allocated the National Championship ‘25’ to E.I. 

Together with the best of the London and Southern England riders, the cracks from 

the. Midlands and a few from farther afield, the Eagle Road Club entered its fastest 

trio of H.J. Edwards, A.E. Ayton and D.B. Lee. Right well they rode, to the honour 

of the Club. They finished fourth fastest team, a mere 57 seconds behind the 

winners, the Solihull, and in front of such prolific team-race winners as the 

Medway and Norwood Paragon. 

We must record that George Fell held off the strong challenge of the fastest 25 

milers in the country and retained his Championship with a new course record time 

of 57 mins. 37secs. 

And now to what in Eagle eyes was the ride of the day, and indeed to any 

unbiased person, for he was the only one of the six riders beating the hour on the 

day who had not previously done so. We refer of course to HARRY EDWARDS, 

the first Eagle to beat the hour, with 59 min. 54 secs., for fifth fastest place. With 

Cartwright of Manchester, the British Empire Pursuit Champion a few seconds in 

front of him, and Charlie Marriner the Holder of the Hour Unpaced Record placed 

immediately behind, it can be seen that ‘Nevvy’ distinguished himself in the 

highest possible company, He was well backed up by Albert and Denis, the latter 

riding with grim determination, to record his fastest time this season. 

The morning was nearly ideal, with a slight breeze coming up from the south-

west to hinder those at the end of the card 

 H.J. Edwards 59. 54. (Fifth Fastest) 

 A.E. Ayton 1.  0. 59. (16
th

) 

 D.B. Lee 1.  3. 36. 

  3.  4. 29. (4
th

 Fastest Team) 
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SHAFTESBURY ‘50’ - 18TH
 JUNE 1950 

Our magnificent post-war record in this famous open event was well 

maintained this year.   Harry Edwards set up a new course record in winning the 

event in 2.04.18, which also improved the club record by more than a minute, and 

just to make sure that he didn’t miss anything took 3rd handicap prize as well. 

What more can a man do in one race?   Albert raised a certain third place by 

puncturing, but fortunately he is not one to pack under those circumstances, and 

with Jack getting near to his best form of last year and Brian too for that matter, we 

had the team race in the bag for the third time in the last four years in which we 

have also supplied the winner. 

 Winning H.J. Edwards 2.04.18 fastest time & 3rd H’cap. 

 Team A.E. Ayton 2.09.55 6
th

 fastest with a puncture 

  J. Hardwicke 2.13.13 

  B. Meopham 2.15.13 
BIRCHFIELD ‘25’ - 25TH

 JUNE 1950 

Once more there was high jubilation in the Eagle camp. All our five riders 

who went up to the Midlands for this event made personal improvements. Not 

content to rest on his laurels ‘Nevvy’ knocked 45 seconds off his 59.54 to win the 

event. Albert, who started earlier than ‘Nevvy’, clocked inside the hour with 59.47 

which made him holder of the club record until ‘Nevvy’ came in, just 39 mins 22 

secs later. Two Eagles inside the hour in the same event! We had the men to back 

up well for team honours, but we were up against the Solihull who have held the 

‘25’ mile team championship for the past two years. They beat us by only 7 

seconds. Jack Hardwicke continues to improve, and looks like capturing the third 

man place at short distances. Dave Bradley and Dennis Sale came away with well 

deserved personal bests to complete another highly successful day. Our major 

congratulations must go to ‘Nevvy’ and Albert for their top rank rides. Our team 

aggregate of 3.2.21 is the fastest we have ever recorded. The morning was good, 

but not super fast. The course (K14) is probably the fastest in the country. 

 H.J. Edwards 59.09 Fastest Time 

 A.E. Ayton 59.47 4
th

 Fastest 

 J. Hardwicke 1.03.25 

 D. Bradley 1.05.00 

 D. Sale 1.06.27 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°210 August 1950 

VIKING TANDEM ‘50’-  30TH
 JULY 1950 

Held on the old Eastern course (up the Newmarket Road), this event provided 

our star tandem pair, A.E. Ayton & H. Edwards, with a nice big ‘pot’ for the fastest 

time, which was 1.50.36, a new club record, course record, and gold standard 

medals. It looks as though the club can congratulate itself on having just about the 

best short distance tandem pair on the road today. 
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1951 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°220 June 1951 

MARLBOROUGH TANDEM ‘50’ - 3RD
 JUNE 1951 

As we go to press comes the great news of the breaking of competition record 

at 50 miles by Albert and ‘Nevvy’ on their tandem. Their winning ride of 1hr. 46 

mins.36 secs., in the Marlborough event on the famous Bath Road course was not 

only a 39 seconds beating of the record, but 4mins. 36 secs. better than the second 

pair. Clearly it was a really outstanding ride, such as we knew these two could 

achieve. Certainly it is one of the greatest rides ever done in the Club1’s name, 

Sunday 3rd June was a day of perfect weather, and the Eagle soared to great 

heights. It is pleasing to add that we also won the team award, thanks to a good 

ride of 1.54.20., by Alan Kay & Dennis Sale, and also that we completely eclipsed 

the Westerley entry. 

A.E. Ayton & H.J. Edwards 1.46.36 Fastest Time & Competition Record 

A.L.R. Kay & D.J. Sale 1.54.20 

Well, there it is folks in cold figures. Fastest time by a street, National 

Competition Record, and of course, Club, Event and Course Records as well, and 

finally, well backed up by Alan and Dennis to win the Team Race. 

A few statistics on the Tandem ‘50’ record might be of interest. In 1939 the 

invincible Mills & Paul held it with 1.48.16. It fell to Maitland & Bowes in 1945 

when they clocked 1.47.15., and not even Joy & Beardsmore could better that in 

their reign. And now another six years and another minute off the record, and 

Ayton & Edwards set a seal to their greatness by becoming the first Eagles to hold 

a National Record in open competition.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°221 July 1951 

SHAFTESBURY ‘50’ 

Fastest Time 

1947 A.E. Ayton A.C. Batty N.G. Lumsden Team Race 

 2.10.24 2.19.22 2.22.59  Winners 

1948 A.E. Ayton  H.J. Edwards  

 2.07.20 2.09.48 (5
th

) 

1949 H.J. Edwards  A.E. Ayton F.R. Thwaites  Team Race 

 2.05.27 2.06.10 (3
rd

) 2.10.05  Winners 

1950 H.J. Edwards  A.E. Ayton J. Hardwicke Team Race 

 2.04.18 2.09.55 2.13.12  Winners 

1951  H.J. Edwards  A.E. Ayton A.L.R. Kay Team Race 

 2.05.14 2.09.39 2.11.50 Winners 

Set out above is the record of our riders in the Shaftesbury ‘50’ for the past 

five years. In that time we have won the Team Race four times, and provided the 

winner every year. Before this year’s event Albert and ‘Nevvy’ each had two wins 
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to their credit, with the trophy waiting to be won by the first man to attain three 

victories. Dave Marsh of the promoting club was no doubt out to save the trophy, 

but he was third in 2.07.23., second being Eshouse of the Becontree 2.07.20. 

As Cycling remarked, ‘Nevvy’s’ three wins were all top value, and we feel 

sure that the whole Club would join us in congratulating him on this truly great 

feat. His rides and those of Albert in 1947/8 will be inscribed on the Shaftesbury 

Trophy that will remain in his keeping, to place it value beyond compute. 

 

1952 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°227/8 April/March 1952 

GLENDENE NOVICES’ ‘25’ 

A Great Tradition Maintained 

P.J. Wheeler 1.04.14  Fastest Time & Event record 

J.A. Cook 1.10.28  9
th

 

F.J. Evans 1.11.16  11
th
 

With a bare three entrants in the Novices’ this year one might have thought 

we were hoping for too much if we expected to gain the premier honours of Team 

Race and Fastest Time, but there is clearly something in this Eagle tradition, for 

once again these ‘plums’ were picked by our men. We are indebted to Ron 

Thwaites for the report on the event, as follows:- 

Peter Wheeler set the ball rolling with a 1.04.14 win in the Glendene 

Novices’. Some novice! His ride is almost beyond praise - he was nearly 2½ 

minutes faster than the second man. John Cook was our first man off, no.4, both he 

and Peter were very keyed up and looked exceedingly grim before the start - they 

evidently meant business. John caught the three in front of him, but he was just 

‘pipped’ by one of them in a scrap for the line. Shortly after he finished, Fred 

Evans no.11., hove into view with his 1.11.16, and then almost at once Peter roared 

in with his 1.04.14, and, it was practically all over bar the shouting and the long 

wait to see whether any of the other 74 entrants hod anything better to offer. The 

Viking R.C. were 2
nd

 team, some six minutes slower than our lads. The morning 

was fairly warm, but very wet - it rained throughout - and there was a fair wind 

from the south east. 

Congratulations to three of the best.  

 

1954 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°25 1954 

SPRING 25 

The weather at seven o’clock was reasonably warm but with a strong south 

westerly wind and a light rain in the air. Everybody expected a flyer to the turn and 

a struggle back but as the first man neared Gerry Lumsden at the turn there was a 
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terrific rainstorm and the wind, as strong if not stronger, swung completely round 

to the North West! 

As a result four riders were inside a 1.2, winner Ken Burgess doing a 1.1.0 

and Tom Shepherd, in his second 25 clocking 1.1.45 on a 77” gear, there were four 

1.2’s, a long 1.3, three 1.4’s four 1.5’s including Dennis Sale 1.5.27 with two stops 

to pump up a ‘slow’. Ron Thwaites did 1.7.59 including a change of tyre and 

slowest of 19 finishers was Brian Herring with a1.10.11 including a tyre change 

after a puncture. Those 19 finishers shared 14 personal bests among them. The 

conditions so disgusted at least one rider that later he would not enter the time on 

entry forms as being completely false! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°255 August 1954 

ESSEX ROADS ‘12’ - 18TH
 JULY 1954 

Sensational Surprise Ride 

Club 12 Hour Record Broken by Eight Miles 

This, clubmates, is the sort of news we have been waiting to give you all this 

season. All the more pleasing because it, was so surprising, it being a shocking day 

typical of this ‘summer’, and nobody imagining that he was really as fit as that. 

But, on a revised course with first turn at Leaden Roding instead of Dunmow and 

with the Gog-Magog and Newmarket - Cambridge road bits deleted, ‘Nevvy’ did 

what could be considered to be his finest ride ever to establish a new Club record 

(by eight miles), beat British Best-All-Rounder Vic Gibbons into second place by 

just over a mile and become the third Eagle to put his name on the trophy for the 

event. ‘Nevvy’ started N°75 and those behind him including Gibbons as last man 

(Nº79) all caught and passed him in the first few miles. In fact when ‘Nevvy’ 

caught Ron Thwaites at Leaden Roding (38 miles) he opined that either everyone 

else was tearing about or he, himself, was hanging about! By that time Gibbon had 

collected his first puncture (he was reported to have had three that day) and HJE 

was in front of him - and, what is more, he stayed there and drew farther away! His 

first 100 was about 4.45 so he must have ridden a very well judged race. George 

Kiteley caught John Cook (who did the same distance practically to the yard that 

he did last year) for 2 minutes in the early stages but John soon retrieved this and 

more besides as JGK gradually gathered a larger and larger, bundle as the day wore 

on and he wore out. Ron Medley enjoyed himself, earned all round 

congratulations, by a six mile improvement and collected a silver standard into the 

bargain. 

Ron Thwaites was sick very early on and could not eat for several hours or 

even drink very much either; ten minutes outside evens at 75 miles and a fantastic 

amount by about 140 miles, intended to finish but at Six Mile Bottom (155 miles) 

was at a standstill - not his day. Conditions were far from easy with a strong south 

west wind which veered early on to North West - the only good thing about it was 

that it helped riders from the 57
th

 back to the circuit. There was plenty of rain to 
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start with and some riders caught showers in the later stages. Bags of helpers out 

(although even more could have been used) and we did the official drink at 

Littlebury (176 miles). All the riders extend their thanks to the helpers. 
Distances approximate:-  

 Harry Edwards 252.01 miles Fastest Time & Club Record 

 John Cook 230 miles  

 George Kiteley 217 miles 

 Ron Medley 216 miles 

 Team Brentwood 733 miles  

 

1956 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°281 October 1956 

EAGLE R.C. OPEN ‘50’ 

Event an Overwhelming Success reports ‘Cycling’ 

Even the most fervent advocate for this promotion must admit that it has far 

exceeded their optimistic hopes; and those who cautioned doubt obliged their 

dissention at first, will now surely concede that they were wrong - very wrong! 

In every phase the Club had come out tops; organisation - no less than 

magnificent! Help for feeding and marshalling - wonderful, with more hands 

offered than could be used! Entry 100%! Class of field - very high! Cost (which 

Jack Miller has offered to bear) - very reasonable! Prestige - incalculable! 

The first Eagle R.C. Open ‘50’ Scratch, Handicap and Team Time Trial was a 

hit. 
 Name Club H’cap Time 

Fastest  

 K. Craven Crescent Wheelers C.C. Scr 2.01.22 

 E. Beauchamp Crescent Wheelers C.C. Scr 2.01.24 

 D.R. Madden Mercury C.C. 1 2.03.53  

Eagles 

 P.J. Wheeler  6½ 2.05.50 

 F.H. Bushell  8½ 2.09.32 

 F.R. Thwaites  12 2.15.48 

 W.J. Ash  11¾ 2.06.19 

Handicap Winners  

 1st P. Alsop Comet C.C. 1.53.38 

 2nd C.H. Butcher Bedfordshire Road C.C. 1.57.01 

 3rd B. Miller Hadrian C.C. 1.57.09 

Fastest Teams 

 1st Crescent Wheelers C.C. 

   K. Craven, E. Beauchamp, R. Ross 6.11.46 

 2nd Addiscombe C.C. 

   J.B. Smith, P. Moughton, S. Kingsland 6.23.52 
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1957 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°294 October 1957 

SOLENT & DISTRICT ‘100’ - 22ND
 SEPTEMBER 1957 - P.1. 

Fastest Time & Personal Best Fred Bushell 4.28.04 

  Peter Wheeler 4.45.15 

  Ron Thwaites 4.55.10 

Team  Hainault R.C. 13.19.43 

For economic and energy conservation reasons the three Eagles for this race 

were transported bike and baggage to the Southampton race area in the 

comparative comfort of Alan Kay’s ‘utility’. The advantage gained by those easy 

90 pre-race miles is not determinable, but to one ride at least the dividend was 

supreme if it amounted to as little as 24 seconds. The rider was Fred Bushell who, 

accompanied by Peter Wheeler and Ron Thwaites, made the journey for their last 

assault upon the Club Championship averages. 

To Peter and Fred the race was of ultra-importance; upon it depended Peter’s 

hopes of retaining his title, and Fred’s hopes of taking it from him. Ron was set to 

only improve his seasons ‘100’ figures and relative position in the B.A.R. table. 

The course is not among the excepted fast ones, and the day was far from 

ideal being wet to start with and somewhat ‘gusty’ at times. Fred’s time, 

incidentally, is a record for the course which has only been used for the event 

during the last four years. 

Club Championship, event fastest, course record and personal best - all in one 

stroke. 

This truly was Fred’s great day! 

1958 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°300 April 1958 

CENTURY ROAD CLUB ‘NOVICES 25’ 

Young Eagle Demoralises field 

Bill Ash reports 

Winner J. Larney Eagle R.C. 1.07.20 

2
nd

 J. Pratt Edgware 1.09.46 

3
rd

 C. Tew Clyde 1.10.09 

Team Edgware  3.57.07 

 

Despite horrible conditions, icy cold and a roaring easterly gale, Jim got that 

79” gear round to great effect and won the event by well over two minutes. 
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1959 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°313 June 1959 

RUFUS WHEELERS ‘25’ - 17TH MAY 1959 - P.1. 

Tony Woodcock’s Day 

Jack Miller reports 

Winner Tony Woodcock Eagle R.C. 1.03.57 

 Jim Larney  “ 1.09.25 puncture 

 Colin White  “ 1.16.52 10 mins late start 

The wind was a cold north-easter on a course which was described ‘bumpy 

and sheltered’ or ‘hard and open’; these definitions apparently depended upon 

one’s degree of fitness. Tony had the former viewpoint, and starting on scratch in 

the position of honour (N°60) he fulfilled the handicappers expectations with a fine 

ride, utilising the 81 inch gear of his variables throughout , he finished in a cool, 

calm and collected manner to record his first win. 

On Whit Saturday our trio had managed to get a lift by lorry from Bagshot to 

the precincts of the course at Southampton. The ride home after the event was via a 

maze of lanes, thus avoiding the heavy Whitsun traffic. We left Southampton 

rather late, so any question of riding to the Clubhouse for the ‘Uni 100’ was ruled 

out, in fact it was already quite dark when the southern suburbs of London were 

reached we went home via dark and dismal back streets - vastly different to the 

lanes of Surrey and Hampshire. 
UNIVERSITY ‘100’ – 18TH

 MAY 1959 - E.1. 

Fred Bushell’s Day 

Bill Ash reports 

Winner Fred Bushell Eagle R.C. 4.24.45 Av Speed:  22.663 

  Bill Ash  “ 4.52.24   22.520 

  Dave Lewis  “ 5.01.  ? 

Conditions this year were as usual ‘pretty rough’. The riders had to contend 

with a cold N.E. wind, which had a marked effect on the times of most people, 

especially the unfit ones (like yours truly). The last 16 miles were a terrific twiddle, 

but the damage was done by then and there was no twiddle left in the legs. Despite 

these conditions, Fred pulled a terrific ride out of the bag - winning the event by 

over 5 minutes.  
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1960 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°323 July 1960 

CAMBRIAN ROAD RACE FOR THE ‘KENTISH INDEPENDENT’ TROPHY 

The First Eagle to Win a Road Race 

By Jack Miller 

 Tony Woodcock The Winner time: 2.47.59 

 Colin White } Equal 9th  

 Bill Carr }  

 First Team EAGLE ROAD CLUB 

It was blustery at 1 p.m. when the race started on a road circuit which is 

located in the hills around Dartford in Kent. Four laps of 16 miles had to be 

covered, and the first prime was about ¾ of a lap from the start, at the summit of 

Swanscombe Cutting. It was here that a lone rider hove in sight about ½ a mile 

down the hill, a little nearer, and the colours were distinguished as ‘Blue and 

Gold’. Could it be young Bill? No it was Tony, pulling away strongly up the hill, 

evidently recovered from the stomach upsets caused by drinking ‘non potable’ 

water during his winter vacation in the Austrian Tyrol. He was 30 seconds up on a 

chasing group of five, and easily chalked up his first Prime of the event, the 

peloton were a further 15 seconds behind.  

At 1¾ laps the field were compact at the front part, but not as compact at the 

back! Tony was lying around fifth. At 2½ laps, Tony led, with Colin and another 

rider grimly tucked in, the trio were a minute up. At 3¾ Tony was over two 

minutes up - solo! He gained a further minute in the final five miles and crossed 

the line 3 minutes 3 seconds ahead of a chasing group of eight riders, the depleted 

main bunch 47 seconds after them. Bill and Colin were classified as equal 9
th

.  

Tony certainly rode a spectacular race, and being in the lead for most of the 

time, he scooped four of the five Prime prizes (a special Prime was added) his 

efforts also earned him the title of ‘King of the mountains’. This prize of 50/- 

coupled with his individual wins (£5); team and primes netted him the substantial 

rewards of: - The ‘Kentish Independent’ Trophy - and replica (the actual trophy is 

held for a year) plus prizes to the merry tune of 10 guineas. Yes sir ‘there’s gold in 

them thar hills’. Colin remarked afterwards 

 “But he went away from me!” 

Bill looked comfortable in the peloton, but unfortunately did not recognize the 

decisive break, he remarked 

“I’m still learning.” 

Incidentally, Bill only needs one more placing in the first three to be up-graded to 

Category 1. Tony by virtue of this win has already attained that laudable 

distinction, but as most of our races are for 1
st
 and 2

nd
 category riders mixed, we 

will still be able to field the same team. However, if our trio all became category 1, 

they will then have a greater chance of competing against independents. 
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1961 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°333 June/July 1961 

HEMEL HEMPSTEAD MIDDLE MARKERS ‘25’ - 2ND
 JULY 1961 - F13 

Sixth Eagle to Beat the Hour 

Reporter Bill Carr 

 Doug Hambleton 59.40 Event winner & 1st Handicap 

 John Hughes 1.01.07 4th Place 

 Bill Carr 1.05.24 (3minutes late start) 

Three Eagles rode in the Hemel Hempstead Middle markers ‘25’ on the F13 at 

Aylesbury. The first and foremost of the three was Doug. Hambleton. He clocked a 

magnificent 59.40, taking first place and 1
st
 handicap prize, in terrible conditions. It 

poured with rain throughout the event. After his ride, Doug came out with the 

somewhat casual remark that he did not know it was so easy to go under the hour, 

and he is now on the club ‘25’ record trail. 

The second fastest Eagle was John Hughes who did a 1.01.07. which was 

another very good ride. Also a personal best it - secured him 4th place and he just 

missed 3
rd

 by only 2 seconds, John was very pleased with his ride, as it was his 

first serious time trial for two years, and he is confident of improving on it. 

Last of our trio was yours truly who did a 1.05.24 and, because he managed to get 

a late start of 3 minutes put us out of an easy team win. For the statisticians John 

rode a ‘90’ fixed and Doug and myself rode gears. Doug did not go below ‘88’. 

 

1964 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°358 April/May 1964 

CATFORD ROAD RACE - 5TH
 APRIL 1964 - 44 MILES 

 Winner A.B. Thomas Eagle Road Club 
 

ORPINGTON ROAD RACE - 19TH
 APRIL 1964 - 66 MILES 

 Winner A.B. Thomas Eagle Road Club 

Al slipped over on a greasy stretch of road in this event, re-mounted his bike 

and caught the bunch within a mile. He attacked twice with another rider but they 

were pulled back each time. Al then attacked again and this time got clear to win 

the race. 
TONY WOODCOCK IN WARSAW 

Tony left on Wednesday 6
th

 May 1964 for Warsaw, preparatory to riding in 

the Warsaw-Berlin-Prague ‘Peace Race’ which starts on 9
th

 May to 25
th

 May. 

Tony’s five England team-mates come mostly from the Midlands and North and 

include Bill Perkins of the Liverpool Mercury R.C. Those members with short-

wave radios can get the day to day results in English from the Warsaw radio. 

Times of broadcast are 7.30.p.m. and every hour from then until 11.30.p.m. on the 

41 and 42 metre waveband. The 11.30 broadcast is also on 200 metres. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°359 July 1964 

TONY WOODCOCK 

The Following Extracts Come From Cycling – To Whom Acknowledgements 

You can’t keep him out of the news, Who?  Why, Tony Woodcock of course. 
VERULAM ROAD RACE – 26TH

 APRIL
 1964 

Vide Cycling Bob Addy, Britain’s amateur road race champion won 

the Verulam Cycling Club’s single day race after being in a breakaway with Tony 

Woodcock of the Eagle Road Club during the last of three 20 mile circuits. Tony 

Woodcock, a rider who always puts in a good show against the top names, was 

out-sprinted by three lengths by Addy who must now have his name well fixed in 

the minds of selectors during this, the Olympic Games year. The leaders forged 

ahead and on the third lap Addy attacked together with Woodcock and Pool 

(Verulam C.C.) Pool soon found the pace too much, but then Larney, Beaumont 

and Winstanley made their efforts to make contact. Beaumont dropped back and 

before the finish Larney and Winstanley had also dropped back. 

Result: Bob Addy Hemel Hempstead C.C. 2.40.40.with A. Woodcock, Eagle R.C. 

at three lengths. Jim Larney came about 7
th

 
WARSAW-BERLIN-PRAGUE PEACE RACE 

To continue with the story Tony was shortly afterwards chosen to ride for 

Great Britain in the Warsaw-Berlin-Prague Peace Race. We pick the story up on 

the Third Stage from the pages of Cycling:- 

‘Tony Woodcock moved up to fourth place on general classification on the 

third stage from Lodz to Wroclaw, 125 miles, which was run off at over 25 mph. 

after finishing eighth in the bunch sprint at the end of the stage. 

The crossing from Poland to East Germany marked the rest day but the 

following day was one of pouring rain for the stage from Świebodzin to Berlin, 

102 miles, which brought with it a crop of punctures. The leading group of 17 

fought out the finish in the Walter Ulbricht Stadium including Bennett and 

Woodcock, but the rest of the British team were spread out from 18 to 24 minutes 

down. 

Result: Smolik (Czech) 4.0.36. Woodcock 5
th

 same time. 

Next Stage: Woodcock was again our leading rider in the 120-miles stage from 

Berlin to Leipzig won by Romania’s Stoica. There was a fast start to this stage and 

John Froud found himself in a five-strong group 200 yards behind the main bunch, 

and they failed to join, strong side winds causing the riders to echelon on the 

exposed roads. 

Result: Stoica (Romania) 4.46.24. Woodcock 4
th

 at 4.47.24. (one minute) 

Tony finished the race in 40th position. 

“The race divided in two, while we just hung on” says Woodcock. Wild 

crowds, tremendous enthusiasm, and a race divided into the good and the awful, 

that was the picture of the Peace Race brought back by Britain’s two survivors, 
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Tony Woodcock, Eagle Road Club (40
th

) and George Bennett, Ferryhill Wheelers 

(47
th

) 

“The whole thing was just fantastic, from start to finish, but I’ve learnt a lot 

from it,” said Tony Woodcock, “if only how to hang on to a wheel, for that was all 

we could do most of the time. But there’s a much less cut-throat attitude in the 

Peace Race than in the other amateur Tours” Bennett added, “everyone in the 

Peace Race belongs to one big happy family. Jan Smolik, the winner, is as nice a 

lad as you could wish to meat - but he went flat out to win. The officials were just 

the same, you could get a spare wheel from any team car, and Alf Butler (the 

British team mechanic) three times won the prize as ‘Best Mechanic’ for helping 

out other teams.” 

Woodcock crashed five times, yet came out of the race with hardly a scratch, 

and the whole team only had six punctures. 

“Riding standards are so varied that -there are virtually two separate races 

going on, and in fact most of the crashes were caused by riders from the lesser 

cycling nations. The Cubans were particularly bad” said Woodcock, “they let so 

many gaps open in the line that no one, in the end, would let them in. Each day 

they finished hours down but their youngest rider, Antonio Herra, who is only 18, 

struggled round to finish last, and got the biggest cheers in Prague.” 

Most fantastic stage, the pair agreed, was the team time trial on the second 

day, lined ten deep with people on each side of the road, all cheering their heads 

off. Do they want to go back if given the opportunity? You bet they do’. 
MANX INTERNATIONAL 

Shortly after returning from the Continent, Tony was invited to become a 

member of the England ‘C’ team in the Manx International Road Race. He had the 

Saturday off from work and the next day saw him in Kent riding in a road race, 

only to puncture and pack. Here is an extract from Cycling to give an idea of the 

Manx International held on the Saturday. 

The story is taken up on the last lap: ‘At Union Mills, last time round, Addy 

changed back to his machine; Tony Woodcock, England ‘C’ changed a wheel; and 

John MacMillan, V.C. Sportiv, changed bikes. A steadily-pedalling Swerts held a 

45 second advantage at Creg Willey’s, and the England men decided it was time to 

react. West and Addy jumped away, and stormed up to Swerts, catching him at 

Quarry Bends, exactly halfway round the circuit. As they faced the last climb up 

the cloud-capped mountainside, the trio held 1 min 51 sec on a six-man group, with 

the bunch at two minutes. This third climb proved the breaking point for the bunch, 

which was already down to 40 from nearly 100 starters. The line stretched and 

snapped, splitting into small groups, with a very comfortable looking Tony 

Woodcock, England ‘C’ keeping close reins on the largest group of a dozen - the 

only group capable of worrying his team-mates in the lead.With England jerseys at 

the head of all the leading groups, English supremacy was obvious. 
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Result  

1
st
  Les West, England ‘B’  4.59.59. 

2
nd

  R. Addy, England ‘A’ 

5
th

    A.Woodcock, England ‘C’ 
 

1965 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°364 Feb/March1965 

TONY WOODCOCK TURNS ‘INDEPENDENT’ 

Following the ‘Rock-Ola Road Race on 7
th

 March, Tony was asked by Ken 

Ryall to join the Ryall-Raxar Team, he said he could have time to think over the 

proposition. Tony took time - 10 minutes, and then declared his acceptance. The 

news was in the Monday daily papers, and later in Cycling. Tony has excellent 

team-mates in John Woodburn and Tony Mills, in whose company he will have 

every opportunity for success. He is retaining his membership of the Club, because 

if he should revert to amateur status, this is the Club he would wish to ride for. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°367 July/August 1965 

LETCHWORTH VELO ROAD RACE - 4TH
 JULY 1965 - 38 MILES 

Report by Mick Woodcock 

 1st Alan Roberts Eagle  Road Club 

 2nd N. Nightingale Letchworth Velo 

With some of the best local juniors riding, it looked to be a good event, but 

the breaks were very few. The bunch remained together most of the event and 

when a break did go, the bunch pulled them back. After four circuits the field 

turned off the main circuit onto the finish lane which was about 3 miles long. The 

first half of which was downhill and the remainder uphill to the long hard finish 

hill. At the bottom of the hill Alan was placed about sixth, and with about 300 

yards to go the bunch sprint was on its way. Alan outsprinted the bunch by about 

two lengths, proving easily the strongest rider of the day. 

 

1966 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°374 April 1966 

OPEN NOVICES & MIDDLE MARKERS ‘25’ 

Ken McDonald Wins Club's Open Novices & Middle Markers ‘25’ 

For Eagles the big news of this event is that given in the headline. Ken 

McDonald, who had given proof of his fitness in the E.C.C.A. ‘25’, mastered the 

conditions and won the event in 1.05.21, a time worth, in this writers opinion, a 

five minute improvement on a good day. Ken is as keen as they come and with 

ability of this sort we should be hearing much more news of this sort in the future. 

We had four riders in the event and of the others - Joe McManus got to the turn in 

45.0, thought better of it and D.N.F.; John Passfield came back with 1.11.55, a 
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better ride than his Counties 25 considering the different course and conditions and 

Jim Jacovides seemed disappointed with his 1.17.42. On such a morning we 

consider this a fair first ride however; only the previous evening we were reading 

of a Counties ‘25’ in 1939 on a rough morning when Gerry Lumsden did the 

fastest of the Club’s rides in 1.13 and all our other riders were outside evens except 

Arthur Batty and he stayed in bed! 

The conditions, as we have told you were anything but good: bitterly cold 

with a drizzling icy rain for much of the event and a strong north-westerly wind. It 

did get a little warmer during the event but the rising wind counteracted any benefit 

and, in fact, most of the better rides seemed to be in the first half of the field. 

Mac, who rode a gear, was fastest to the turn in 36.32 although the eventual 

third, scratchman Skelcher of the Watford Roads, who got out in 37.40 came back 

five seconds faster than Mac’s return half of 28.49. John Passfield got to the turn in 

39.55, 3.23 slower than Mac and his law of diminishing returns must have been 

pretty nearly constant as he lost about the same coming back to finish 6.34 slower. 

Jim Jacovides turn time of 43.37 is revealing in that he lost 7.05 going out, when 

the hard conditions would have been expected to penalise inexperience, but only a 

further 5.16 coming back with the wind. 

The event had 118 entries of whom 97 started and 86 came back to the 

timekeeper, 61 of these being inside ‘evens’ the lanterne rouge (apart from a 16 

minutes late start) being 1.22.44. Of the 15 novices who entered J.H. Cann of the 

Southgate took the prize with a very reasonable 1.10.45. Unfortunately, the event 

failed to attract any unattached novices. The Watford Roads packed well to take 

the team race, Skelcher 1.06.24 being backed up by Leer 1.06.30 and Goldie 

1.07.40. Despite the conditions there were some improvements about for the first 

two handicaps were both inside the scratchmen’s previous best 1.02.0., Harrison of 

the Rapier with a nett 57.57 and Watts, Priory Wheelers 59.42. 

Once again one time member, Johnny Bull, who was one of the outside evens 

riders in the Counties ‘25’ we mentioned earlier, had entered and this year finished 

with 1.09.10 - must be a moral somewhere. His clubmate, Stan Spelling, racing on 

a trike the previous weekend in the Force 9 gale had been blown off the road on to 

a roundabout! This week he’d decided on two wheels so that he could lean on the 

wind. A good many riders had ridden up in. the morning despite the offer to find 

digs. The Norwood Paragon lads, who had ridden over from South London after a 

wedding party on the Saturday night, thanked the organiser for the requested late 

start.  

The event, which was timed by Eddie Engel of the Viking, assisted by Dennis 

Atkinson, was very ably and competently organised by Alan Roberts, who wishes 

to extend his thanks to the timekeepers and all the other helpers. Indeed, the Club 

is indebted to all those, too numerous to list, who had a somewhat cold and 

uncomfortable morning, They can be assured that it was appreciated by the riders 

who were heard expressing their liking for the event, the support and the course 
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and their determination to ride up there again. One rider wrote to Alan after the 

event to record his thanks to the helpers at Littlebury for the hot soup, hot coffee, 

blankets and lift back to the finish that had been necessary in his exhausted state! 
R E S U L T 

Fastest  K.R. McDonald  Eagle Road Club 1.05.21 

2nd  P.J. Evans  Catford C.C 1.06.04 

3rd  P. Skelcher  Watford Roads 1.06.24 

36th  J.E. Passfield  Eagle Road Club 1.11.55 

72nd  J A. Jacovides  “ 1.17.42 

 J. McManus  “ D.N.F. 

Handicap M. Harrison  Rapier R.C. (12) 57.57 

 M. Watts Priory Whrs. (11) 59.42 

 M.L. Read Epsom C.C (7) 1.02.3 

Fastest Novice J.H.Cann  Southgate  1.10.45 

Fastest Team Watford Road Club 

 (Skelcher, Leer & Goldie) 3.20.34 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°375 June 1966 

DE LAUNE ROAD RACE – 10TH
 APRIL 1966 

 1st  Jim Larney 
ROMFORD RC ‘CIRCUIT OF THE LAKES’ 7TH

 MAY 1966 - 50 MILES 

 1
st
  Alan Roberts 

This event was over 50 miles and rather grandly titled Circuit of the Lakes 

which probably sounds better than ‘Four times round Hanningfield Reservoir’ 

which it actually was. Alan Roberts, riding on his own, chalked up another success 

by winning the event. 

 

1974 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°403 Winter 1974 

With no small pangs of regret we leave the E.1 for our open events until the 

gestation period of the M.11 is past. The ‘25’ moves to the E.31 which is the 

Southend Road with the start at Basildon somewhere and the ‘50’ is on the E.5 

utilising the A.12 between Chelmsford and Marks Tey. 

 

1975 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°407 Summer/Autumn 1975 

COUNTIES ‘12’ - 10TH
 AUGUST 1975 

The first time for many a year we have been able to boast a team in a 12 hour 

event, indeed we have been lucky to even have one rider, but this year, well!!! We 
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had THREE. All veterans mark you, but all doing rides that many a younger man 

would be proud of. 

Dennis Sale being the youngest Vet. at 49, amassed a total of 251 miles, only 

2 miles short of his best ever. A commendable effort resulting in a strong grasp on 

the ‘Villiers’ Trophy and a useful lead in his bid to win the Club Championship for 

the first time. 

The man pushing him to such great heights and continuing his @ magnificent 

return to competition is of course, Arthur Batty, our second youngest Vet. at 57. 

With a mileage just short of 227 showed us that old determination to ride out of a 

bad time and concentrate on doing his best, but the accolade must surely go to the 

truly remarkable George White at 68 years young. How well he rode can be judged 

by his superb effort of 201 miles and this after a double hernia operation earlier in 

this year. How does the man do it? Perhaps that normal pulse rate of 42 gives us a 

clue or maybe the determination to make mock of the 182 miles Vets Standard for 

his age group, not to mention his remarkable physical fitness. 

It must be said the weather was kind to both riders and helpers alike. After the 

torrid heat of Saturday, Sunday was mostly overcast but humid, with very little 

wind about. 

5.31 am saw the riders despatched by Eddie Engel and Roy Davidson from 

Ingatestone to Brentwood - Marks Tay - Braintree - Hatfield Peverel - Heybridge - 

Tolleshunt D’Arcy – Peldon - Writtle - Dunmow - and back to the 15 mile 

finishing circuit round Highwood - Blackmore and Oxney Green. There were no 

less than six cars carrying fifteen club folk deployed around this course, the riders 

having a drink every 10 miles or so, and we have good reason to believe the Eau de 

Cologne sponges were most acceptable too. There were five official feeding 

stations dispensing food and drink of a various nature, with the Beasant family 

doing the official marshalling and checking at Braintree on behalf of the Club. 

Thanks are due most certainly to Harry & Win Cross for making the rice 

pudding and handing it up around the course. To Albert and Olive Ayton, Colin 

Hawkins and Ed Hadlow, Steve Batty and Geraldine. The Lumsdens with Dorothy 

Batty, and of course Pat and Ella Beasant as previously mentioned. 

Can this possibly be the breakthrough we have been waiting for? 

The greatest distance was done by the current Counties Champion Graham Mann 

(Hainault RC) who finished with 259 miles to his credit, closely followed by 

Renny Stirling (Glade CC) with 257 miles. 
Distances and intermediate times:- 

  50 miles 100 miles 12 hours 

 Dennis Sale 2.25.59 4.47.58 251.7 miles 

 Arthur Batty 2.50.52 4.53.37 226.86 miles 

 George White 2.59.25 5.22.02 201.17 miles 

Congratulations to all three gallant gentlemen, it was a privilege to be with you. 
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1976 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°408 Spring 1976 

EAST ANGLIAN VETS ‘30’ - 18TH
 APRIL (EASTER DAY) - E73  

This was Eagles benefit day. At 69 George White rode his fastest ‘30’ ever, 

was third fastest on age standard and with Arthur Batty (58) also doing a personal, 

won the Team Race. A personal best ride was also done by Peter Beresford a mere 

boy of 40. How’s about that then! Congratulations. 

Winner J. Williams 1.09.13 

A.C. Batty 1.17.22 P.J. Beresford 1.18.46 G.A. White 1.22.55 

Fastest team on Standard - George and Arthur  + 28.56 

 

1981 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°420 Spring 1981 

EAGLE ROAD CLUB OPEN NOVICES AND MIDDLEMARKERS ‘25’ - SUNDAY 12TH
 APRIL 1981 

Eddie Hadlow was graced with two touches of fortune to add to the thorough 

organisation which is of his own making. A full card, in fact ten entries had to be 

returned, and a good day, which is always a chance at this time of year. When the 

first riders went off it was sunny and calm but rather cool. However, by the time 

number 50 was on the line the wind was rising gusty from the south west. 
Result 

1st  A.J. Whisker C.C. Luton 1.00.55 

2nd I.R. McKenzie Bishops Stortford C.C 1.03.53 

3rd  S.R. Newbegin  Stevenage C.C. 1.04.01  

4th M.P. Sowery Crest C.C. 1.04.08 

 Dave Youell Eagle Road Club 1.04.51 

 Robert Doman  “ 1.05.28 

 Tony Meader  “ 1.06.54 

 Carlito Rendora  “ 1.07.12 

 Norman Barnard  “ 1.08.34 

 John Houlihan  “ 1.09.41 

 Bradley Sewell  “ 1.10.40 

 Robert Hayton  “ 1.10.51 

 Kenny Routledge  “ 1.11.16 

 Alan McArdle  “ 1.11.41 

 Dave Wright  “ 1.13.26 

 Arthur Batty  “ 1.14.56 

 Steve McArdle  “ 1.16.56 

 Mike Beasant  “ 1.18.08 

 Jim McArdle  “ 1.19.32 

Fastest Team C.C. Luton (Whisker, Cornwell 1.04.44, Stewart 1.04.35) 

Fastest Novice P.M. Cook Welwyn Wheelers 1.11.40 

Fastest Junior A.J. Whisker  C.C. Luton  1.00.55 
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Handicaps 1st K. Routledge Eagle Road Club 54.31 

 2nd  J. Houlihan “ “ 58.56 

 3rd P.A. Baldwin Crest C.C. 59.03 

 4th A.J. Whisker C.C. Luton 59.55 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°421 Summer 1981 

EDDIE ENGEL REMEMBERS 

Looking Back 26 Years to 1956 

A letter from Albert Ayton in February 1956 informing me that the Eagle 

Road Club were entering the field of open promotions again, this time with a 50 

mile event and asking if I would time it, started my participation that has continued 

for (providing I can last out until September 16
th)

 all the 25 events since then. Yes 

the 1981 Open 50 is the Silver Jubilee of the event. It has taken 26 years because, 

regrettably, by an oversight one year the date was not applied for in time. (All secs. 

take note). 

So on September 16
th

 1956 the first Eagle Road Club Open ‘50’ was run, the 

start that year was just north of Stansted village at T.P.5 (Yes, we had telegraph 

poles then) and finish at the 52
nd

 milestone. The following years saw many 

variations of start and finishes including one north of Stumps Cross, which was not 

at all popular. Looking back to that first event has proved to be very interesting. 

Entries 156. Acceptances 100 (RTTC limit) Starters 78. Finishers 70. It seems 

D.N.S. was a bad habit even then. 

Fastest time, Ken Craven, 2.1.22, then of course Crescent Wheelers, before 

the formation of the Lea Valley Road Club. As you all know Ken is still turning 

out some good times. Second fastest, Eric Beauchamp, 2.1.24, also Crescent 

Wheelers, now, of course, Harlow C.C. He also is still showing the younger riders 

a clean pair of heels including his own daughter, Karen. Third fastest, P. Madden, 

Mercury C.C., 2.5.55. I have no knowledge of this rider and the club no longer 

appears in the R.T.T.C. handbook. Handicap awards went to P. Alsop, Comet C.C., 

C. Butcher, Beds Roads C.C. and B. Miller, Hadrian C.C. The Comet is now part 

of the Lea Valley Road Club and the Hadrian C.C. has also disappeared from the 

handbook. C. Butcher of the Beds Roads C.C. I feel I should know something 

about but I can’t recall it. 

Team race went to the Crescent Wheelers; 3
rd

 man Ray Ross, 2.9.0 now with 

the Glade C.C. and still active in competition. Looking down the result sheet it is 

interesting to see many well-known names, many still competing - The 2nd team, 

Addiscombe C.C. included John Smith. 
5th fastest  Alan Bates, Roamer C.C. 

7
th

 fastest Peter Wheeler, Eagle R.C. 

11
th

 fastest  Ken Lovett, North Road C.C. This year’s North Road C.C. 24 

hour organiser. 

16
th

 fastest  Fred Bushell, Eagle R.C. 

18
th

 fastest  Johnnie Aylett now Lea Valley 
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27
th

 fastest  Allan Meyers, Viking R.C. 

51
st
 fastest  Pete Marsh, now Elite and still going strong 

42
nd

 fastest  Ron Thwaites, Eagle R.C. 

46
th

 fastest  Bill Ash, Eagle R.C. 

54
th

 fastest  Ron Deering, Viking R C. no longer competing but I 

understand he still leads his clubmates a merry dance on club runs. 

61
st
 fastest  Sid Hayward, Kentish Wheelers. Now the Hon. Gen. Sec of 

the V.T.T.A. 

The front cover of the start sheet has not changed much over the years, the 

same names but in different order. 1956 - Albert Ayton event secretary, Gerry 

Lumsden, judge, Denis Atkinson, assistant timekeeper, handicapping committee; 

Gerry Lumsden, Harry Cross and Pat Beasant, Pat and Harry are, sadly, no longer 

with us but the others together with Dennis Sale, Win Cross and many others 

including, of course, the ladies in the tea tent, seem to have been at all the events 

since 1956, From a timekeepers point of view it has always been a pleasure to 

officiate at such a well organised event and to enjoy the assistance so willingly 

given. 

For the first twelve years I was ably assisted mainly by Denis Atkinson, one 

year, I remember, Albert Ayton had to be registered as an assistant timekeeper 

when, I think, Denis was touring abroad. In 1968 Reg Wade was pressed into 

service for some reason. Then in 1969, probably when the entry limit was raised to 

120, Roy Davidson joined the team and has been with us to date (his 15
th

 this year, 

hope he is not superstitious). My personal regret that it has taken 26 years to reach 

the Silver Jubilee of the 50 is that I had to postpone my final retirement as a main 

timekeeper for a year so that I could complete the 25 events. 

Looking forward to the next 25 years and the Golden Jubilee of the Eagle 

Road Club Open 50 I can only wish the Club success and sincerely hope that they 

will be able to find as good a team of organisers and helpers as that they have had 

for the past 25 years. You now have your own approved main timekeeper and I 

hope to see an Eagle member’s name soon go forward to become an approved 

assistant timekeeper; in the meantime, providing that London East District Council 

don’t consider that I’m too old and senile to be an assistant timekeeper I will be 

happy to help out. 

 

1982 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°425 Summer 1982 

BECONTREE WHEELERS ROAD RACE - WEDNESDAY 2ND
 JUNE 1982 

1
st

   Robert Hayton  Eagle Road Club 

In this first of a series of three evening races over 35 miles, Robert Hayton 

was first over the line for a fine win. There were no less than eleven Becontree 

Wheelers in the field of 35 so the others stood a good chance of finding a lack of 
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helpful wheels. John Houlihan and Tony Meader made the Eagle Team with 

Robert and, with one lap to go, John was away with three Becs but the break was 

caught. There was a bend two or three hundred yards before the finishing line and 

with a good bunch there, Robert watched points, positioned himself nicely, came 

out of the bend first and held off all challenges. 

 

1985 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°437 August 1985 

SPOCO 

The Sporting Courses Competition is the brain-child of Bill Norris of the 

Maldon & District C.C. and encompasses most of the non dragstrip events in the 

Eastern Counties. Points from 100 or 120 downwards are awarded according to 

finishing position and the best so many places at each distance are counted, 10s, 

25s, 50s, are counted separately and one of some 100s and 12s represent the longer 

distances. Bob Ambrose has shown well in recent years and Arthur Batty has taken 

a super-vet award and this year the lads have made a set at it. At 21
st
 July 1985 

Dave Russell was lying 6
th

, Bob Ambrose 17
th

, Dave McMurdie 20
th

, Ian Bonner 

37
th

 with the first three putting the Eagles into third place in the team table. In the 

three or four years it has been running the competition had grown in stature as to 

rival the E.C.C.A. B.A.R. competition. 

 

1993 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°467 May 1993 

HAINAULT RC MIDDLEMARKERS ‘25’ - SATURDAY 22ND
 MAY 1993 - E1/25B 

Ray Eden’s Scintillating Debut at 25 Miles  

After his rides at Eastway some of us were predicting this, indeed, Hayden, at 

the clubroom on Wednesday, was astonishingly accurate, for Ray Eden absolutely 

powered round to finish in what is certainly the fastest first 25 time ever in the 

club’s history, in 56m. 37s. Not that that was all for, in an event where middle- 

marker was defined as not faster than 58.30 in the last three seasons, he was fastest 

in the event by over a minute to the second man, Mick Gray, of the Crest CC, a 

first category roadman and second in the National Championship 24 last year. 

Ray’s first enthusiasm is for mountain bike racing but he has an enormous amount 

of natural ability, undoubted physical fitness and strength and a temperament 

suited to a ‘race of truth’. If he cares to put some of his attention to it, his future in 

time trialling has great possibilities and we wouldn’t say that this did not also apply 

to the bunched code. In these days of disc wheels, tri-bars, low profiles etc. he rode 

his cycle-cross bike and came down the road from Quendon to the finish sitting on 

the tops! 
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Our other riders were not hanging about either. Tom Rashbrook was delighted 

with a personal best and so were we. Vic Smith had a deflation and spoke breakage 

in his new 16 spoke, aerodynamic wheels but, nevertheless, came back with his 

fastest 25 for some 25 years and Chas Wilde was but few seconds away from his 

best this season. And this on a none too easy day with a fairly brisk SE wind that 

made it hard back from the turn with the ‘graveyard’ stretch from Sawston to 

Stump Cross living up to its reputation. 

 Ray Eden  56m. 37s.  Fastest & 1
st
 in group  

 Vic Smith  1h. 1m. 30s.  2
nd

 Fastest in group  

 Tom Rashbrook  1h. 3m. 47s. 

 Chas Wilde  1h. 6m. 22s. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°486 August 1993 

OPEN 3RD
 CATEGORY ROAD RACE - SUNDAY 4TH

 JULY 1993 

There was again a full entry for our open summer road race and, on the day, 

all the reserves got a ride as did the odd entry on the morning. Conditions were 

good on the whole, warm although a bit of wind making it difficult round on the 

back of the circuit which runs Newport-Clavering-Quendon. It was a fast race from 

the start with an early break developing which dwindled to Williams of the 

Whitewebbs on his own where he stayed with a lead at most of about a minute for 

several laps. Our riders were sitting comfortably in the bunch with Ray Eden up 

near the front most of the time. Williams was eventually caught but, ever 

combative, went again and opened a gap. Then, at the start of the penultimate lap, 

Ray Eden decided that it was time to start racing, increased his speed and left the 

bunch, caught the lone breakaway and rode with him for a time. Trying him once 

or twice on rises he decided the time was right and left him on one rise, later to be 

absorbed by the bunch. Ray, meanwhile, opened the gap and finished, easing, on 

his own to win in 2h. 32m. for the 100 km. with the 2
nd

, Beard, Bishops Stortford 

and 3rd, Mackintosh, Rennrad at 33 seconds and the bunch at 37 seconds. 

 

1994 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°471 May 1994 

SAN FAIRY ANN CC MEETING - SATURDAY 12TH
 MARCH 1994 - EASTWAY 

This 32 lap race for 1
sts

/2
nds

/3
rds

 got off to a fast start with a break of six riders 

developing in the first five laps. This then split into two threes with Ray Eden in 

the first of those. The other two went for a prime and then eased whereas Ray kept 

going up Oxo and rode away from them. Eventually lapping the all field except his 

two erstwhile companions winning by a minute plus. 
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BARNSTABLE IMPERIAL WHEELERS HILLY ‘32’ - 3RD
 APRIL 1994 EASTER SUNDAY 

Les Ames had been holding out tempting offers of an Easter expedition to the 

West Country but, when they got there it was a lot windier and a lot wetter than the 

Home Counties. But the trip not without its compensations, Les’s time involving 

lots of stops to talk to his old clubmates, or at least, that’s how he explained it. 

Mick too wet to stop for his seconds, Richard moving house. But Ray - well, what 

can we say? On a course, which he described as ‘Brilliant’, sorting out some of the 

major climbs in a district prolific in them, with the locals astonished how anyone 

could go that fast in such conditions, and his ride, the winning one by quite a 

margin, only 1m. 20s. outside a course record done in much better conditions and 

with a time that many would like on the El 30 course.  

 Ray Eden  1h. 19m. 54s Fastest time  

 Mick Coppin  1h. 47m. ??s. 

 Les Ames  2h. 0m. 03s 

 Richard Uren  D.N.S 
 

GLENDENE CC BILL TEMME MEMORIAL MEETING - MONDAY 4TH
 APRIL 1994 - EASTWAY 

In the supporting 32 lapper for 3
rds

/Veterans, Vic Smith, Damien Foy and 

Simon Hewins were the Eagle presence. Damien had a go for one of the primes 

and was up near the front of the bunch quite a bit, Simon also there but Vic was 

really having a go, Near the front and active in all the breaks but none of them able 

to stay clear until, with three laps to go, he got away with one other and, at the bell, 

they had five seconds lead. Vic left his companion on that last lap and, when they 

came in sight at the end of the finishing straight he was just still clear but in the 

200m he was absorbed by the sprint and out of the major placings. 

Ray Eden had got back from Devon in time to ride in the main event for the 

Memorial Trophy over 50 laps and had a decisive victory. He initiated a break in 

the first ten miles that saw four riders away, two of them dropping back to the field 

as Ray and his companion increased their lead. Eventually the other rider, P. Mill 

(Team 2000), couldn’t hold Ray’s pace and he went on alone and finished by 

lapping the main bunch and with a margin of 52 seconds over Mills, the only other 

rider to escape being lapped. Almost a time trial for Ray in 2h. 2m. 44s. 
EDGEWARE RC LEAVESDEN LEAGUE MEETING - SATURDAY 9TH

 APRIL 1994 

A mile long circuit round Leavesden aerodrome sounds more like a report of a 

1950’s race but Ray Eden’s performance is definitely of today. Going right from 

the gun in a race of one hour plus one lap he punctured after six laps, changed the 

wheel in the lap out allowed, joined in the bunch next time round, rode with them 

for 200-300 yards, went away again and won alone 27 seconds clear of the next 

man who had taken the bunch sprint. Sounds easy like that, doesn’t it? But that is 

just how this man makes it look. 
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EAGLE ROAD CLUB OPEN ‘25’ - SATURDAY 23RD
 APRIL 1994 - E1B 

by Peter Beresford 

Having driven to the Clubhouse late on Friday evening to prepare the result 

board for the following day’s event and worked on it into the small hours after 

midnight, I retired to my favourite bunk and was having this lovely dream ~ a 

voice was calling me to a fabulous hostelry for a pint of the foaming amber liquid - 

and I awoke to Bob Ambrose hammering on the front of the Clubhouse. It was just 

after 9a.m. A quick wash and brush up and petit dejeuner and we were on our bikes 

for a casual spin around the E1b course to make sure that no sudden diversions or 

traffic lights had grown in the twilight hours. One hour and seventeen minutes later 

we arrived back at the Clubhouse! Being the club handicapper I noticed how fit 

Bob is. 

The tent pitched, seating arrangements and .result board in position - the lawn 

had been very neatly cut by Gerry and Ivy on Thursday - people began to arrive at 

around noon. The early dampness had dried out and the sun was shining. There 

was a small problem - the southerly wind was getting stronger but it was warm. 

Bob, myself and Rita visited The Chequers, just to have a look at the new interior 

decor. 

At about 2 p.m. riders began to arrive to prepare themselves for the event, 

marshals and other eager helpers reported for duty. Arthur Bouchard of the 

Victoria CC had kindly offered his services as chief pusher- off and was handing 

out numbers to entrants. Albert and Pete busy synchronising all their timing 

devices. Olive, Rita and Vicki had mashed the first brew and were serving the pro-

race cuppas. Albert called out “Timekeeper going to the start” and, suddenly, it 

was all ‘go’. 

Alan Kay, Eric Bass and Glenn Grant despatched themselves to marshal at 

Stump Cross, likewise Bob A, Dave Lewis, Robert and Fawzia Hayton and Andy 

Brown moved up the road to Sawston roundabout, Gerry, as Judge, joined Albert 

and Pete at the start. Sue Mowat and Adele Meader joined Rita, Olive and Vicki in 

the tea tent while Christine Smith held herself in abeyance ready to assist Albert 

when he moved to the finish to record the riders as they completed the course. The 

event was under way. 

To my delight and satisfaction every entrant reported to the timekeeper. 

However, there was one rider number 36, K. Edwards, who, unfortunately, as he 

was waiting his turn to go, discovered a bubble of inner tube emerging from a split 

in his near tyre. Replacing the tube was to no avail and, as he had to ride home 

after the event, he decided to retire then and there. Eric Beauchamp (62) a fast 

young man from a previous generation, who lives nearest to the start at Elsenham 

rolled up about 5 minutes before his ‘off’, discarded his jacket pinned on his 

number and was sent off by the timekeeper to record a time that won him the best 

vet on standard prize. Our own Ray Eden, warming up on the turbo trainer at the 

Clubhouse had to be nudged by Vicki that he had only a couple of minutes to get to 
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the start. He went away from the timekeeper in a bigger than bigger gear to win the 

event in a time of 55m. 01s.  

At the Clubhouse, the tea tent was beginning to buzz as riders returned and 

exchanged numbers for tea. Results came in thick and fast over the CB. and 

competitors discussed times of themselves and others, giving the result board 

manager a testing time as he worked out handicaps and differences between Vets 

standard and actual times to give a plus or otherwise etc. 

The prizes were distributed to worthy winners including a very pleasing quota 

of Eagles, and a round of applause was given from the competitors to all who had 

helped and assisted in the running of the event - the tea ladies, marshals 

timekeepers, recorder, judge and pusher-off. People began to leave the field and it 

was time to clear up, another very satisfactory event had finished. Eventually, 

Peter, Christine, Rita and myself retired to The Chequers for an excellent evening 

meal and to relax after a busy day. 

My personal thanks to everyone who helped me in the event and I look 

forward to the Open 50 on September 4
th

 when it all happens again, when, with a 

new course, I shall require some mere helpers - hint, hint! 
Fastest Times 

1
st
 R Eden Eagle Road Club 55m. 01s. 

2
nd

 P Connolly VC Braintree  58m. 36s. 

3
rd

 K Allen Herts Wheelers 1h. 1m. 10s. 

4
th

 G Crabb Victoria CC 1h. 1m. 36s. 

5
th

 V Smith Eagle Road Club 1h. 2m. 22s. 

6
th

 R Sewell North Road CC 1h. 2m. 30s. 

7
th

 M Hart Eagle Road Club 1h. 2m. 33s. 

10
th
 D Foy  “ 1h. 3m. 08s. 

20
th
 H Grace  “  1h. 5m. 47s. 

28
th
 A Meader  “ 1h. 7m. 38s. 

29
th
 D Wright   “ 1h. 7m. 42s. 

30
th
 J Williamson   “  1h. 8m. 25s. 

32
nd

 G Masters   “  1h. 9m. 38s. 

35
th
 C Wilde   “ 1h. 10m. 08s. 

38
th
 A Paolino  “ 1h. 10m. 58s. 

42
nd

 M Baldwin   “ 1h. 12m. 09s. 

43
rd

 D Capozzi   “ 1h. 12m. 15s. 

45
th
 P Reed   “ 1h. 15m. 22s. 

49
th
 L Ames   “ 1h. 22m. 17s. 

Handicaps 

1
st
 D Foy Eagle Road Club 48m. 38s. 

2
nd

 A Bradford St. Neots CC 51m. 41s. 
Fastest Team 

Eagle Road Club R. Eden, V. Smith, M. Hart 2h. 59m. 56s. 
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Fastest Veteran On Standard 

E. Beauchamp Crescent CC plus 13m. 47s. 
 

ECCA FESTIVAL WEEKEND - 30TH
 APRIL TO 2ND

 MAY 1994 

The opening event of the weekend is the 10 mile time trial at Eastway and we 

had a team of three on the card who did not come empty handed at all. Paul taking 

1
st
 handicap with his first effort at the distance, Andy with his fastest at the 

distance and 2
nd

 handicap and Ray, well, what can one say? He rode with 

remorseless concentration, taking the best line always round the corners and bends, 

as though on rails, fastest time, naturally, 3
rd

 handicap, the event record and, in 

fact, the best recorded on the circuit. With a team time that took second place only 

to the Leo RC fast men and some useful points for the team competition. A good 

start to the weekend. 

Ray Eden 21m. 56s. Fastest & 3
rd

 Handicap Circuit and event 

record 

Andy Brown 24m. 30s. 2
nd

 Handicap 

Paul Reed 28m. 13s. 1
st
 Handicap 

The bunched races at Eastway on the Saturday had Vic Smith in the Veterans 

race and Damien Foy with the 2nds/3
rds

. Vic was active in animating the Vets race 

and, in the last few laps made a break in the company of Tony Woodcock, one-

time Eagle. They stayed away to the end but in the sprint Vic had to be content 

with second place. In his race Damien had a go up at the front among the leaders 

but, in the end, finished in the bunch. 

On the Sunday, while the usual squad were beavering away behind the 

refreshment counter, we had three riders in the second 10 on the course that runs 

roughly, Aythorpe Roding-Dunmow and back. Howard showed that some of the 

rough is coming off, Paul continued to improve and with another 1
st
 handicap, and 

Andy reckoned that the ride justified his suspicions (completely, unfounded. Ed. & 

timekeeper) that he had only done nine laps at the Eastway yesterday! 

 Howard Grace 25m. 46s. 

 Andy Brown 26m. 51s. 

 Paul Reed 27m. 8s. 1st Handicap 

Winner  -  A. Stapleton Leo RC 21m. 52s. 

With nobody in the Road Race Championship on Monday, our interest was in 

the 25 on a course in the twisty Essex lanes that goes from near High Easter up to 

the A130 for a stretch.  After Saturday’s effort we were expecting great things 

from Ray and we were not disappointed. Seeded number 80, he just annihilated the 

opposition with a scintillating ride beating the previous course and event record by 

over two minutes, with over 2½ minutes advantage over the 2
nd

 and 3
rd

 riders from 

the Leo, whose scratchman, starting at number 100, did not finish.  Vic and 

Howard both lost some time off course at a tricky roundabout but, despite, did their 

fastest times of the year as also Bill Gilham who was not displeased. 

Ray Eden 54m. 29s.   Fastest time Course and event record 
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Vic Smith 1h.  1m. 59s. 

Howard Grace 1h.  4m. 53s. 

Bill Gilham 1h. 14m. 02s. 

Chas Wilde D. N. S. 

The Club achieved its best ever positioning in the team competition 

over the weekend, with an eventual sixth place, with the great efforts 

detailed above and aided by a small contribution to the total from Christine 

and Peter Smith and the Editor, who rode (and, in one case, suffered) in the 

100km Randonnée up to the mountains around Bures, on Monday. 
E.C.C.A. ‘50’ - SUNDAY 8TH

 MAY 1994 - E82 

This is another variation on the A12 road and reckoned to be as fast as the 

others but it was a cold, hard morning to typical of this so-called spring. And yet, 

and yet. Riding his cyclo-cross bike, some happenstance having deprived him of 

the use of his time-trial machine, Ray was not noticeably slowed and finished with 

a ride that bettered his own club record by nearly six minutes, won the event, need 

you ask, and had the opposition out of sight. For all our riders it was the first 50 of 

the year and, for the others, it may be, the sort of rides to be expected as such. Bill 

Gilham punctured soon after the start, lost some seven minutes (more tyre chaging 

practice for that man!) and packed. 

Ray Eden 1h. 50m. 48s. Fastest time & Club record 

Tony Paolino 2h.12m. 15s. 

Chas Wilde 2h. 15m. 48s. 

Domenico Capozzi 2h. 16m. 50s. 
ELITE CC ‘25’ - SUNDAY 15TH

 MAY 1994 - E4 

A fairly new course starting at Bulphan, then based mainly on the new A13 

dual carriageway, between Pitsea, Tilbury and Stifford, on this morning, with a 

strong SW wind it was hard one way on the wide open stretches of the new road. 

Vic did his fastest of the year but is not at all happy with merely that, Bob came 

out of retirement with a useful starter and Simon packed with breathing difficulties. 

And for Ray, well, the mixture as before, a winning ride by 1½ minutes and course 

record. The bare facts must do, we are running out of hyperbole. 

Ray Eden 53m. 22s. Fastest time 

Vic Smith 1h. 01m. 16s. 

Bob Ambrose 1h. 05m. 15s. 
E.C.R.A. ‘25’ - SUNDAY 22ND

 MAY 1994 - E72 

A strong west wind made the return journey down the A12 very severe but the 

times, then, not too bad. Ray's, in particular, was out of this world, winning the 

event, of course and by a margin, club record again, and it seems that at this 

distance, and probably fifty miles as well, there is nobody in the Eastern Counties 

area to touch him. Vic, a season’s best but annoyed with himself for not knocking 

off those 42 seconds to go ‘inside’. John's unfamiliarity with the course led him up 

a wrong slip-road and he lost about 20 seconds getting back on course. Bob, faster 
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than yesterday although feeling it. Howard and Tony both doing their best this 

season and welcome signs of fitness with the inter-club races coming up. This is 

the event with teams of five riders to count and we finished up as second team 

which, we reckon, shows at least some strength in depth. 

Ray Eden 52m. 10s. Fastest time & Club record 

Vic Smith 1h. 0m. 41s. 

Bob Ambrose 1h. 3m. 30s. 

Howard Grace 1h. 4m. 35s. 

John Williamson 1h. 5m. 05s. 

Tony Paolino 1h. 8m. 47s. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°472 August 1994 

R.T.T.C. NATIONAL CHAMPIONSHIP ‘100’ - SUNDAY 17TH
 JULY 1994 - J4/18 

1st Geoff Platts, Coalville Wheelers, 3h. 45m. 11s. National 100 Mile Champion 

2nd Ray Eden 3h. 50m. 01s. Championship Silver Medal, Club record 

We must admit to some misgivings when we heard that Ray Eden had entered 

for the Championship 100 for the distance alone presents a whole new dimension 

especially for one who, he admitted, had not even ridden 100 miles at one go, let 

alone raced it. In the end, he was accepted despite having no 100 time as the event 

was under-subscribed, although all the quality was there, and we made up our 

minds that he had got to have some support. The J4 course is up in Cheshire with 

the start near Nantwich and formed like an inverted trident with the blade tips at 

Newport, Telford and Shrewsbury, very little dual carriageway, in fact, the single 

track roads rather narrow in places, making for difficult helping conditions. By no 

means flat, either, the climbs on the A41 going towards Newport, described by the 

organiser as “Like the Alpe d’Huez for a ‘tester’ ” and a nagging wind rising from 

the South. 

Ray had asked for time checks on his minute man, Pete Longbottom of the 

North Wirral Veto and an England squad man, and he it was, in fact, who was 

making all the early running for the whole field, with Ray lagging 30, then 50 

seconds, then 1:20, it being suggested that one should not discourage Ray by 

giving him such news. There were others, too, who were coming through faster 

than Ray, Platts, Naylor, Dawson among them but all trailing Longbottom. At 50 

miles Ray’s deficit on Longbottom was 2 minutes and it looked as though it was 

going to finish with Ray in a similar placing to the 25 and 50 championships, 

meritorious enough in a first attempt at the distance. We by-passed the course 

through the lanes and saw them next at about 80 miles, where, to our delight, 

astonishment, you name it. Ray came through in front of Longbottom on the road 

having caught back those two minutes plus the minutes start and more! And he 

continued in that fashion catching time back on all those faster at earlier checks 

apart, that is, from the winner, who finished even faster, with Ray in second place 

and the first to admit that Geoff Platts’ winning ride was stupendous. 
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But Platts has ridden many 100s and many championships. Ray’s was his first 

100 in only his second season of time-trialling and a superb, even ride with the first 

50 in 1.53.00 and the second, therefore, in 1.57. Harry Edwards’ novice 100 in 

1951 of 4.19.39 to take the Carpenter Trophy and club record, we thought was 

phenomenal, so what can we say to this? We cannot speak for 1928 but, in the last 

50 odd years, we have applauded many fine performances by Eagle members and 

teams, sometimes, indeed, privileged to share the plaudits, so, it can be imagined, 

that seeing a clubmate on the championship rostrum, was a very emotional 

moment. 

 

1997 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°483 May/August 1997 

EAGLE R.C. 62 MILE ROAD RACE - JUNE 29TH
 1997 - RICKLING GREEN 

1
st
  Vic Smith  Eagle R.C.  

2
nd

  Peter Constable  Basildon C.C.  

3
rd

  Dean Russell  Whitewebbs C.C. 

4
th

  Paul Dewberry  Colchester Rovers C.C.  

5
th

  Nigel Brooks  Essex Roads C.C. 

6
th

  Gary Hetrick  Redbridge C.C.  

Our man wins the Road Race, Hooray! This was no ordinary win, no skulking 

in the bunch till the final few miles, oh no. In the third of five and three quarter 

laps on the drag out of Newport, Vic, from a berth at the back, sliced through the 

bunch to the front with an easy motion and proceeded to dominate the lead in no 

uncertain terms. How we at the back cursed him because there he stayed for a 

whole lap pushing a relentless pace. Finally, on lap four, the gaps appeared and Vic 

was away in the company of a small group. The bunch chased and chased but 

could make no impression. Finally in the last few miles Vic’s tenacity broke the 

spirit of his party and he rode off for a lone victory.  

“It all went nicely to plan” he said.  

A well deserved “thank you” to David Youell who retires from organising our 

road race after some seven years at the helm. 

 

2005 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°505 August 2005 

EAGLES’ QUEST FOR EASTWAY DOMINATION - EASTWAY - 26.6.05 

by Adam Dawson 

An amazing performance saw the Eagle fly high and fast for the first time in a 

long time. The Eagle Road Race saw a team effort that was second to none. Five of 

us went to the front of the bunch and powered along the main straight to bring the 

gap down from 1.40 to a more respectable 50 seconds. This performance was 
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thwarted by the entrance of a lorry onto the course which ended any hope of 

catching the leaders. That said it did show the strength and depth of the Eagle 

crew. It also set in motion the hearts and minds of those who raced on the day, 

what could have or possibly should have been! - After some lengthy debates with 

Damien, Phil and Dave Farrow, a plan was devised to  

a) win the Sunday race and  

b) restate the presence of the Eagle club over the Eastway scene.  

With that decided, Damien and I set about creating a dastardly plan that would 

have others wondering what had happened. The plan was for Damien to lead out 

down the back straight with Dave Farrow on his wheel and me on the back to 

create more bikes for the others to have to sprint past. The plan was set, all were 

agreed and we were racing. 

The start was rather uneventful until a lone character decided that he would 

try and take the race by the horns and run. With our plan already decided for total 

domination, Damien and I thought it would be best if we brought the sole escapee 

back to the fold, due to the fact that he was now getting on for half a lap in front. 

With the help of a few others we set up a through and off system that took the 

speed up significantly and within two and a half  laps he was back with a 

manageable lead (we could catch him if the prime hooter went). That said, the 

prime hooter didn’t go until 44 minutes in, all escapees were back in the pack, and 

it was time to test the plan. 

Damien wound up a gentle 50km /hr into a mild head wind down the back 

straight and round the final bend when Dave shot off. I struggled to keep pace as 

others started to come at us but Dave was well away and took the win convincingly 

while I threw the bike for second place. Result - one VERY happy Dave Farrow! 

With time running out and concern rising as to when the second prime would 

be, we received the call to duty with five laps to go. Dave went into deliberations 

with Damien and decided that it was better for him to sit this one out and prepare 

for the finale. Damien and I would go it alone. Down the back straight Damien 

passed me with a discrete yell - GET ON... we were away, accelerating from 47 

km/hr to a blisteringly quick 52km/hr and the field was dropped! A gap of five 

bike lengths quickly developed and the sprinters that were following wheels were 

pushing suddenly into the wind. Around the final bend and hey presto, I took over 

only to find that I didn’t have to sprint but rather hold the pace over the line in 

order to take the second prime. 

With three laps of recovery for Damien and I, we set about forming the lead 

out formation for Dave. At the top of the hill we took up formation with riders 

pushing and shoving for both Damien and Dave’s wheel as they knew that either 

one was a good one to have. We kept our form. Damien had some help up front 

from a Kiwi rider, (it said on his jersey) just after half way along the back straight. 

He then took over with Dave firmly glued to his rear wheel at 54 km/hr. I looked 

about to gauge the competition but it didn’t matter as Dave took off like a man 
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possessed. I let a small gap go to ensure that any competition would have to take 

the VERY long way round but again the blistering pace set by Damien down the 

back straight was enough to take the edge off their sprint. Dave Farrow took the 

honours with a smile and a clenched fist signalling his return to the front of the 

peloton. I protected his wheel and managed second place.  

This performance was testament to the team work, cooperation and tactical 

ability within the club. Damien rode like a man possessed and provided Dave with 

clean air for the sprint. Dave did his job Petacchi- style, fending off the 

competition by two bike lengths. Is this the end for Cipollini? 
MY FIRST RACE - SUNDAY JUNE 2005 

by James Sale. 

When I arrived, late from getting lost in Leyton, I parked up and thought to 

myself “What am I doing here?” There was an abundance of serious looking 

cyclists! I signed on and then had a few laps of the circuit to see what the track was 

like and to warm up. 

They split the group into 3
rd

 /4
th

 categories and novices - there were about 15 

of us. We were told to keep out of their group, and then we could have our own 

race, so that’s what we did.  

About 10 laps in I took a turn on the front and started to push hard to see if I 

could shell anyone off the back to make life easier at the end. But this wasn’t 

working so I swiftly moved to the back of the bunch to let everyone else do the 

hard work for me.  

By the 5th lap to go sign our bunch had gained about four more riders that 

couldn’t keep up with the main bunch. This is where I started to move myself to 

the front in case anyone put an attack in. 

At three laps to go one of our riders broke away and I thought about trying to 

respond, but it was too early because of the windy conditions. He was soon after 

caught. Then with two laps to go he went again but the bunch worked hard together 

and we caught him just before the last lap. 

Previous to the race I had a conversation with Damien Foy who told me a 

good place to attack is just after the first corner, so I followed his advice and broke 

away. I thought that if I could make it to the final straight with a small lead I would 

be able to hold the sprint finish. Coming around the final bend I had a quick glance 

behind me to see that I had built myself a small lead. I then gave it everything I had 

to the finish to receive the chequered flag and my first ever race win.  

I’d like to thank everyone at the Eagle Road Club who has helped me, 

especially: Howard Grace, Simon Hewins, David Wright, Alan McArdle and 

Albert Ayton. 
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2006 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°506 Autumn 2006 

EAGLE RC OPEN ROAD RACE - 18TH JUNE - UGLEY 

1
st
  Trevor Burke  North Road CC  

2
nd

  Damien Foy Eagle RC 

3
rd

  David Farrow  Eagle RC 

 

Trevor Burke (North Road CC) scored a maiden road race victory on Sunday 

in the Eagle RC promotion. Despite early action from Ron Hewes (Harlow CC) 

and Alan Lawrence (Angliasport), the race remained together for much of the 

distance, with the hot weather and the long drag up to Clavering hindering any 

ambitious breakaway attempts. At the bell, Phil Hersey of the promoting club 

jumped clear to take the final prime, and quickly gained a 30-second advantage. A 

chase group containing Hewes and Burke’s clubmate Frank Rawlins reacted, but 

with half a lap to go, the bunch had the leader and chasers in its sight and a bunch 

finish beckoned. Led by Eagle RC riders, the breakaways were caught, only for a 

lone rider to attack with 2km to go. Burke responded on the drag to the finish, 

passing the fading rider, to finish 40m clear of the bunch, led home by Damien Foy 

and David Farrow of the promoting club. Riders were full of praise for the quality 

of organisation and marshalling at the event 

 Organiser Mark Ambrose gives thanks his to all those members involved in 

the running of this event without whose help it would be impossible. 

 
THE LONDON MARATHON  

Just two pairs of Eagle’s feet among the 30,000 pairs of trainers pounding the 

London roads from Greenwich to Westminster. Both Eagles were completely 

unaware of each other’s existence as they came past our reporter’s pavement spot 

in the Westferry Road, Isle of Dogs within a hundred yards of one another. 

Standing on the roadside, concentrating on a sea of sweaty faces, waiting for 

Mark Ambrose to appear and knowing that because he trained so diligently he 

would be somewhere between the leaders and the fun runners; in the group that 

were able to set their pace. I was focusing so hard it had me blinking and whilst 

almost mesmerised by the bobbing faces pounding by, suddenly I saw a face I 

knew. Names, at the moment, are not my strong point but I instantly shouted, 

“Eddy”, it was Eddie Hadlow but not in club colours. I was amazed; I never knew 

he had a penchant for running. Flushed with success I continued to stare with 

renewed enthusiasm, blinked again and spotted Mark; so full of purpose and 

endeavour he looked at me totally fazed when I shouted his name. At last I could 

give my eyes a good rub and pat myself on the back. And that is more or less how 

they finished some 14miles later.  

Eddie at 3h.29m.l9s and Mark at 3h.34m.00.  Congratulations. 
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2009 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°513 Summer 2009 

EAGLE SUMMER ROAD RACE – 24TH
  MAY 2009 

James Sale of the Eagle produced a stunning late burst of speed to break clear 

of the peloton and win the 2009 Eagle Summer Road Race. With the race staying 

together over all six laps of the testing circuit, a bunch sprint was the deciding play 

in this year’s race. Most of us thought that the best chance of an Eagle win was by 

getting one or two riders in a break, so what a fantastic sight and surprise to see an 

Eagle jersey 100 yards ahead of the peloton at the finish. We had, however, to wait 

until after the race to find out the extent of the teamwork that enabled the win for 

James.  

It was an effort that drew comment from our adversaries,  

“Well done to the Eagle team for a great win. The last three miles was like 

sitting behind the Columbia Highroad team as they showed a master class in team 

work”.  

As the race approached the closing kilometres, Damien sensed that this was 

the moment; sending Chris to the front, and ensuring James and Adam were on his 

wheel, set the train in motion. Encouraging Chris with shouts of “Faster, Faster” 

Damien orchestrated the final manoeuvre. With James in the pocket, Chris had to 

set a scorching pace to prevent other riders from getting near the front - this he did 

with a monumental turn, giving it everything as his job finished with a kilometre to 

go. Damien then took over and flew over the last two hills before setting James off 

with final instructions “Don’t look back.” Adam, who was on the wheel of James, 

let James go, protecting our escapee over the closing metres. So it was left, in the 

finale, to James to execute the final move in the plan. All of the team’s hopes now 

rested on his young shoulders. Chris summed it up for all of us. 

 “We knew we could count on you, and none of us would have wanted to be 

in your position. Either you won or we all held our heads in our hands until the 

next one. That’s what I liked best about today. It was about winner takes all. Points 

are for moving up categories, wins are forever. We’ve been talking about this since 

January, and at some stage the talk stops and either you execute or you don’t,” and 

it came together as Adam said, “Red ball corner pocket.” 

Graham Masters and Simon Hewins were unlucky with punctures with 

Graham blowing both tyres out simultaneously on a rut just 3 miles from the finish. 

Perhaps the greatest praise comes from other clubs? Here’s an extract from the 

Finsbury Park CC site. 

‘A beautiful summer’s day with the race on the Ugley/Newport circuit Really 

enjoyed the course especially the winding undulating road west from Newport. A 

few breaks but none successful so it was heading towards a bunch sprint up a 

narrow lane to the finish. The Eagle boys had clearly been planning something and 
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managed a three man lead out to get their guy across the line first in a superb and 

all too rare (at this level) example of teamwork.’ 
FAST MAN FOY SNATCHES CLUB 10 RECORD  

It was a pleasant evening with the night looking fast James Sale and Damien 

at one end getting ready and the ‘fast’ lads at the other. As Damien stepped out of 

his car, it was although we had just time travelled... He was sporting what can only 

be described as an old tatty 1970’s skinsuit. Post even we found out that the 

competition were not worried about him, as nobody wearing that ‘old green 

skinsuit would be fast’. Little did they know that the biscuit muncher was to set the 

second fastest time of the evening, and take the Eagle ‘10’ record with a pretty 

special time of 20.27. Perhaps the time keeper was as shocked as everyone else. as 

when sorting out the starting order he was asked what he was expecting to do, with 

a reply of “hopefully a 21”, I am pretty sure the time keeper laughed when that was 

said... Nobody is laughing now!  

Ed: (Graham Master) Damien wanted to keep this course a closely secret. So 

it is the F20/10 up at Great Amwell on the A10 (shhh) 
BIG DAY AT LVRC NATIONAL CHAMPIONSHIPS

36 

C Cat Race (50-54 years old) 31 May 2009 - Hog Hill - Redbridge  

by Chris Baldwin 

The race was an hour plus 3 with all 70+ riders from clubs around the country. 

I’d been told to watch out for any attacks as these races tend to split fairly early. 

How early I was about to find out. Last year’s winner John French (Peterborough 

CC) went at about 12 minutes in after shooting around in front on the opening lap. 

I chased, and when I rode up next to him said something about it being a bit early. 

However, when I looked around it seemed we had opened a 5-10 second gap and 

then said ok, let’s do it. I’d read up a bit on John before hand and we are a close 

match for each other based on our time trialling times. Off we went, and by 

working together, built about 5 seconds into the gap with each lap. By the end it 

was nearly 2 minutes. My tactics for a win didn’t play out as I tried to attack my 

partner in the break with three to go, and it came down to a one on one sprint up 

the hill with predictable results. Despite a new found enthusiasm for blasting the 

hill on the big ring, it wasn’t to be and John emerged victorious for the second year 

in a row. So no champion jersey for the Eagles, but a nice silver medal and a 

satisfying ride all round. 
DAMIEN FOY WINS WHITEWEBBS ROAD RACE 

by D Foy  
Less of the big man but Sean Kelly said big people handle bad weather best 

and I kept thinking of that while I rode in monsoon and hailstones. This race had 

everything and I feel so chuffed to have won such an incredible event it was the 

best day I have ever had on a bike. Halfway through the hammer went down there 

                                                           
36 LVRC – League of Veteran Racing Cyclists who provide racing for cyclists who are veterans, 40 years of age or 

more 
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was a split with Cambridge driving it I rode across on my own and most of the 

others were left behind so there was a group of maybe twenty. Five clipped off the 

front I watched them go and they never had more than 30 seconds. One and a half 

laps left they were down to 15 seconds. I rode a cross to them and bossed the break 

and got them working. We dropped one of the Cambridge so now there was  four 

with15 miles to go we stayed away never more than 30 seconds so we had to keep 

on it. The drag before the finish I pressed a little and  two of the lads were dropped 

so that left me to open the sprint I took him slightly across the road and won. What 

was so special was the weather and the tactics and I got it all perfect. I ROCK. I 

will work for the team next Sunday as I have too many points so it’ s time to stick 

to the time-trial bike. I am soooo happy. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°514 Autumn 2009 

PHIL HERSEY WINS BLACKPOOL NOCTURNE - 3 AUGUST 2009 

 Phil knows how to show Leanne a good time – a weekend in Blackpool! 

Drive up Saturday morning, watch him race Saturday evening, a bag of chips and 

then back to the M6. Sorry I’m using a bit of poetic licence there; I think he bought 

fish as well. 

The trip was well worth while though as Phil broke away right from the gun 

and held off the entire field to take a fine solo victory. 

A great victory; club colours flying high on the seafront on a fine summers 

evening. 
ECCA FESTIVAL 

At the ECCA Festival Senior Road Race the winner gave a two handed 

victory salute as he crossed the line, which is technically disqualifiable in amateur 

racing. An elderly by-stander commented such, to which another spectator turned 

to him and said “Oh Yeah, how come you know so much about road racing?” The 

casual reply was “Well I’ve ridden the Tour de France, won a stage of the Giro and 

won the Tour of Luxembourg.” 

It was British legend Vin Denson.  

 

 2010 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°516 Summer 2010 

JAMES SALE WINS WHITEWEBBS ROAD RACE  

When James Sale was asked why he hadn’t entered the Club Road Race this 

year, he replied... “because I hope to be a 2
nd

 cat by then.” He targeted points at 

Hog Hill and a potential victory at the upcoming Whitewebbs Road Race. This was 

no idle boast as for the 2
nd

 year running it was blue and gold that crossed the finish 

line first (Damien Foy took the honours in 2009).  

This is a tough undulating course with one long climb every lap. James 

managed to get away after work from team mate Damien Foy, and despite 
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Damien’s best defensive efforts one rider bridged the gap to James. This was 

probably fortuitous as the two of them worked hard to extend the gap. 500 metres 

to go James kicked and took the number one spot. 

This fantastic victory for James and and strengthens our team of riders in the 

higher categories of the sport. 
CHRIS BALDWIN WINS NATIONAL 10 MILE TT TITLE - 23RD MAY 2010 

 Chris entered the national TT champs up at Alcester in Warwickshire and 

proved why he is club champion. He was seeded number 3 in his age group (50-54) 

and managed to ride a 21.00 to take first spot in that group. A competitive event 

saw 23 riders finish within 10 seconds of Chris.  
CHRIS BALDWIN WINS NATIONAL 25 MILE TT TITLE - 5TH JUNE 2010 

52nd overall, but again first in age group, Chris took the honours with a 56.24 

in the RTTC Championship 25. Michael Hutchinson took overall with 49.34. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 517 Autumn 2010 

ECCA ‘12’ - 22ND
 AUGUST 2010 

1
st
 Team - Christopher Baldwin, James Sale, Bryan Crump 737.87 miles 

 

Chris Baldwin persuaded two other 12 hour novices, James Sale and Bryan 

Crump to wrestle the ECCA Team Championship from the current holders the 

Chelmer CC. They were supported by Liz Chittenden and Tony Meader looking 

after Chris and Bryan and James by Bob Ambrose and Howard Grace. The weather 

was fine and sunny and towards the end all three Eagles entered the finishing 

circuit almost together. The Eagles had won the team, Jamzy the first handicap and 

Chris had set a new club record with 260.720 miles. 

 

2011 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°519 Summer 2011 

ED TAYLOR ROAD RACE -24TH
 APRIL 2011 

By Bryan Crump 

Thanks for all your support and kind comments, it was a great day for the 

Eagles. This is my first win of the season and I would like to dedicate the win to 

Ray Eden. 

I had done a recon on the course on the Tuesday, the circuit was well suited 

for me so was anticipating a good result. The first few laps were frustrating for me 

as the initial break never had more than a minute on us in the Peloton yet there was 

a lack of cohesion about pulling the break back in. Styoki and I went on the front 

for half a lap but could not find anyone else to work with. 

On the second to last lap some good riding from ELV reduced the break of 

seven people down to about 30 seconds. At the bottom of the hill I put on some gas 

and took two other people with me up to the top of the hill. Realising that the 

http://eaglerc.freeforums.org/crumpy-wins-ed-taylor-t1401.html#p15138
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people I took up the hill with me were going to add little to the chase I put in 

another dig and returned them to the Peloton. 

Once the break realised that I was chasing to bridge over they turned up the 

pace and put me through some pain as I clawed back the gap of 100m over the 

period of a life time. Those 100m were all about mental strength as your body is 

trying to tell you that you are not going to make it and your mind tries to stay calm. 

I knew I would catch them when we went through the chicane section as I would 

be peddling and they would be freewheeling.  

Once we hit the bottom of the hill on the final accent I jumped with 

everything I had and was lucky to keep it going all the way to the finish line. I 

turned back to see Jamzy wining the bunch sprint and Stoyki not far behind. 
ECCA FESTIVAL 2011 

by John Beaufoy 

After the success of the 2010 festival where we came third overall, I felt we 

were well positioned as a club with approximately 100 members, to do well in the 

2011 festival. James Sale did a great job organising us all last year and the forum 

really does come into its own when trying to organise large amounts of potential 

riders. With a few reservations I offered to take up the mantle for this year. After 

much discussion and debate about the points system and who was going to ride 

what, it became obvious that the best way to win it, was for as many riders as 

possible to enter as many events as they felt like riding. Also Chris and I tried to 

get Helen and Liz into as many mixed pairings as we could as this scored more 

points. I also felt that if everyone rode what they wanted, they would probably 

enjoy it too! 2-ups also scored more points so it was great that we had lots of 

Eagles up for these too. The points scoring allowed every member regardless of 

ability the opportunity to participate and score valuable points; a truly inclusive 

event. After the first day we were about equal with Chelmer, by the second day we 

were ahead by around 40 points and on the last day we consolidated our victory to 

win by 44.5 points. 
 

ECCA Festival Facts  

1. We had 31 riders from our club taking part. 

2. The total amount of rides/races we did with this 31 people was a staggering 

69 for all events. Some riders did up to 5 events.  

3. The riders who took part in no particular order were:  

Peter and Christine Smith, Tom Berry, Carlito Rendora, Dave Youell, Glenn 

Grant, Dave Clarke, Chris Baldwin, Nell Bald- win, Liz Chittenden, Howard 

Grace, Antonio Paolino, Cliff Pace, Damien Foy, James Sale, Tony Meader, 

Phil Hersey, Livio Nannetti, Stoyko Bussarov, Bryan Crump, Simon Hewins, 

Paul Evans, Graham Masters, Paul Long, Mick O’Malley, Andy Thomas, 

Sean Bolton, Mark Ambrose, John Skinner, Helen Lansdown and myself 

John Beaufoy. 

Everyone contributed to our win !  
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4. We had to my knowledge no punctures in any events.  

5. The total mileage in all events we all pedalled was 2241 miles!  

6. The final standings were: 

Eagle Road Club - 504.5 points  

Chelmer CC - 460 points  

Essex Roads - 170.5 points  

7. Some notable podium performances.  

Phil Hersey won the E92/14 event and the E91/10.  

Tom Berry got second handicap on the E2/10.  

Damien and James got second place in the 2 up on the E33/10d  

Sean Bolton got 4th Handicap and a medal on the E2 10  

1st team on the E92/14 was Eagle 

Phil Hersey, Bryan Crump and Stoyko Bussarov  

1st lady on the E92/5 was Liz Chittenden  

Carlito won 1st handicap on the E91/10 

8. There were lots of great rides. Liz pedalled Chris around most of the E91/10 

on the Tandem on her own as their timing chain snapped! Helen managed to 

go 3.5 miles an hour faster than she has ever been before on a 2-up with me. I 

think it was fair to say our female riders gave everything! 

 

John Skinner did the ride of his life on the 200km. The 200km team were 

awesome as James, Stoyko and Bryan were supposed to do the cancelled 

E123 Road Race and stepped in to help with this monster! Sean and Mark are 

now the old hands at this game!  

 

Damien got 11
th

 in the road race and Tony Meader took 18
th

 place in the 

bunch sprint and finished his first road race in 20 years. Well done. 

 

Dave Clarke finished his 2
nd

 ever road race at 19
th

 place... really good ride. 

 

In a way though everyone’s rides were good ones as they all scored points. 

The real achievement as I saw it, was getting all types of riders to participate and 

feel part of the competitive side of the club and ultimately play an equal part in the 

win. From a personal point of view I loved riding the 2-up, the Tandem event and 

the 7km as it was something different and new. This is also an important part of the 

festival in that it was great fun! We did look like the happiest club there! 

It was very nice to hear some of the other riders and organisers commenting 

on how the club has grown again in the last few years and that “everywhere you 

look there are Eagles riding” I think that now sums up where we are as a club. 

Members are Road Racing, Time Trialling, Circuit Racing, Mountain Biking, 

Cross Racing, Sportive/Audax riding as well as commuting and riding for fun. 

What a great club to be in! 
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A most fitting and heartfelt sentiment came from a Senior Lady member of 

Chelmer CC after the result was announced. I don’t know her name but she said to 

me “Albert Ayton would have loved you all for this”. I only met him once and he 

engaged me in passionate conversation about his results! I am sure he would have 

been very proud of the club’s achievement here. Maybe we should dedicate 

winning this 2011 festival to Albert?  

The Editor (Graham Masters) has been asked to pass on the thanks of the club, 

its committee and members to John Beaufoy for his organisation which enabled us 

to claim this great victory. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°520 Autumn 2011 

EAGLE ROAD CLUB IN MEDAL HAUL AT SHAFTESBURY CRITS 16TH
 JULY 2011 

Shaftesbury CC ran their annual circuit racing day incorporating both the LVRC 

Region 9 Championships and the BC Eastern Region and ECCA Championships to 

offer a variety of events open to all categories and ages including youth and 

novice. The Eagle Road Club managed to feature well despite the poor weather as 

follows;-  

British Cycling   LVRC  

Womens Race E. Chittenden 2
nd

 Cat A - D. Farrow  2
nd

  

2/3/4 J.Sale 1
st
  Cat B - J. Beaufoy  3

rd
  

   Cat C - C. Baldwin  2
nd

  

   Cat H - C.Wilde  1
st
  

 

Well done to all those involved.  
DISS AND DISTRICT ROAD RACE - 7TH AUGUST 2011 

Club Riders - B Crump, J Sale  

Equipment problems had caused Bryan some bad luck in a few previous races but 

no such issues were going to trouble him today. James and Bryan arrived stoked up 

for the win on Diss and District CC’s new road race course, which Bryan 

commented on how it suited him. Three riders had got away, but using the course 

to his full advantage Bryan rode clear of the bunch with two others and bridged 

across the gap. With one lap to go the break-away seemed sure to succeed. There 

were a few attempts by individuals to ride clear but these were easily contained. 

Bryan launched himself at the 200 metres to go flag and held on for a fine victory. 

Bryan felt assured of victory, but all six escapees were given the same time 

showing how close it was. The bunch came in 2 minutes later, and James managed 

to win the sprint for a well deserved 7
th

 place.  
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WHITEWEBBS CC SUMMER CIRCUIT RACES - 21ST AUGUST 2011 

Bryan Crump was in fine form, once again bridging a gap to escapees and pipped 

everyone on the Hog Hill climb for an Elite circuit race victory. James Sale stayed 

in contention to claim 5
th

 whilst earlier in the day Damien Foy claimed 3
rd

 in the 

Vets race. 
BICKNACRE ROAD RACE – 28TH

 AUGUST 2011 

A fantastic piece of team work saw the Eagles dominate throughout. As an 

indication of selfless dedication to the task, James commented that it was one of 

his most enjoyable ever races, better than some which he had won.  

As a 1
st
 Cat already, the club was working for Bryan. Staying in charge 

throughout saw Damien and James win both primes. James and Bryan then 

managed to get into a nine man break for over half the race. A high pace made 

some serious demands but ensured they would stay away. Once this was clear the 

plan was to put Bryan away on a tight left hand corner. This was almost scuppered 

as a few riders escaped but James worked hard to pull them back before burying 

himself on full gas to put Bryan clear. 

James was spent and rolled in 8
th

. Crump won and made it to 1
st
 Cat. 

Great result. Great teamwork! 
BRITISH CYCLING ROAD RANKINGS 

At the time of printing we have four 1
st
 Category BC riders:-  

Bryan Crump, James Sale, Stoykyo Bussarov and Phil Hersey (although Phil will 

start 2012 as a 2
nd

 Cat) 

2
nd

 Category riders are:-  

Liz Chittenden, Dave Farrow, Chris Baldwin and Phil Sheehan. 

 

They are of course in addition to the numerous 3
rd

 and 4
th

 Category riders. 

The Club has never been this strong on the road. 
ECCA HILL CLIMB – 15TH

 OCTOBER 2011 

The Club had two very strong climbers for this tough year-end event run over 

two legs in Little Baddow, being Dave Youell and 1
st
 Cat road man Stoyko 

Bussarov. Stoki charged up both legs in an almost identical 1:41 whilst Dave 

managed 1:47  and 1:49. Stoyki therefore claimed overall winner and ECCA Hill 

Climb Champion for 2011 and Dave came a very creditable 4
th

. 

A fitting end to an excellent season for the Club. 
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2012 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°521 Spring 2012 

CALSHOT TRACK WEEKEND 

by Chris Baldwin 

On Saturday 11
th

 February a goodly gathering of Eagle members made their 

way to the indoor track at Calshot in Hampshire for what was for most their first 

introduction to track riding. Most of the drills were about keeping us all un-

splintered and learning the rules of track as opposed to the generation of raw speed. 

A special award should go to Howard for conquering his self-professed fear of the 

boards and particularly the banking. Against all early wagers he was flying around 

the track by the end of the three hours. One quick fact - the Calshot Velodrome 

located in an old aircraft hangar near Southampton, is the steepest and shortest in 

the UK (140 meters against 333 meters for a standard track). If you can ride 

Calshot you can ride anywhere. Despite the cold inside the track overall a great 

success, which has inspired a few members to take up the challenge of track racing 

this season. 
ECCA FESTIVAL 2012 

by John Beaufoy 

Yes!! Yet again - through brilliant organisation and brilliant riding by all who 

took part - we are once again Eastern Counties Champions for the second year 

running!! Here is a summary of the weekend. 

A fantastic weekend for the Eagle Road Club, to follow on from last year and 

win the festival for the second time in the clubs history, since 1923.1 am sure that 

some of the founder members would have been very proud of this. Such a great 

event that all members of the club can actively contribute to no matter what level 

or what sort of riding you like. After a fairly slow uptake of entrants we came good 

at the end with a bit of a push by Chris the ‘Champ’ who got lots of last minute 

2ups and tandems in and some good solos as well.  

 

We actually ended up with 35 members riding in all events. 
 

So in no particular order the roll of honour is: 

Richard Lofthouse, Stephanie Hall, Glenn Grant, Nikki Juniper, Neil Hornett, 

Tom Berry, Chris Baldwin, Nell Baldwin, Liz Chittenden, Carlito Rendora, 

Antonio Paolino, Howard Grace, Bryan Crump, Simon Hewins, Tony Meader, 

David Clarke, Damien Foy, Phil Hersey, Steven McArdle, Mark Norton, Kalina 

Norton, Scarlet Norton, Thomas Dean, Andy Thomas, Steve Hodges, Graham 

Masters, Sean Bolton, Paul Evans, Andy Eckton, Mike Turvey, Rachel Stilwell, 

Ken McDonald, Janice McDonald, Helen Lansdown and myself John Beaufoy.  

I think that’s everyone. Well done the lot of you. 
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The total distance we all pedalled at varying speeds around all of the events was an 

astounding 2525 miles!  
 

We did win quite a few medals amongst the Tandems, 2up Teams and Solo’s in 

both scratch and handicap and when I can get the full details I will post them up. 
 

Some of the highlights for me were:  
 

I was really happy the whole weekend!..and it was good that everyone had safe 

rides and finished. I think we only had one puncture as well.  
 

Some of the other clubs comments that Eagles were everywhere. The look on the 

face of the Chelmer guy, when he read out the final result. We have gone from 

being surprise winners last year to a force to be reckoned with. 
 

Chris and Liz getting the club tandem 10 record and Liz’s great 2up ride on the 14-

mile. 
 

Tom Berry riding back to Radwinter Village Hall with Alex Dowsett after riding 

his first road race. Great ride on the E2 as well Tom. 
 

Great performance by the 200km Randonnée Team.  
 

Helen’s Jammy dodger consumption and suffering on the 2up with me on the 

E33. 
 

I so enjoyed riding the 100km Randonnée with everyone. I thought Mark and 

Scarlet, Chris and Nell were awesome on the Tandems. Thank you Glenn Grant for 

your route finding and looking after everyone on the 100km. 
 

Dave Clarke’s ride in the road race and you got some B.C points too and not to 

forget Damien bringing all the breaks back.  
 

Nikki Juniper winning first lady in every event, you were great fun to ride 

with too. 
 

There was great atmosphere at all the events. Mark and Kalina racing their Tandem 

for the first time. 
 

Damien and Nikki’s ride on the 14. 
 

I think Rachel (Crumpy’s partner) thought she was doing a ‘100km race’ but it was 

actually a 6 hour treasure hunt! 
 

Great to see Steve McArdle racing again. 
 

Richard Lofthouse did his first Road Race - well done, his partner Stephanie also 

raced for the first time as well. 
 

And yes a great idea to e-mail Stan and thank him. 
 

Ed: (Simon Hewins) Thank you John and here’s to the next one!!  
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EAGLE SPRING CRITS - MARCH 2012 

Throughout March our own Chris Baldwin ran a series of three very 

successful criterium races at Hog Hill - here is Chris's report from the 24th March.  
 

The results are all in and settled and the result queries asked and answered. 

The dust is settling, and I'm happy to say that Saturday was the most successful 

day in many ways we've had at Hog Hill. For a day’s racing that only came about 

after a request from Redbridge Cycling to help them fill an empty weekend, it 

became an event that I hope will underpin our Spring Series leading up to Good 

Friday for many seasons to come.  

There were 143 riders across the three races with 42 in the Women’s race, 65 

in the 3/4cats and 36 in the Elite/1/2 cats. The women's race was the kick off for 

the London Women's Cycle Racing league and has generated plenty of positive 

press coverage for its truly exciting race and for our Eagle Club. The 3/4 was a 

hard fought hour with the eventual winner driving the race from start to the bunch 

finish in his first ever appearance in a British Cycling event. The E/1/2 was attack 

after attack with chasing groups and the main group blown to pieces by the end. To 

have a race where Continental Pro rider Felix English riding for the Rapha Condor 

Sharp team is pushed into 3
rd

 place gives some idea of the savagery of the day.  

But these days don't happen without help, and in particular to the following 

club members: Livio Nannetti and Pete Smith who helped out with a very busy 

signing on, Simon scoring for all three races and Howard taking over for the 

signing on for two and half of the races and managing the licenses (and money!). 

We had help from outside with Tabitha from the LWCR league who graciously 

assisted with the 3/4 sign on, Nicky Juniper’s dad who was roped in to help pin 

numbers and superb support from John Mullineaux of London Cycle sport who not 

only managed to score the races but also took some great photos and video. Thank 

you again for all your support.  

This was also the first race where we used our new Eagle Road Club race 

numbers, and for that we owe Mark Norton and his family a huge thanks as Mark 

not only saved the club over £400 in sourcing the numbers, he then went on to 

enlist his whole family in punching holes and riveting eyelets in 200 numbers – 

that’s 800 holes! The remaining 200 were split between me, Liz, Nell, and then a 

big burst from Pete Smith and Livio to knock out the rest while riders were signing 

on.  

There were at least seven Eagle riders representing us and covering all the 

races. Liz started it all off in the Women’s race showing very strong early form in 

her first group race in four months with a bunch finish and Livio, Carlito, Dave F, 

Tony and Damien racing in the 3/4. A particularly strong effort from Damien to 

charge through the bunch to finish 5
th

 overall and collect the first five of his no 

doubt 39 British Cycling points for the year. Phil and Crumpy did the business in 

the E/1/2, and they both had their goes at the Pros with some great moments with 
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Phil in a break with English and Crumpy keeping himself tucked into the chase 

group, and then both Bryan and Phil working the chase group to finish a strong 7
th

 

and 10
th

 place, more than a minute up on the bunch.  

Some comments from the London Women’s Cycle Racing League Facebook 

site after the races:  

Louise Fellingham Fantastically organised and brilliant weather - thanks to all at 

Eagle RC and Rapha (for the lovely badges) for kick starting the LWL 2012 

Charlotte Easton - just like to say a huge thank you to you and all of the Eagle 

organisers. It was a fantastic race.  

Nicole Oh Enjoyed by all. The cakes were superb. And thanks for getting the 

results out so quickly  

Collyn Ahart I wish I could have been there! 

Fantastic stuff!! As a rider in the Masters event on Good Friday I can quite 

honestly say I’ve never seen an event so well run and absolutely heaving with 

competitors, spectators, family and friends alike, a truly great event with a brilliant 

atmosphere. Also as I understand the event has been very lucrative for the club as 

an added bonus. Thanks again Chris for all of your hard work and to everyone who 

turned up to give a helping hand.   

 

2015 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 522 Spring 2015 

Lee Valley Velodrome (LVV) 

by Glenn Grant 

Older members will remember Eastway Cycle Circuit. Built on a rubbish tip, 

it was a winding and undulating road circuit, approximately 1 mile in length. Run 

by Lea Valley Park Regional Authority, it was used for racing (the infamous 

Thursday League), training and by local schools. Bunches were huge (you could 

get over 100 riders in 1/2/3/J races) and even the great Eddy Merckx raced there in 

a special event. 

A lot of Eagles cut their teeth racing at Eastway and there are many nostalgic 

clips on Youtube to view. Eastway was demolished to make way for the Olympic 

Park and whether by chance or by design, the Velodrome has been built right 

where Eastway once stood. The Olympic Legacy has provided a world-class 

Velodrome (or track as I’d call it), a floodlit road, MTB and BMX circuit. I’ve not 

ridden the road, MTB or BMX circuit so can’t comment on them. The road circuit 

looks nice with a very smooth surface, but some who have raced on it think it’s not 

challenging enough. The whole complex is run by Lea Valley Park Authority. 

The Velodrome is already an icon; The Pringle. It’s been beautifully 

constructed with a swooping roof, timber cladding on the outside and stark 

concrete formwork inside. I work in many buildings during all phases of their life 

and this one really has been very well put together. It is adjacent to the A12 so 
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viewed by thousands of motorists each day. Most of them have no idea what goes 

on in there. 

Happily the venue is easy to drive to, has ample (& free) parking and is a 

public building. There’s no admission charge so you can turn up at any time, go 

inside and watch the action on the track. There’s a café where the coffee is good 

and reasonably priced, but cakes & snacks pricey. The closest tube station is 

Stratford but it’s quite a walk away and you do need to know the route, as it’s not 

well signposted. 

If you’re riding, then there are changing rooms, showers and lockers 

available. 

So what goes on in there? It’s used for many things; 

 Schools sessions to give young people their first taste of track 

cycling 

 Club/private sessions 

 Corporate events (you can rent the track and have your clients ride 

around) 

 Racing – from UCI World Cup to a local Track League 

 Open training sessions – called Structured Quality Training (SQT) 

and separated into Vet/Ladies, Endurance only, Sprinters only and 

Youth 

 Taster sessions for complete track novices to get an idea of what 

riding round the track is like 

 Accreditation sessions so you can learn how to ride on the track 
 

The good thing is that the facility is getting used so much. The downside is 

that track time is limited (max 24 riders on the track at any one time) so sessions 

do get booked up very quickly. Track bikes, helmets and even shoes can be hired at 

the track. The taster sessions are available to anyone who wants to try out the track. 

You can book a taster session online, turn up and use one of the rental track bikes 

under the supervision of a Coach. You ride your taster session in a group of other 

novices. With club or private sessions, anyone can ride as the organiser takes 

responsibility for the riders and caters for different abilities including novice track 

riders. There will always be a Coach in attendance to control the session. If you 

want to ride any of the SQT sessions or race in the Track League then you must be 

accredited. At LVV Accreditation is a 4-stage process, each stage costing c£20.00. 

Once you’ve passed all four stages you can then book open sessions.  

When the track first opened for business there was a big debate about whether 

LVV would accept riders who had accreditation from similar tracks ie Manchester, 

Newport and Glasgow (I have mine from Newport). It was a painfully slow and 

convoluted process but eventually LVV accepted other track’s accreditation. As 

the track is very popular (no doubt popularity has increased because of the recent 

explosion in cycling, as well as ‘fixie’ riding being very trendy) sessions are 
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booked quickly and the accreditation process can be slow, as you have to book 

each session once you have passed the first one. 

All booking is done either online (warning – the website is very complicated 

and takes a while to get used to) or by phone. A phone call goes through to some 

call centre and you need a bit of patience to then get through to a human being 

sited at the velodrome. I’ve put contact details at the bottom of this article. 

So what do I do? 

I ride the Vets SQT sessions most weeks; 2 hours of track time including short 

breaks. The quality of the session depends on the Coach but usually it’s a series of 

15-20min exercises to increase track riding experience as well as speed and 

endurance. If sprinters are in the group then they carry out their specific sprint 

session while the Endurance riders have a break. We average 26-30 miles over the 

2 hours (with breaks) and speeds are average 23mph with max 32-34mph. I ride 49 

x 15 so around an 86” gear. Dave Youell has also turned up for a few sessions. 

I’ve also ridden the Open SQT sessions. Attendees can be any age over 15 so 

it’s quite usual to get younger/fitter/faster riders. I have to use all my wheel 

sucking skills to stay with them on some sessions. The only downside I’ve found 

with Open SQT is that the quality of riding isn’t as high as with the Vets, so it can 

get a bit hairy when riding very fast. Getting accredited doesn’t mean a rider 

suddenly turns into an experienced track rider who can follow wheels and ride in a 

bunch at high speed. 

Sometimes there’ll be an opportunity to join a private session (a local Coach 

called Tony Harvey runs some) or with another club session ie Ciclos Uno. I’ve 

also ridden the Track League, which is run by Full Gas Cycling. This winter it has 

been split into Cat A & B (fast boys, including Tony Gibb, Antony Wallis and 

even local Movistar Professional Alex Dowsett) and Cats C & D plus Ladies. 

Cats A&B race every Monday evening and Cats C & D plus Ladies race every 

other Thursday evening. The racing is fast and furious and so far I’ve had a good 

night if I can just stay in the bunch! Adrian Binns has been racing with some 

success and keeping the Eagle flag flying. 

The Full Gas Website has race details on it and if you’re not doing anything 

then it’s good to go and watch some local racing over the winter. Other Eagles are 

getting accredited; I’ve seen Sean Bolton, Tom Dean & John Skinner all on the 

track. I know Alister Campbell got a set of accreditation lessons as his Christmas 

present! 

So why ride the track at LVV? 

 It’s good fast riding and excellent for improving leg speed 

 It’s exciting as you need to concentrate and be very aware of those 

around you 

 There’s no rain, cold, wind or hills so good winter training 

 It’s a local facility and within easy reach of most of us Eagles 
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Contacts 

Lea Valley Park 

http://www.visitleevalley.org.uk/en/content/cms/london2012/velo-park/ 

Tel 08456 770603 

Tony Harvey 

http://www.tonyharveytraining.com 

Full Gas Cycling 

http://www.fullgascycling.com/site/ 

 

Ed: (Christine Smith) Some really old members can remember when Eastway was 

the Temple Mills rubbish dump. Then after that, the day in June 1977, when Eddy 

Merckx, Luis Ocaña, Dieter Thurau, Raymond Poulidor, Barry Hoban, Hugh 

Porter, Reg Barnett, Trevor Bull, Bill Nickson and Bob Cary (ex Eagle) et al. all 

raced there for the Glenrycke Cup. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 524 Autumn 2015 

Tour of Cambridgeshire 

UK’s first ever Gran Fondo, or mass participation ride, took place on the 

weekend of 6
th

 and 7
th

 June 2015. It comprised two mass participation cycling 

events on fully closed roads each of which caters for the full spectrum of riders 

from elite athletes to leisure riders. The two closed road events are the ToC Chrono 

and the ToC Gran Fondo. 

In the ToC Chrono (time trial) 28km on closed roads, riders started the 

‘sporting’ course from a professional race style ramp with electronic chip timing to 

ensure accuracy. Rider limit was 700 and open to all levels, with the first 25% in 

each Masters age category (both male and female) invited by the UCI to compete 

in the 2015 UCI World Amateur Road Championships time trial in Denmark in 

September. 

In the ToC Gran Fondo just under 5,000 people cycled a 128km (79 miles) 

through Cambridgeshire. The race started in Peterborough and dubbed the ‘Tour of 

Cambridgeshire’, the route took in towns and villages across the county, including 

Alconbury and Whittlesey. Andrew Williams  (Cwmcarn Paragon) won it for the 

men with 3.09.21, with Cambridge’s Laura Massey (Ikon Mazada) the fastest 

woman with 3.11.25 and one Eagle, Carlito Rendora with 3.22.28 (268
th

 out of 

4787 finishers) 

Carlito writes... 

I know this is a sportive event. But this one is different and I entered the road 

racing part of it. There were loads of good club riders, many known to us and some 

riders I recognise racing at Hog Hill. 

I believe this is a ‘first’ in this country. The event was split into two; those 

who wanted to race and those who just want to do a normal sportive.  Those racing 

http://www.visitleevalley.org.uk/en/content/cms/london2012/velo-park/
http://www.tonyharveytraining.com/
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had to indicate in their application form that they intend to race. During the sign-on 

you have to show your race licence before they give you your number.  

Those racing were separated and set off first; just like a normal road race, 

there were lead cars, motorbike escorts and marshals; race neutralised for the first 

few miles. When the horn was blown, it was a matter of finding your way to the 

front. (I was with some LVRC race mates who were also fighting for a place). 

Because the race was a mass start, it was very hard to move up; there were some 

very eager riders pushing the pace very hard from the get go. You can imagine, 

some very good club riders, oldies like myself and some new comers who just 

want to blast it. 

After several miles of relentless riding, several pelotons were established; the 

very good riders at the front pushing it hard, me and some LVRC riders in the third 

group; we managed to catch up the remnants one of the leading group and also 

picked some riders who blew up after earlier hard efforts. Our group balloon to a 

large group. There were riders trying to break way but because it was so windy in 

some parts and some riders chasing hard, they never got away. After I recovered 

from the initial hard effort from the beginning, I settled in the group I was with and 

found the race ok moving near the front most of the time. The miles eventually got 

to me (over 80 miles of racing) so I had to work hard to keep my place. I survived! 

Finishing in the middle of the pack. 

By the way, the race was sanctioned by the UCI. They also sent 

representatives to keep an eye on the race. Finishing position is based on age 

categories, those who finished well qualify for the UCI world cycling tour - the 

amateur world championship. 
 

Highly recommended. It was brilliant! Closed road, plenty of local people 

around the course were out on the street waving, shouting encouragements at us as 

we passed; it felt like riding like a pro. Who thought sportive was just not that 

good? 
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4.   I N T E R – C L U B   E V E N T S 

SOUTH EASTERN ROAD CLUB 

50 Miles Teams of 4

1927 Eagle Road Club 9:26:21 

1928 “ “ “ 9:16:37 

1929 “ “ “ 9:20:38 

1930 “ “ “ 9:30:28 

1931 “ “ “ 9:09:47 

1932 “ “ “ 9:39:25 

1933 “ “ “ 9:19:39 

1934 “ “ “ 9:22:51 

1935 “ “ “ 9:24:49 

1936 “ “ “ 8:56:02 

1937 “ “ “ 9:04:33 

1938 “ “ “ 9:38:26 

1939 “ “ “ 9:07:56 

1940-1945 The War Years – no event 

1946 Eagle Road Club 10:05:50 

1947 “ “ “ 9:03:26 

1948 “ “ “ 8:54.33 

1949 “ “ “ 8:55:49 

1950 “ “ “ 8:51:14 

1951 “ “ “ 8:49:03 

1952 South Eastern Road Club 8:34:38 

1953 “ “ “ 8:42:44 

1954 “ “ “ 8:37:33 

1955 “ “ “ 8:41:49 

1956 “ “ “ 8:37:55 

1957 Eagle Road Club 8:31:21 

1958 “ “ “ 8:45:55 

1959 South Eastern Road Club 8:50:37 

1960 “ “ “ 8:42:56 

1961 “ “ “ 8:35:22 

1962 “ “ “ 8:57:04 

1963 “ “ “ 8:50:48 

1964 “ “ “ 8:47:49 

1965 “ “ “ 8:46:53 

1966 Cancelled 

1967 “ “ “ 8:38:18 

1968 “ “ “ 8:35:55 

1969 “ “ “ 8:37:22 

1970 “ “ “ 8:31:19 

1971 “ “ “ 8:21:48 

1972 “ “ “ 8:49:29 

1973 “ “ “ 8:58:28 

1974 “ “ “ 8:38:29 

1975 “ “ “ 8:37:35 

1976 “ “ “ 8:21:10 

1977 “ “ “ 8:19:31 

1978 “ “ “ 8:41:50 

1979 “ “ “ 8:31:33 

1980 “ “ “ 8:06:44 

1981 “ “ “ 8:34:09 

1982 “ “ “ 8:17:08 

1983 “ “ “ 8:11:30 

1984 “ “ “ 8:26:58 

1985 “ “ “ 8:30:59 

1986 Eagle Road Club 8:35:01 

1987 South Eastern Road Club 8:40:21 

1988 “ “ “ 8:45:13 

1989 Eagle Road Club 8:19:16 

1990 South Eastern Road Club 8:52:32 

1991 “ “ “ 8:33:23 

1992 “ “ “ 8:31:36 

1993 “ “ “ 8:36:12 

1994 Eagle Road Club 8:56:41 

1995 “ “ “ 8:38:41 

1996 South Eastern Road Club 8:29:17 

1997 “ “ “ 8:37:20 

1998 “ “ “ 8:33:48 

1999 “ “ “ 8:25.45 

2000 Eagle Road Club 10:26:00 

2001 South Eastern Road Club 8:44:22 

25 Miles 

2002 South Eastern Road Club 4:29:56 

2003 “ “ “ 4:20:19 

2004 Eagle Road Club 4:19:23 

2005 “ “ “ 4:24:33 

2006 “ “ “ 4:12:31 

Teams of 3 

2007 Eagle Road Club 3:09:05 

Teams of 4 

2008 “ “ “ 4:06:59 

2009 “ “ “ 4:01:48 

2010 “ “ “ 3:51:38 

2011 “ “ “ 3:58:34 

2012 “ “ “ 4.10.17 
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2013 “ “ “ 4:01:01 

2014 Eagle Road Club 4:05:25 

2015 Cancelled 

2016 

 
WESTERLEY ROAD CLUB

25 Miles Teams of 6 

1938 Eagle Road Club  6.33.41 

1939 “ “ “ 6.53.30 

1940 to 1946 - The War Years - no event 

1947 Eagle Road Club  7.54.55 

1948 “ “ “ 7.57.15 

1949 “ “ “ 7.27.17 

1950 Westerley Road Club  6.31.06 

1951 “ “ “ 6.16.21 

1952 Eagle Road Club  6.18.43 

1953 Westerley Road Club  6.19.05 

1954 “ “ “ 6.15.41 

1955 “ “ “ 6.26.30 

1956 Eagle Road Club  6.26.39 

1957 “ “ “ 6.33.34 

1958 “ “ “ 6.33.01 

1959 “ “ “ 6.24.12 

1960 “ “ “ 6.22.16 

1961 Westerley Road Club  6.36.00 

1962 “ “ “ 6.31.34 

1963 “ “ “ 

1964 “ “ “ 6.17.53 

1965 “ “ “ 6.24.22 

1966 “ “ “ 6.44.18 

1967 Eagle Road Club  6.51.16 

1968 Westerley Road Club  6.40.12 

1969 “ “ “ 6.28.29 

1970 “ “ “ no details 

Teams of 3 

1971 “ “ “ 3.17.08 

Teams of 4 

1972 Westerley Road Club  4.25.31 

1973 “ “ “   No details 

1974 “ “ “ 4.18.18 

1975 “ “ “ 4.16.48 

1976 “ “ “ 4.15.26 

1977 “ “ “ 4.23.24 

1978 “ “ “ 4.15.33 

1979 Eagle Road Club  4.26.36 

1980 “ “ “ 4.20.06 

1981 “ “ “ 4.11.51 

1982 “ “ “ 4.09.29 

1983 “ “ “ 4.21.43 

1984 “ “ “ 4.13.09 

1985 “ “ “ 4.11.03 

1986 “ “ “ 4.08.23 

1987 Westerley Road Club  4.14.01 

1988 Eagle Road Club   4.30.10 

1989 “ “ “ 4.10.11 

1990 Eagle Road Club  4.12.40 

1991 Westerley Road Club  4.06.38 

1992 “ “ “ 4.17.32 

1993 Eagle Road Club  4.05.58 

1994 “ “ “ 4.07.26 

1995 “ “ “ 4.04.31 

1996 “ “ “ 4.05.59 

1997 Westerley Road Club  4.02.30 

1998 Eagle Road Club  4.17.11 

1999 Westerley Road Club  4.05.22 

2000 “ “ “ 4.18.00 

 
HAINAULT ROAD CLUB 

Hill Climb Teams of 3

2009 Eagle Road Club  5m.56.0s 

2010 “ “ “ 4m.53.5s 

2011 “ “ “ 4m.41.4s 

2012 “ “ “ 5m.15.7s 

2013 “ “ “ 5m.33.8s 

2014 “ “ “ 5m.33.8s 

2015 “ “ “ 5m.33.0s 

2016
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°39 May1936 

The Story of the Inter-Club ‘50’ 

by Jack Torrance 

On May 17
th

 we shall see the tenth annual team race contest with the South 

Eastern Road Club - and those historic roads near Horley and Cambridge will once 

again hum with the tyres of the rivals striving in a friendly combat for the honour 

of their respective clubs. The first race should have been held in 1926, but the 

General Strike caused it to be abandoned, and so it was 1927 before the late ‘Tom’ 

Cannon and myself spun the fateful coin for choice of dirt patch, as he called it.   

(Dear old Tom! I wonder if he still looks down on the annual scene?) 

Most members know that we have been fortunate enough to win the event 

each year, but few will know how little difference there has been at times, and if 

we have our Whites and Livermores, Baxters and Tucks, they have their heroes, 

like Troy of old, in Slade and Slimmon, Wilde and Williams, Phillips and Oxbrow. 

Looking back over the series of races, one cannot help being impressed by the 

remarkable achievements of Reg Baxter for the Eagle R.C. and Jimmy Slade for 

the S.E.R.C. The former has been in our winning team on no fewer than seven 

occasions being first twice, second thrice, third once, and fourth once; while 

Jimmy Slade, as fine and sporting an opponent as I have ever seen, headed the S.E. 

team a in 1927and was still heading it in 1935, and has the distinction of being the 

only man on their side who has beaten our fastest man, which he did in 1935. For 

old association’s sake, the writer earnestly hopes that both these men will be in the 

saddle on May 17
th

 to complete the decade of competition. They are both, if I may 

be permitted to say so, representative of all that’s best in Club life.  

To return to my subject, after this little digression, and getting back to that 

bright May morning in 1927, I wonder if any of my-readers still remember that 

scene at the start and finish? We were both fairly young clubs, full of enthusiasm, 

and already we had both established a more than local reputation for speed. As 

events turned out, the race proved a veritable walk-over for us, as we won the 

team-race by 25 minutes, 25 seconds, a margin which we have never so much as 

approached since.  The race was won by Harry Torrance in 2.19.29. (a great 

surprise this) followed by Harry Cross (2.20.6), Bill Tilley (2.22.25), and Reg. 

Baxter (2.24.21.)   Jimmy Slade was their best man, clocking 2.25.50. 

The following season, 1928, saw this club right at the zenith. It was hardly to 

be expected that a club like ours which went through that season undefeated in any 

team-race at 50 miles would have its colours lowered by even such strong 

opponents as the South Eastern, and so it proved in fact, although they made 

certain of reducing the deficit of the previous year by half. Looking back now, I 

think we were over-confident - and this is a dangerous thing to. be on a strange 

course; even now I can feel my heart bumping as I remember looking down the 

road for Reg. Livermore, whom we had reckoned on doing 2 15. (!) However, all’s 
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well that ends well, and a fine ride by George White (2.16.25) aided by Reg. 

Livermore, (2.19) Reg. Baxter (2.20.) and Bill. Wortley (2.21.) brought us those 

coveted team medals. 

Several of our most prominent road men had dropped out by the next summer 

(1929) but to compensate for this Reg. Livermore was still as good as ever, and he 

had a comfortable win in 2.17.25., followed home by…yes, you’ve guessed it, 

R.V. Baxter. A once famous Eagle, and one of the best, in point of keenness, 

cyclists we have ever possessed, ‘Jimmy’ Davis, was our third man, and that 

reliable old Chap, Bill Wortley, stepped in to annex the odd medal. By this time we 

were as good as reckoning the team-race to be an annual ‘carve-up’ for our lads - 

the margin in our favour was still ample to prove our superiority, and the prospect 

of a visit in 1930 to their dust heap hardly gave us any misgivings. But we were in 

for a shock. 

The Eagle Road Club was passing through, a dull period, some of our racing 

men had begun to fall away, and the era of Bert Tuck and Co. was yet to come.   

The South Eastern Club, on the other hand, was having quite a boom. In W.G. 

Phillips, W.F.E. Wilde and A.G. Oxbrow, they had a powerful reinforcement for 

the evergreen Jimmy Slade, and we were extremely lucky to win the team-race, but 

the margin had well-nigh vanished.  Only 51 seconds in our favour this time, Reg. 

Livermore was fastest in 2.19.24., R.V. Baxter, W.J. Waller and, I believe, W.A. 

Wortley, completed the team.   Their fastest man was Jimmy Wilde, 2.21.17., so 

we can say that once again Reg. Livermore saved us from disaster. We returned 

home very chastened. 

1931. Obviously, our prestige was at stake this fine, and a tremendous effort 

would have to be made if we were to survive the challenge. Fortunately, the crisis 

provided the man, and Reg. Baxter rode like one inspired, breaking Club record by 

42 seconds, and the record for this event by nearly four minutes. His ride 

practically crushed the opposition, but his 2.12.44 was supported by others almost 

equally meritorious. ‘Peggy’ O’Neill 2.16.10., Bert Tuck 2.19.3. and Bill Waller 

2.22. left us the victors once again, and the margin in our favour was back to its 

usual size. That made the score 5.0. and it began to look ‘easy’ for us again.  

However, there was very little in it the next year, as events turned out. 

Nothing came off for us, it seems, and not a man in the team put up figures 

anything near his best, and we had an uncomfortable squeak. Bert Tuck, now 

firmly established as the Club’s leading rider - he won his first Championship the 

same year - was fastest in 2.22.52., Dick Aarons, 2.23, Bill Waller 2.25., and 

Charlie Harris 2.28. made up our team race this time, but we were nearly over the 

brink of the precipice. In my opinion, if our friends had an opportunity of caning 

us, it was then.  We have since that time gradually strengthened our ranks, and the 

ravages that had been made in the defence owing to the defection of the 1927/8 

gang were soon to be repaired. 
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And so we get down to fairly recent years - 1933 - June the eleventh. This 

year's struggle was made historic because it provided the famous occasion of 

Jimmy Slade beating our fastest man, and by 2½ minutes too! His 2.16.15 very 

nearly-up set our too confident anticipations, but one man among our competitors 

put up such a surprisingly good ride that -we had practically three minutes to spare 

for the team race. That man was Charlie Harris, and his 2.18.48. was only four 

seconds slower than Reg. Baxter, who staged another ‘come-back’ to head the 

Eagle Team. Sam. King rode one of his best rides (2.20.45) and Bert Tuck, despite 

a puncture, did 2.21.22. to gain his third consecutive medal. 

With the exception of Arthur Jacobs, who replaced Charlie Harris, the 

composition of our team was exactly the same the following year, but our 

‘reserves’ were beginning to tell, and it was a very ‘open’ sort of affair, as far as 

we were concerned. Bert Tuck, never very happy on the Southern course, put up 

fastest time by making 2.19.21., Reg, Baxter (did you guess that?) did 2.20.17., 

Sam King 2.21.27., and Arthur Jacobs 2.21.46. Arthur had a nasty spill during the 

race, and this must have slowed him a lot, otherwise surely there would have been 

more than 3½ minutes in it in the team race. 

And so we get down to the last scene of all, played on the 26
th

 May 1935. Bert 

Tuck, riding with some of his old fire, completed his third win in four years, 

2.19.22., chased home by Arthur Jacobs, 2.19.41., Fred Argent, 2.22.14., and 

George Venus, 2.25.52., made up the team, which was good for a twelve minutes 

win.  

1936? Well, I’ll have something to say about that later! We have so many 

brilliant new men that I wouldn’t take 25 to 1 on naming our probable team, 

winning or losing; but it is a strange thing that in all his years of consistent riding, 

Alan Harris has never been in the team, and I am tempted to name his as a 

probable. 

On his present form, Charlie Riche looks like making an entry, too, but we 

mustn’t start- speculating. 

Think of the South Eastern!   Carry on Eagles!  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°173 July & 177 November 1947 

The Inter-Club Fifty June 29th 1947 

MANY PUNCTURES FAIL TO STOP EAGLE VICTORY 

by Aquila 

After a night made sleepless for most of them by the heat and the 

thunderstorm that raged in the district in the small hours, 17 Eagles and 9 South 

Eastern members crept down to the 32nd milestone to do battle in the 17th Inter-

club ‘50’.  

The rain had practically ceased as the first starters were sent off, and a light 

wind vaguely westerly in direction, did little to dispel the oppressive, steamy heat 

that seemed to hang over the course. But on approaching the turn the riders found 
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the wind was becoming decidedly obstructive, with a promise of a hard finish; yet 

most of them seemed surprised to find reasonably fast conditions over the last 12 

miles. 

The South Eastern provided the morning’s fastest time a 2.13.08 by Les 

Williams, but there were not sufficient good times to back it up and despite the 

punctures that robbed Albert of the fastest time and Gerry of his place in the team, 

our team aggregate was 5½ minutes too good for them. Arthur Batty was the 

fastest Eagle; Sam King beating him for first place in the handicap, Duggie 

returned a 2.17 for his first fifty. 

  H’cap Actual H’cap  Points  

  Mins  Time Time Blues Golds  

1. L. William  SE - 2.13.08 - - - 

2.  A.C. Batty  E 10 2.14.27 2.4.27 - 20 2nd H’cap 

3. H. Barton  SE - 2.14.36 - - -  

4.  A.E. Ayton E Scr. 2.16.10 2.16.10 - 10 2 Puncs. 

5. H.J. Edwards  E 7 2.16.12 2.9.12 18   

6. F.A. Argent  E 4 2.16.37 2.12.37 17   

7. D.J. MacLeod  E 10 2.17.02 2.7.2  16  

8. S.M. King  E 18 2.19.03 2.1.3 15  1st H’cap 

9.  G.D. Milroy  E 11 2.20.12 2.9.12 14  1st H’cap 

10. F. Hughes  SE - 2.20.27 - - -    

11. H. Pink  SE - 2.20.58 - - -  

12. A.W. Jacobs  E 13 2.20.59 2.7.59    

13. A. Stone  SE - 2.21.51 - - -  

14. H. Brooker  SE - 2.24.03 - - -  

15. G.L. Saxby  E 14 2.24.45 2.10.45 13   

16. N.G. Lumsden  E 8½ 2.25.43 2.17.13 12  2 Puncs. 

17. F.W. Dewar  E 11 2.26.36 2.15.36  11  

18. J. Forman  E 20 2.28.18 2.8.18  10  

19. W. Beasant  E 23 2.29.39 2.6.39  9 3rd H’cap 

20. J.H. Dunn  E 23 2.31.27 2.8.27  8  

21. P. Wyatt  SE - 2.43.10 - - -  

22. A.E. Bailey  SE - 2.51.24 - - -  

23. J. A. Miller  E 23 2.53.02 2.30.2 7  Puncs. 

24. A.J.A. Mundy  E 23 2.59.30 2.36.30  6 Puncs. 

25. R. Bathmaker  E 15½ D.N.F.    Puncs. 

  S. Constable  SE  D. N.F.     

 

Totals Blues  96 Golds  90 

  

 Teams Eagle 9.3.26  

  South Eastern 9.9.09   
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°181 March 1948 

The Story of the Inter-Club ‘50’ with the 

South Eastern Road Club 

by Aquila (J S Torrance) 

In May 1936 an attempt was made to this journal to relate the story of the 

Inter-Club ‘50’ with our friends across the water. The statistics appended to the 

present notes are the remits of our researches into the history of a contest which 

has always been fought with great keenness and sportsmanship, and is a happy 

illustration of the good relations existing between the rival bodies, and serve to 

bring up-to-date the not uninteresting record. As is well known, we have succeeded 

in vanquishing our opponents on each of the fifteen occasions that we have met, 

but only rarely has ours been a runaway victory, because on three occasions less 

than a minute has separated the teams, while twice have provided the fastest time, 

to wit, in 1933, when Jimmy Slade’s gallant victory crowned a great career, and in 

1947, when Les Williams sensational win over powerful opposition will not be 

readily forgotten. But I can think it can be truthfully asserted that three men 

dominated the event, and they are Fred Argent, Bert Tuck and Reg Baxter. The 

first named, with three wins, seven team race medals, and the event record 

(2.11.06) has a magnificent and unique achievement, while Bert Tuck’s three wins 

and six medals is a mere tyre’s width behind, and Reg Baxter’s one win and six 

medals, and I believe, nine consecutive appearances in the field constitute a 

performance for which no praise is too great. Unquestionably, too, is the best team 

performance was that of Fred Argent,  Charlie Riche, George Venus and Bert Tuck 

in 1936, when they established the record for the event on the South Eastern course 

on a nearly perfect day. In my humble opinion, this quartet was the best ‘50’ team 

we have ever had; at their best, few clubs could have beaten them. 

While are the names to be inscribed on the roll of honour in 1948? Given 

reasonable conditions, we could finish a team inside 8 hours 40 minutes, but it is 

too early to prophesy much. Our opponents too have very many fast men this year, 

and may well spring a surprise. But I think not! To paraphrase a famous epigram… 

 

‘Whatever happens, we have got 

An Albert Ayton…and they have not’. 

 

Therein lies the key to the problem. With Albert at his peak and with Harry 

Edwards, Duggie MacLeod, Fred Argent, Gerry Lumsden and Arthur Batty and 

many others in search if that silver medal it would seem that we haven’t much to 

fear…but you never know! We wish the South Easter all the best in their gallant 

struggle, and if they pull it off, well, the present writer will be the first to 

congratulate them. 
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50 MILES TEAMS OF 4 

1927 

Fastest Time H.J. Torrance (Eagle) 2.19.29 Team Race Eagle RC 

 H.J. Torrance H.S. Cross W.F. Tilley G.A. White 

Aggregate time 9.26.21 Margin of Win 25.23 

1928 

Fastest Time G.A. White (Eagle) 2.16.25 Team Race Eagle RC 

 G.A. White R.J. Livermore R.V. Baxter W. Wortley  

Aggregate time 9.16.37 Margin of Win 9.38 

1929 

Fastest Time R.J. Livermore (Eagle) 2.17.23 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R.J. Livermore  R.V. Baxter L.J. Davis W. Wortley  

Aggregate time 9.20.38 Margin of Win ? 

1930 

Fastest Time R.J. Livermore (Eagle) 2.19.24 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R.J. Livermore  R.V. Baxter L.J. Davis W. Wortley  

Aggregate time 9.30.28 Margin of Win 0.51 

1931 

Fastest Time R.V. Baxter (Eagle) 2.12.44 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R.V. Baxter F. O’Neill A.S. Tuck W.J. Waller  

Aggregate time 9.09.47 Margin of Win 17.20 

1932 

Fastest Time A.S. Tuck (Eagle) 2.22.52 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.S. Tuck D.A. Andrews W.J. Waller C.W. Harris  

Aggregate time 9.39.25 Margin of Win 4.50 

1933 

Fastest Time F.J. Slade (South Eastern) 2.16.13 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R.V. Baxter C.W. Harris S.M. King A.S. Tuck  

Aggregate time 9.19.39 Margin of Win 2.40 

1934 

Fastest Time A.S. Tuck (Eagle) 2.19.21 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.S. Tuck R.V. Baxter S.M. King A.W. Jacobs  

Aggregate time 9.22.51 Margin of Win 3.30 

1935 

Fastest Time A.S. Tuck (Eagle) 2.19.22 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.S. Tuck A.W. Jacobs F.A. Argent G.A. Venus  

Aggregate time 9.24.49 Margin of Win 11.43 

1936 

Fastest Time F.A. Argent (Eagle) 2.11.06 Team Race Eagle RC 

 F.A. Argent C.E. Riche G.A.Venus A.S. Tuck  

Aggregate time 8.56.02 Margin of Win 18.12 

1937 

Fastest Time N.G. Lumsden (Eagle) 2.15.00 Team Race Eagle RC 

 N.G. Lumsden C.E. Riche  D.A. Andrews  F.A. Argent   

Aggregate time 9.04.33 Margin of Win 11.25 
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1938 

Fastest Time N.G. Lumsden (Eagle) 2.20.29 Team Race Eagle RC 

 N.G. Lumsden G.J. Trundle  F.A. Argent F.E. Evans  

Aggregate time 9.38.26 Margin of Win 0.47 

1939 

Fastest Time F.A. Argent (Eagle) 2.15.12 Team Race Eagle RC 

 F.A. Argent A.E. Ayton N.G. Lumsden A.C. Batty  

Aggregate time 9.07.56 Margin of Win 8.05 

Fastest Time F.A. Argent (Eagle) 2.21.09 Team Race Eagle RC 

 F.A. Argent N.G. Lumsden A.E. Ayton W. Beasant  

Aggregate time 10.05.50 Margin of Win 0.22 

1947 

Fastest Time L.W. Williams (South Eastern) 2.13.08 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.C. Batty  A.E. Ayton H.J. Edwards F.A. Argent  

Aggregate time 9.03.26 Margin of Win 5.43 

1948 

Fastest Time A.E. Ayton (Eagle) 2.09.04 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.E. Ayton H.J. Edwards D.J. Macleod A.C. Batty   

Aggregate time 8.54.33 Margin of Win 29.34 

1949 

Fastest Time H.J. Edwards (Eagle) 2.07.47 Team Race Eagle RC 

 H.J. Edwards A.E. Ayton F.R. Thwaites J. Hardwicke 

Aggregate time 8.55.41 Margin of Win 29.53 

1950 

Fastest Time A.E. Ayton (Eagle) 2.08.33 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.E. Ayton H.J. Edwards J. Hardwicke A. Batty 

Aggregate time 8.51.14 Margin of Win 8.58 

1951 

Fastest Time H.J. Edwards (Eagle) 2.08.55 Team Race Eagle RC 

 H.J. Edwards A.E. Ayton M.T. Everett V.J. Wiggins 

Aggregate time 8.49.03 Margin of Win 14.00 

1952 

Fastest Time H.J. Edwards (Eagle) 2.04.44 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M.G. Vickers D.C. Ward R.A. Gravener A.V. Stone 

E H.J. Edwards A.E. Ayton M.T. Everett V.J. Wiggins 

Aggregate time 8.34.38 Margin of Win 11.21 

1953 

Fastest Time M.G. Vickers (South Eastern) 2.07.57 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M.G. Vickers D.C. Ward R.A. Gravener H. Pink 

E M.T. Everett A.L.R. Kay F.R. Thwaites G.A. White 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.42.45 Eagle 9.02.04 

1954 

Fastest Time D.C. Ward (South Eastern) 2.04.14 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E D.C. Ward D. Stratford H.W Pink R. Osborne 

E A.L.R. Kay D.W.J. Sale W.J. Ash J.A. Cook 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.37.33 Eagle 8.52.24 
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1955 

Fastest Time P.E. Bloxall (South Eastern) 2.08.54 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E P.E. Bloxall L.J. Smith H.W Pink R.H. Gravener 

E P.J. Wheeler W.J. Ash D.W.J. Sale  F.H. Bushell 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.41.49 Eagle 8.45.31 

1956 

Fastest Time P.J. Wheeler (Eagle) 2.06.20 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R.H. Gravener  P.E. Bloxall R.A. Obourne H.W. Pink 

E P.J. Wheeler F.H. Bushell  R. Thwaites F.J. Evans 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.37.52 Eagle 8.48.22 

1957 

Fastest Time R.H. Gravener (South Eastern) 2.06.20 Team Race Eagle RC

E P.J. Wheeler F.H. Bushell  R.A. Smith W.J. Ash 

S-E R.H. Gravener  L.J. Smith R.A. Obourne R.E.Cottrell 

Aggregate time Eagle 8.31.21 South Eastern 8.32.48 

1958 

Fastest Time F.H. Bushell (Eagle) 2.08.58 Team Race Eagle RC

E F.H. Bushell  P.J. Wheeler  W.J. Ash A. Woodcock 

S-E R.A. Obourne  R.H. Gravener L.J. Smith  P. Obourne 

Aggregate time Eagle 8.45.55 South Eastern 8.48.35 

1959 

Fastest Time R.H. Gravener (South Eastern) 2.10.14 Team South Eastern RC

S-E R.H. Gravener L.J. Smith  D. Laws P. Obourne 

E J Hughes  W.J. Ash D. Lewis P. Smith 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.50.37 Eagle 9.24.46 

1960 

Fastest Time A.J. Woodcock (Eagle) 2.09.44 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R.H. Gravener R.G. Hooker M.G. Twitchett D.F. Laws 

E A.J. Woodcock F.H. Bushell  W.J. Ash D. Lewis 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.42.56 Eagle 8.53.18 

1961 

Fastest Time F.H. Bushell (Eagle) 2.04.46 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M.G. Twitchett D.F. Laws R.G. Hooker L.J. Smith  

E F.H. Bushell  P. Greening A.D.A. Hambleton W. Carr 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.35.52 Eagle No details 

1962 

Fastest Time  Team Race South Eastern RC

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.57.04 Eagle No details 

1963 

Fastest Time M.J. Twitchett (South Eastern) 2.10.30 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M.G. Twitchett L.J. Smith W. Abbott J. Bainbridge 

E R. Oddy  R. Prowse  

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.50.48 Eagle No details 
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1964 

Fastest Time M.J. Twitchett (South Eastern) 2.09.32 Team Race South Eastern RC 

S-E M.G. Twitchett L.J. Smith R. E. Slimmon D.W. Abbott 

E P.W. Smith C.A. Green R.G. Prowse D.W. Hambleton 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.47.49 Eagle 10.19.12 

1965 

Fastest Time M.J. Twitchett (Eagle) 2.11.16 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E L.J. Smith R. Hughes S. Clinch R.E. Slimmon 

E A. Roberts M. Woodcock D. Soanes R. Prowse  

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.46.53 Eagle 9.17.12 

1966 cancelled 

1967 

Fastest Time S. Clinch (South Eastern) 2.04.42  Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E S. Clinch R. Donnington J. Bainbridge P. Holland 

E K. McDonald R. King A. Clarke R. Prowse 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.38.18 Eagle 8.59.52 

1968 Team Race  South Eastern RC  8.35.55 No details 

1969 

Fastest Time R. Oborne (South Eastern) 2.04.48 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Oborne P. Finchin L. Smith W. Pink 

E K. McDonald J. Jacovides A. Clarke R. Prowse 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.37.22 Eagle 9.52.16 

1970 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.02.36 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington P Gaskell M.J. Twitchett  R. Oborne 

E R. King D.W.J. Sale I. Prowse P. Gibbons 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.31.19 Eagle 10.06.47 

1971 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 1.59.37 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington R Gaskell M.J. Twitchett  R. Oborne 

E D.W.J. Sale A. Clarke  

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.21.48 

1972 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.05.40 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington P. Corby P. Abbott L. Smith 

E D.W.J. Sale J. McManus D. Paternoster M. Allwright 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.49.29 Eagle 10.11.26 

1973 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.05.40 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington P. Corby S. Clinch P. Boxall 

E D.W.J. Sale M. Allwright   

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.58.28 

1974 

Fastest Time R. Gaskell (South Eastern) 2.04.58 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Gaskell R. Donnington S. Clinch P. Abbott 

E A. Clarke J. McManus 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.38.29 
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1975 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.05.59 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington P. Selvey S. Clinch M. Roberts 

E A. Batty D. Sale J. McManus 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.37.35 

1976 

Fastest Time R. Gaskell (South Eastern) 2.02.46 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Gaskell  R. Donnington P. Selvey M. Roberts 

E E. Hadlow A. Batty C. Wilde M. Beasant 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.21.10 Eagle  9.24.08 

1977 

Fastest Time S. Clinch (South Eastern) 2.01.53  Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E S. Clinch M. Roberts  R. Donnington P. Holland  

E C. Wilde  E. Hadlow P. Beresford D. Sale 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.19.10 Eagle  9.06.21 

1978 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.07.15 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington S. Clinch R. Gaskell M. Twitchet 

E E. Hadlow P. Beresford C. Wilde  

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.41.50 

1979 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.03.25 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington R. Gaskell P. Abbott S. Clinch 

E P. Beresford  M. Waller N. Barnard R. Doman 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.31.33 Eagle 9.22.44 

1980 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.03.25 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington S. Clinch M. Ewer P. Abbott 

E R. Doman  P. Beresford  B. Sewell C. Wilde 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.06.44 Eagle 8.51.06 

1981 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.03.25 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington G. Hackett T. Brown P. Bloxall 

E D. Youell R. Doman  C. Wilde C. Rendora 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.34.09 Eagle 8.36.10 

1982 

Fastest Time A. Hills (South Eastern) 2.00.02 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E A. Hills R. Donnington S. Clinch C. Sibbald 

E D. Youell R. Doman  R. Ambrose C. Rendora 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.17.08 Eagle 8.20.40 

1983 

Fastest Time R.S. Hallett (South Eastern) 1.59.12 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R.S. Hallett G. Rattenbury R. Donnington A. Hills 

E R. Ambrose R. Doman D. Youell I. Bonner 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.11.30 Eagle 8.41.41 



194 

1984 

Fastest Time G. Rattenbury (South Eastern) 2.01.26 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E G. Rattenbury R. Donnington S. Clinch U. Drake 

E I. Bonner  C. Wilde R. Ambrose D. Farrow 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.26.58 Eagle 8.46.13 

1985 

Fastest Time R. Drake (South Eastern) 2.04.58 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Drake L. Passfield S. Clinch G. Hackett 

E R. Ambrose D. A. Russell P. Jolly D. Wright 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.30.59 Eagle 9.08.17 

1986 

Fastest Time S. Hewins (Eagle)  Team Race Eagle RC

E S. Hewins I. Bonner D. A. Russell D. Farrow 

S-E R. Donnington  A. Hills G. Hackett P. Horwood 

Aggregate time Eagle 8.35.01 South Eastern 8.35.23 

1987 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.05.33 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington  J. Cutmore P. Abbott G. Hackett 

E R. Thorpe D. Youell D. Farrow  I. Bonner 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.40.21  Eagle 8.52.30 

1988 

Fastest Time R. Donnington (South Eastern) 2.05.41 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E R. Donnington  J. Cutmore G. Hackett S. Clinch 

E W. Ward D. Farrow  D. Wright R. Thorpe 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.45.13  Eagle 9.06.16 

1989 

Fastest Time S.L. Hewins (Eagle) 1.58.18 Team Race Eagle RC

E S.L. Hewins D.G. Farrow R.B. Ambrose H.J. Grace  

S-E M. Ewer G. Hackett A. Bainbridge P.T. Abbott 

Aggregate time Eagle 8.19.16 South Eastern 8.30.14 

1990 

Fastest Time D.G. Farrow (Eagle) 2.06.55 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E P.G. Mitchell  M.P. Olney G. Hackett S. Olney 

E D.G. Farrow  R.B. Ambrose P.E. Jolly P.W. Smith 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.52.32  Eagle 9.12.20 

1991 

Fastest Time S. Marchant (South Eastern) 2.04.26 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E S. Marchant  M.P. Olney P.G. Mitchell G. Hackett 

E H. Grace  B. Sparrowhawk I. Eastwood H. Wakelin 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.33.23  Eagle 8.44.14 

1992 

Fastest Time M.P. Olney (South Eastern) 2.04.26 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M.P. Olney P.G. Mitchell  D. Redwell B. Meens 

E H. Wakelin T. Rashbrook H. Grace C.G. Wilde 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.31.36  Eagle 9.14.52 
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1993 

Fastest Time M.P. Olney (South Eastern) 2.01.45 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M.P. Olney B. Meens  G. Freeman P. Abbott 

E V. Smith H. Wakelin D. Capozzi A. Paolino 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.36.12  Eagle 8.39.27 

1994 

Fastest Time P.G. Mitchell (South Eastern) 2.04.34 Team Race Eagle RC

E V. Smith R.B. Ambrose A.C. Meader J. Williamson 

S-E P.G. Mitchell  P.T. Abbott S.H. Clinch J. Baker 

Aggregate time Eagle 8.56.41  South Eastern 9.24.16 

1995 

Fastest Time V. Smith (Eagle) 2.01.50 Team Race Eagle RC

E V. Smith H. Wakelin R.B. Ambrose A.C. Meader 

S-E No Details 

Aggregate time Eagle 8.38.41  South Eastern 8.52.26 

1996 

Fastest Time Steve Marchant (South Eastern) 1.59.09 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E Steve Marchant Phil. Mitchell  Barry Means Mike Twitchett 

E Hayden Wakelin Vic Smith Howard Grace Paul Reed 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.29.17 Eagle 8.30.03 

1997 

Fastest Time Steve Marchant (South Eastern) 2.00.52 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E Steve Marchant Matthew Olney Phil. Mitchell Alan Walker 

E Damien Foy Vic Smith Paul Reed Howard Grace 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.37.20 Eagle 8.44.21 

1998 

Fastest Time Steve Marchant (South Eastern) 1.57.53 Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E Steve Marchant Matthew Olney Phil. Mitchell Pete Abbott 

E Matt Hart Howard Grace  Dave Wright Ian Eastwood 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.33.48 Eagle 9.42.12 

1999  Course - Ugly E1/50 

Fastest Time M. Ewer (South Eastern) 2.02.39  Team Race South Eastern RC

S-E M. Ewer D.Steer P. Mitchell A. Walker 

E P. Smith C. Wilde D. Wright H. Grace 

Aggregate time South Eastern 8.25.45 Eagle 9.50.33 

2000  Course - Ugly E1/50 

Fastest Time Peter Abbott (South Eastern) 2.15.58 Team Race Eagle RC

E D. Wright  H. Grace P. Smith A. McArdle 

S-E P. Abbott A. Walker 

Aggregate time Eagle 10.26.00 South Eastern DNF 

2001  Course - Ugly E1/50 

Fastest Time  Adrian Twitchett (South Eastern) 2.06.58 Team Race  South Eastern RC

S-E Adrian Twitchett Julian Cunnington Alan Walker Peter Abbott 

E Chas Wilde  Les Ames Howard Grace Ian Eastwood 

Aggregate time South Eastern  8.44.22 Eagle 10.01.28 
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25 MILE EVENT 

2002 Course - Ugly E1/25b 

Fastest Time Chris Castro (South Eastern) 1.03.30 Team Race  South Eastern RC

S-E Chris Castro Alan Walker Mike Twitchett  Peter Abbott 

E Vic Smith Chas Wilde  Daniel Brooksbank Tony Paolino 

Aggregate time South Eastern  4.29.56 Eagle 4.44.51 

2003  Course – G25/53 

Fastest Time Chris Castro (South Eastern) 59.05 Team Race  South Eastern RC

S-E Chris Castro Alan Walker Peter Abbott Les Humphrey 

E Damien Foy Howard Grace Alan McArdle Tony Paolino 

Aggregate time South Eastern  4.20.19 Eagle 4.29.05 

2004  Course – E1/25b 

Fastest Time Adrian Twitchett (South Eastern) 2.06.58 Team Race  South Eastern RC

E Damien Foy Simon Hewins Mark Ambrose Paul DeRitter 

S-E Alan Walker Steve Nutall Michael Twitchett  Oliver Walker 

Aggregate time Eagle 4.19.23 South Eastern 4.32.41 

2005  Course – E1/25b 

Fastest Time Adrian Twitchett (South Eastern) 2.06.58 Team Race  South Eastern RC

E Dan Todman Damien Foy Howard Grace James Sale 

S-E J. Cunnington Alan Walker Mike Twitchett  Steve Nutall 

Aggregate time Eagle 4.24.33 South Eastern 4.30.23 

2006  Course – E1/25b 

Fastest Time Damien Foy (Eagle) 59.40 Team Race  Eagle RC

E Damien Foy Garth Evans  Phil Hersey Dan Todman 

S-E Chris Castro Alan Walker Mike Twitchett  Peter Abbott 

Aggregate time Eagle 4.12.31 South Eastern 4.27.12 
25 MILE EVENT TEAMS OF 3 

2007  Course – E1/25b 

Fastest Time Garth Evans (Eagle) 1.00.23 Team Race  Eagle RC

E Garth Evans  Marc Delea Ron Hummerston 

S-E Alan Walker Oliver Walker Mike Twitchett 

Aggregate time Eagle 3.09.05 South Eastern 3.23.56 
25 MILE EVENT TEAMS OF 4 

2008 

Team Race  Eagle RC 4.06.59 No details 

2009  

Fastest Time Chris Baldwin (Eagle) 56.28 Team Race  Eagle RC

E Chris Baldwin Damien Foy Paul DeRitter James Sale 

S-E E. Hyde Mike Twitchett  Alan Walker Oliver Walker 

Aggregate time Eagle 4.01.48 South Eastern 4.40.11 

2010 Course – G25/53 

Fastest Time Chris Baldwin (Eagle) 55.20 Team Race  Eagle RC 

E Chris Baldwin Phil Hersey Damien Foy Liz Chittenden 

S-E E. Hyde Oliver Walker  Mike Twitchett  Mike Gibbons 

Aggregate time Eagle 3.54.38 South Eastern 4.25.14 

2011 
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Fastest Time Phil Hersey (Eagle) 56.26 Team Race  Eagle RC 
E Phil Hersey  Chris Baldwin Damien Foy Dave Youell 

S-E Steve Humphrey Oliver Walker  Mike Gibbons  Mike Twitchett 

Aggregate time Eagle 3.58.34 South Eastern 4.39.31 

2012 

Fastest Time Steve Humphrey (South Eastern) 59:39 Team Race  Eagle RC 
E Nikki Juniper Simon Hewins Liz Chittenden Richard Lofthouse 

S-E Steve Humphrey Ed Hyde Oliver Walker Darren Jones 

Aggregate time Eagle  4:10:17 South Eastern 4:11:05 

2013 

Fastest Time Phil Hersey (Eagle) 59:15 Team Race  Eagle RC 
E Phil Hersey Carlito Rendora Damien Foy Alister Campbell 

S-E Steve Humphrey Darren Jones Mike Gibbons Mike Twitchett 

Aggregate time Eagle  4:01:01 South Eastern 4:39:59 

2014 

Fastest Time Alister Campbell (Eagle) 58:33 Team Race  Eagle RC 
E Alister Campbell Damien Foy John Beaufoy Sean O’Sullivan 

S-E Edward Hyde Oliver Walker Mike Twitchett Colin Derrick 

Aggregate time Eagle  4:05:25 South Eastern 4:42:27 

2015 

The Inter Club 25 was cancelled because sadly the SERC had several injury and illness 

problems.  

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°182 April 1948 

The Inter-Club Race with the Westerley Road Club 
by Aquila (J S Torrance) 

The facts and figures which surround the story of the inter-club racing with 

the Westerley are of recent date; occurring as they do within the space of the last 

decade they belong more properly to contemporary news rather than history. 

However, the proximity of this year’s event, and the encouragement afforded by 

the interest aroused by the publication of the data concerning the South Eastern 

event, has led me to delve into old numbers of this magazine and extract there from 

the main features of a contest which while of more recent origin than the inter-club 

‘50’ is already a rival for its popularity in the racing calendar. 

The institution of this race owes much to the energy of Bill Waller and Sam 

King, who initiated the negotiations leading to its creation. Being over a shorter 

distance than the South Eastern affair, teams have been six-a-side, in each of the 

three races held so far, in 1938, 1939 and 1947 we have been successful, although 

last year’s event was marred by the absence from the Westerley team of such riders 

as Griffiths and Whythe. 

The first round was fought out on 24
th

 July 1938 on the Eastern course over a 

distance of 25 miles. The morning was a fast one, and although the prophets were 
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not sanguine as to our chances, the Eagles rose to the occasion in brilliant fashion 

and we scored a tremendous win. ‘Personal bests’ by the dozen were recorded; 

Johnny Bull made fastest time and broke club record, Arthur Jacobs staged a 

wonderful come-back and proved that ‘he is as good as ever he was, and how: 

good he was!’ as we phrased it at the time, Fred Evans, who but for the war would 

have been a great rider, did a 1.5.31on his 3rd or 4th ‘25’, and of course, Fred 

Argent, without whom no Eagle team would be complete, was well in the picture. 

We had 13 riders inside 1.10 on that day, a solemn fact in those days of shortage! 

Doug. Shackleton was the fastest Westerley, and many were close on his heels, but 

they would have to have been very very good to have beaten us on that great day. 

First blood to us.  

Round N°2 took place on 30
th

 July 1939 in wet and miserable conditions on 

the now familiar Wycombe course. The Westerley were somewhat below full 

strength, but since we we're without the services of Bull, Jacobs and Lumsden, the 

sides were equally matched. Two things will ever be remembered concerning this 

year’s struggle, Fred Argent’s winning ride of 1.05.46 and Bill Waller's ‘personal 

best’ of 1.07.07, the crowning glory of a long racing career, and to think that he 

should do it on so poor a racing day! Alf Pavey just missed getting second place 

(Alf was just commencing a series of rides which seemed destined to bring him 

national fame) and we had altogether ten men inside 70 minutes, an excellent 

showing on a hard day. The winning margin in our favour advanced to 9miutes and 

2seconds - second blood to us! 

In 1947 the series was resumed after a lapse of eight years; the distance was 

altered from 25 to 30 miles, but the result was the same! The events of this day are 

too fresh in everyone’s mind to need recapitulation now, as I have stated above the 

Westerley were much below full strength, but they would have had to average 1.19 

per rider to have beaten us, and I think I am justified in saying that it wouldn't have 

made much difference even if they had all been present and correct. It was much 

below average morning, the atmosphere being dull and heavy, and there was a 

damp mist hanging about the course: all the more credit therefore to Albert Ayton, 

whose 1.14.56 was a brilliant effort, being four minutes ahead of the next 

man…don't guess, Freddie Argent. Incidentally, Fred completed a unique record 

by being the only man to finish in the winning team in each of the three years in 

which it has been held, and this coupled with his seven successive, appearances in 

the winning team in the South Eastern event, entitles him to a special niche in the 

history of this club. 
 

1938 25 miles 

Fastest Time J. Bull (Eagle) 1.03.56.  Team Race Eagle RC 

 J. Bull 1.03.56 

 A. Jacobs 1.05.24 

 F. Evans l.05.31 

F. Ardent 1.05.56  

N.G. Lumsden 1.06.20  

A. Pavey 1.06.34 
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Eagle Total 6.33.41 Margin of Win 7m 40s 

Fastest Westerley rider Shackleton 1.04.57 

1939 25 miles 

Fastest Time F. A. Argent (Eagle) 1.05.46 Team Race Eagle RC 

 F.A. Argent 1.05.46 

 W.J. Waller 1.07.07 

 A.H. Pavey 1.07.08 

 J. H. Dunn 1.07.59 

K. Miller 1.08.06 

L. Kirk 1.08.22 

Eagle Total 6.53.30 

Margin of Win 9m 02s 

Fastest Westerley rider Shackleton 1.07.17 

1947 30 miles 

Fastest Time A. E. Ayton (Eagle) 1.14.56 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.E. Ayton 1.14.56 

 F.A. Argent 1.18.57 

 D. Macleod 1.19.25 

 H. Edwards 1.19.58 

N.G. Lumsden 1.20.30 

A.C. Batty 1.21.09 

Eagle Total 7.54.55 

Margin of Win 19m 00s 

Fastest Westerley rider R. Pinkham 1.20.25 

1948 30 miles 

Fastest Time A. E. Ayton (Eagle) 1.14.36 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.E. Ayton 1.14.56 

 H. Edwards 1.16.28 

 D. Macleod 1.20.55 

 F.A. Argent 1.21.20 

J.G. Parker 1.21.56 

W.J. Pruden 1.22.00 

Eagle Total 7.57.15 

Margin of Win 7m 43s 

Fastest Westerley rider D. Poor 1.17.53 

1949 25 miles 

Fastest Time A. E. Ayton (Eagle) 1.02.04 Team Race Eagle RC 

 A.E. Ayton 1.02.04 

 H. Edwards 1.02.14 

 R.F. Thwaites 1.05.07 

 B.C. Meopham 1.05.45 

D.J. Macleod 1.05.54 

V.J. Wiggins 1.06.13 

Eagle Total 7.27.17 

Margin of Win 1m 03s 

Fastest Westerley rider A. Griffiths 1.03.07

1950 25 miles 

Fastest Time A. E. Ayton (Eagle) 1.02.04 Team Race Westerley RC 

 A.E. Ayton 1.03.36 

 B.C. Meopham 1.06.34 

 J. Hardwicke 1.06.31 

 A. Kay 1.06.37 

A. Douglas 1.06.44 

D. Lee 1.07.05 

Eagle Total 6.36.57 

Westerley Total 6.31.06 

Margin of Win 5m 51s 

Fastest Westerley rider N. Davis 1.04.32 
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1951 25 miles 

Fastest Time A. E. Ayton (Eagle) 1.02.04 Team Race Westerley RC 

 A.E. Ayton 1.00.57 

 H.J. Edwards 1.01.58 

 A. Douglas 1.03.55 

 A. Kay 1.03.58 

  

T. Everett 1.04.08 

V. Wiggins 1.04.35 

Eagle Total 6.18.41 

Westerley Total 6.16.21 

Margin of Win 2m 20s 

Fastest Westerley rider H. Kennedy 1.00.38 

1952 25 miles 

Fastest Time H.J. Edwards (Eagle) 59.52 Team Race Eagle RC 

 H.J. Edwards 59.52 

 A.E. Ayton 1.02.13 

 P. Wheeler 1.03.31 

 A. Douglas 1.04.49 

  

B. Meopham 1.04.27 

T. Everett 1.04.31 

Eagle Total 6.18.43 

Westerley Total 6.20.25 

Margin of Win 1m 42s 

Fastest Westerley rider H. Kennedy 1.01.11 

1953 25 miles 

Fastest Time H. Kennedy (Westerley) 59.52 Team Race Westerley RC

 F.J., Evans 1.03.53 

 E.C. Bass 1.04.43 

 F.R. Thwaites 1.04.52 

 A.L.R. Kay 1.05.23 

A.E. Ayton 1.05.38 

J.K.J. Notley 1.05.38 

Eagle Total 6.30.21 

Westerley Total 6.19.05

1954 25 miles 

Fastest Time B. Alexander (Westerley) 1.00.45 Team Race Westerley RC

 H.J. Edwards 1.03.39 

 T. Shepherd 1.03.47 

 D.W.J. Sale 1.04.15 

 F.J. Evans 1.04.46 

P.J. Wheeler 1.05.23 

F.R. Thwaites 1.05.26 

Eagle Total 6.27.16 

Westerley Total 6.15.41 

1955 25 miles 

Fastest Time J. Mortimer (Westerley) 1.02.45 Team Race Westerley RC

 P.J. Wheeler 1.04.15 

 D.W.J. Sale 1.04.47 

 W. Ash 1.05.40 

 A.L.R. Kay 1.05.41 

F.J. Evans 1.05.51 

F.R. Thwaites 1.06.49 

Eagle Total 6.33.03 

Westerley Total 6.26.30 

1956 25 miles 

Fastest Time J. Mortimer (Westerley) 1.01.21 Team Race Eagle RC

 F. Bushell 1.02.23 

 P.J. Wheeler 1.02.32 

 F.J. Evans 1.03.42 

 W. Ash 1.05.27 

R. Prowse 1.06.01 

F.R. Thwaites 1.06.34 

Eagle Total 6.26.39 

Westerley Total 6.27.49 

1957 25 miles 

Fastest Time J. Mortimer (Westerley) 1.02.43 Team Race Eagle RC

 P.J. Wheeler 1.02.47 

 F. Bushell 1.02.44 

 R. Prowse 1.06.13 

 W. Ash 1.06.42 

D. Chandler 1.06.57 

C. White 1.07.11 

Eagle Total 6.33.34 

Westerley Total 6.35.22



 

201 

1958 25 miles 

Fastest Time F. Bushell (Eagle) 1.02.55 Team Race Eagle RC

 F. Bushell 1.02.55 

 P.J. Wheeler 1.04.44 

 A. Woodcock 1.05.55 

 J. Larney 1.06.13 

R. Smith 1.06.27 

D. Lewis 1.06.47 

Eagle Total 6.33.01 

Westerley Total 6.47.09

1959 25 miles 

Fastest Time F. Bushell (Eagle) 1.01.20 Team Race Eagle RC

 F. Bushell 1.01.20 

 J. Larney  1.03.18 

 A. Woodcock 1.03.36 

 R. Smith 1.03.50 

C. White 1.05.15 

W. Ash 1.06.53 

Eagle Total 6.24.12 

Westerley Total 6.30.03 

1960 25 miles 

Fastest Time E. Benfield (Westerley) 1.01.13 Team Race Eagle RC

 A.J. Woodcock 1.01.28 

 R.A. Smith 1.02.15 

 W. Carr 1.03.28 

 C.F. White 1.03.53 

A.D. Hambleton 1.05.04 

D.J. Lewis 1.06.08 

Eagle Total 6.22.16 

Westerley Total 6.22.18

1961 25 miles 

Fastest Time E. Benfield (Westerley) 1.03.05 Team Race Westerley RC

 P. Greening 1.04.14 

 A.D.A. Hambleton 1.06.03 

 W. Carr 1.06.12 

 A.D. Denne 1.08.09 

R.W. Alborough 1.08.15 

C.F. White 1.09.27 

Eagle Total 6.46.54 

Westerley Total 6.36.00 

1962 25 miles 

Fastest Time A.J. Woodcock (Eagle) 58.48 Team Race Westerley RC

 A.J. Woodcock 58.48 

 R.W. Alborough 1.03.20 

 A. Cudworth 1.05.00 

 D. Evans 1.08.36 

D.W. Hambleton 1.20.55 

R. Oddy DNS 

Eagle Total  

Westerley Total 6.31.34

1963 25 miles 

Fastest Time no details Team Race Westerley RC

  Westerley Total 6.31.24

1964 25 miles 

Fastest Time J. Binks (Westerley) 58.48 Team Race Westerley RC

 A.G. Roberts 1.06.13 

 D.R. Soanes 1.10.04 

 P.W. Smith 1.11.41 

 C.A. Green 1.13.04 

D.W. Hambleton 1.14.15 

B.L. Smith 1.14.48 

Eagle Total 7.09.32 

Westerley Total 6.17.53
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1965 25 miles 

Fastest Time R. Sturnham (Westerley) 58.48 Team Race Westerley RC

 C.A. Green 1.02.54 

 M. Woodcock 1.05.26 

 R. Prowse 1.06.33 

 R. King 1.06.50 

D.R. Soanes 1.09.01 

K. McDonald 1.09.39 

Eagle Total 6.40.23 

Westerley Total 6.24.22

1966 25 miles 

Fastest Time K.R. McDonald (Eagle) 1.04.10 Team Race Westerley RC

 K.R. McDonald 1.04.10 

 C.A. Green 1.04.58 

 A.G. Roberts 1.06.33 

 A.R. Clarke 1.08.14 

J. Passfield 1.09.56 

P.W. Smith 1.12.46 

Eagle Total 6.46.37 

Westerley Total 6.44.18

1967 25 miles 

Fastest Time K.R. McDonald (Eagle) 1 01.35 Team Race Eagle RC 

 K.R. McDonald 1.01.35 

 R. King 1.05.31 

 A.R.J. Clarke 1.07.44 

 R.A. Cary 1.11.34 

 J. Jacovides 1.12.14 

 M. Westmacott 1.12.38 

 Eagle Total 6.51.16 

 Westerley Total 6.54.29

1968 25 miles 

Fastest Time K.R. McDonald (Eagle) 1 03.22 Team Race Westerly RC 

 K.R. McDonald 1.03.22 

 R.A. Cary 1.06.06 

 A.R.J. Clarke 1.08.38 

 R. King 1.13.47 

 P. Gibbons 1.14.23 

 M. Westmacott 1.31.24 

 Eagle Total 7.14.28 

 Westerley Total 6.40.12

1969 25 miles 

Fastest Time M. Westmacott (Eagle) 1 02.34 Team Race Westerley RC

 M. Westmacott 1.02.34 

 K.R. McDonald 1.04.02 

 A.R.J. Clarke 1.06.46 

 J. Jacovides 1.09.23 

 J. Connelly 1.12.23 

 C. Coward 1.14.13 

 Eagle Total 6.49.21 

 Westerley Total 6.28.29

1970 25 miles 

Fastest Time ? Team Race Westerley RC

 R. King 1.08.29 

 D. Sale 1.11.39 

 J. McManus 1.14.38 

 S. Moore 1.16.05 

 P. Gibbons 1.19.27 

Eagle Total 5.10.18  

 Westerley Total no details

1971 25 miles Team of 3 

Fastest Time J. Hoskins (Westerley) 1.04.32 Team Race Westerley RC

 M. Beasant 1.06.33 

 A. Clarke 1.07.07 

 R. King 1.07.23 

 Eagle Total 3.21.03 

 Westerley Total 3.17.08

1972 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time ? Team Race Westerley RC

 D. Sale 1.07.58 

 J. McManus 1.13.06 

 P.W. Smith 1.15.50 

 S. Batty 1.16.07 

 Eagle Total 4.51.01 

 Westerley Total 4.25.31
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1973  Team Race Westerley RC No Details

1974 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Kynaston (Westerley) 1.02.41 Team Race Westerley RC

 A. Clarke 1.08.03 

 D. Paternoster 1.12.36 

 J. McManus 1.13.03 

 S. Batty 1.16.26 

 Eagle Total 4.50.08 

 Westerley Total 4.18.18

1975 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Kynaston (Westerley) 1.02.41 Team Race Westerley RC

 D. Sale 1.07.22 

 E. Hadlow 1.08.45 

 M. Beasant 1.08.47 

 S. Batty 1.09.28 

 Eagle Total 4.34.22 

 Westerley Total 4.16.48

1976 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Kynaston (Westerley) 1.02.01 Team Race Westerley RC

 E. Hadlow 1.03.38 

 P. Beresford 1.07.33 

 M. Beasant 1.08.37 

 D. Sale 1.09.18 

 Eagle Total 4.29.06 

 Westerley Total 4.15.26

1977 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time A. Gough (Westerley) 1.03.13 Team Race Westerley RC

 E. Hadlow 1.04.29 

 P. Beresford 1.06.59 

 D. Sale  1.08.10 

 A. Ayton 1.10.26 

 Eagle Total 4.30.04 

 Westerley Total 4.23.24

1978 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time D. Grundon (Westerley) 1.03.45 Team Race Westerley RC

 R. Doman 1.05.20 

 E. Lavender 1.06.48 

 M. Waller  1.07.08 

 C. Rendora 1.07.48 

 Eagle Total 4.28.15 

 Westerley Total 4.15.33 

1979 25 miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Doman (Eagle) 1.06.31 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R. Doman 1.06.31 

 C. G. Wilde 1.06.17 

 P. Beresford  1.07.24 

 A. Meader 1.07.35 

 Eagle Total 4.26.36 

 Westerley Total 4.34.11 

1980 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Doman (Eagle) 1.02.43 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R. Doman 1.02.43 

 B. Sewell 1.05.09 

 D. Youell 1.05.17 

 N. Barnard 1.06.57 

 Eagle Total 4.20.06 

 Westerley Total 4.23.35 

1981 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time D. Youell (Eagle) 1.00.39 Team Race Eagle RC 

 D. Youell 1.00.39 

 C. Rendora 1.02.43 

 A. Meader 1.04.11 

 R. Ambrose 1.04.18 

 Eagle Total 4.20.06 

 Westerley Total 4.11.51
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1982 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Doman (Eagle) 1.01.09 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R. Doman 1.01.09 

 R. Ambrose 1.02.04 

 D. Youell 1.02.53 

 A. Meader 1.03.23 

 Eagle Total 4.09.29 

 Westerley Total 4.31.07 

1983 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Doman (Eagle) 1.01.09 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R. Doman 1.03.08 

 R. Ambrose 1.04.33 

 C. Rendora 1.05.25 

 G. Grant 1.08.32 

 Eagle Total 4.21.38 

 Westerley Total 4.21.43 

1984 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time D. Frawley (Westerley) 1.01.25 Team Race Eagle RC 

 R. Ambrose 1.02.01 

 R. Doman 1.02.54 

 C. Wilde 1.04.12 

 D. Youell 1.04.32 

 Eagle Total 4.13.09 

 Westerley Total 4.18.08 

1985 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time D. Frawley (Westerley).59.14 Team Race Eagle RC 

 D. Russell 1.01.50 

 D. Farrow 1.01.54 

 R. Ambrose 1.02.22 

 A. Meader 1.04.57 

 Eagle Total 4.11.03 

 Westerley Total 4.11.17 

1986 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time I. Bonner (Eagle) 1.01.24 Team Race Eagle RC 

 I. Bonner 1.01.24 

 S. Hewins 1.01.25 

 D. Russell 1.02.13 

 D. Youell 1.03.21 

 Eagle Total 4.08.23 

 Westerley Total 4.21.39

1987 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Burton (Westerley) 1.01.48 Team Race Westerley RC 

D. Youell 1.02.18 

D. Farrow 1.04.03 

D. Russell 1.04.27 

R. Ambrose 1.04.37 

Eagle Total 4.15.25 

Westerley Total 4.14.01 

1988 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time M.W. Slaney (Westerley) 1.01.48 Team Race Eagle RC 

D. Youell 1.05.30 

D. Farrow 1.06.51 

R. Ambrose 1.08.41 

W. Ward 1.09.08 

Eagle Total 4.30.10 

Westerley Total 4.34.26 

1989 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time S. L. Hewins (Eagle) 59.57 Team Race Eagle RC 

 S. L. Hewins 59.57 

 W.F. Ward 1.03.05 

 H. Grace 1.03.21 

 R. Ambrose 1.03.48 

 Eagle Total 4.10.11 

 Westerley Total 4.19.39 

1990 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time R. Burton (Westerley) 1.00.57 Team Race Eagle RC 

 D.G. Farrow 1.01.43 

 I.E. Eastwood 1.02.51 

 H. Grace 1.04.34 

 R. Ambrose 1.08.05 

 Eagle Total 4.12.40 

 Westerley Total 4.14.41 
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1991 25 Miles Team of 4 Course - Amersham CC113 

Fastest Time R. Burton (Westerley) 59.46 Team Race Westerley RC

 H. Grace 1.01.19 

 H. Wakelin 1.02.26 

 S. Hewins 1.03.37 

 I.E. Eastwood 1.04.04 

 Eagle Total 4.11.26 

 Westerley Total 4.06.38 

1992 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time H. Wakelin (Eagle) 1.01.39 Team Race Westerley RC

 H. Wakelin 1.01.39 

 H. Grace  1.06.10 

 C. Wilde 1.07.25 

 R. Ambrose 1.08.01 

 Eagle Total 4.23.15 

 Westerley Total 4.17.32 

1993 25 Miles Team of 4  Course - Amersham CC113 

Fastest Time H. Wakelin (Eagle) 57.23 Team Race Eagle RC 

 H. Wakelin 57.23 

 V. Smith  1.00.27 

 D. Capozzi 1.03.29 

 T. Rashbrook 1.03.49 

 Eagle Total 4.05.58 

 Westerley Total 4.14.02 

1994 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time H. Wakelin (Eagle) 1.01.39 Team Race Eagle RC

 V. Smith 1.00.16 

 R. Ambrose 1.01.56 

 A.C. Meader 1.01.56 

 H. Grace 1.03.18 

 Eagle Total 4.07.26 

 Westerley Total 4.13.47

1995 25 Miles Team of 4  Course - Amersham CC113 

Fastest Time V. Smith (Eagle) 58.58 Team Race Eagle RC

 V. Smith 58.58 

 H. Wakelin 1.00.19 

 R. Ambrose 1.02.13 

 A.C. Meader 1.03.01

 Eagle Total 4.04.31 

 Westerley Total 4.05.47

 

1996 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time Damien Foy (Eagle) 59.46 Team Race Eagle RC 

 Damien Foy 59.46 

 Vic Smith 1.01.09 

 Hayden Wakelin 1.01.32 

 H. Grace 1.03.32 

 Eagle Total 4.05.59 

 Westerley Total 4.14.39

1997 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time C. Aitken (Eagle) 59.46 Team Race Westerley RC 

 C. Aitken 59.25 

 P. Reed 1.01.28 

 D. Youell 1.05.01 

 D. Wright 1.06.45 

 Eagle Total 4.12.39 

 Westerley Total 4.02.30 

1998 25 Miles Team of 4 

Fastest Time Matt Hart (Eagle) 58.07 Team Race Eagle RC

 Matt Hart 58.07 

 Simon Hewins 1.01.01 

 Dave Farrow 1.06.16 

 Dave Wright 1.11.47 

 Eagle Total 4.17.11 

 Westerley Total DNF
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1999 25 Miles Team of 4  Course - Amersham CC113 

Fastest Time Jockey Banister (Westerley) 59.24 Team Race Westerley RC 

 Simon Hewins 59.47 

 Martin Wilde 1.06.48 

 Howard Grace 1.07.12 

 Chas Wilde 1.09.57 

 Eagle Total 4.23.44 

 Westerley Total 4.05.22

2000 25 Miles Team of 4  Course – Ugly E1 

Fastest Time David Newman (Westerley) 1.01.03 Team Race Westerley RC 

 David Farrow 1.07.09 

 Howard Grace 1.08.26 

 David Wright 1.13.05 

 Ian Eastwood 1.18.32 

 Eagle Total 4.47.12 

 Westerley Total 4.18.00 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°494 February 2001 

Opposite Values 

by Dave Wright 

Last year in the Inter-Club ‘25’ event, our opponents, the Westerley RC, 

entered a second-claim member to compete as one of their team. Later, at the 

clubhouse, it transpired that this rider was the fastest on the day; a most creditable 

ride in the conditions and, with or without his time counting, the Eagle’s had been 

beaten by a street. There’s something wrong here, I thought, and swiftly voiced my 

opinion that, surely, a second-claim member was ineligible for a place in the 

Westerley team. Wasn’t this supposed to be a dedicated team competition between 

the Westerley RC and the Eagle RC? The congenial atmosphere turned sour. 

Back in the Westerley camp some of them stewed on it and made their 

feelings heard in a letter to the Secretary; later reproduced in their magazine The 

Bulletin, for comment. The letter said that my objections had sullied the day and 

had reduced their second- claim members - there are more of them - to second-

class persons. Adding, that they’re all good guys who pay their subs and do their 

chores; so what’s wrong? Eagle RC rules state: ‘Second-claim members shall 

enjoy all the privileges of first-claim membership except that they shall not be 

eligible for any Club awards or standards, although they shall be allowed to ride in 

club events’. Our Annual General Meeting 2001 underlined the rule and the 

principle therein. A letter was duly dispatched to the Westerley RC and to this day 

we have received no reply. 
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5.   T H E   C L U B H O U S E 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°12 February 1934 

It is probably within the knowledge of all our members that for some time 

past now we have been looking for a suitable site to erect the Club House which 

Mr. Villiers has so generously offered to give us. It was at first suggested that it be 

placed somewhere in the vicinity of Epping, but for reasons which need not be 

entered into here, this plan was abandoned in favour of its erection in the Bishops 

Stortford area, where it would be of the greatest benefit to our racing members. 

With Mr. Villiers, Sam King and Bill Wortley and Jack Torrance very thoroughly 

explored the whole district on January 14
th

 and if no definite site was chosen, it can 

at least be said that we have before us several eligible plots and that a definite 

decision will very shortly be made. In the meantime, suggestions would be 

welcomed, and members will be advised of any changes through these columns. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°13 March 1934 

The search for the site of the Club House continues and we trust that if any 

member chances upon a piece of land suitable for our purpose, he will 

communicate with us immediately. The problem is a very difficult one, but we are 

convinced that sooner or later we shall hit upon the ideal surroundings for our 

future headquarters. We had been particularly interested recently in a cottage with 

about 3½ acres situated at Star Hill, Birchanger, on the Bishop’s Stortford - 

Dunmow Road, but this proved eventually to be unsuitable, and anyway, was sold 

before we could step in. It is essential to have the exact thing, and we can afford to 

wait for that. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°51 May 1937 

It is with great pleasure that we are able to announce that, thanks to the 

generosity of our President, the Hon. A. G. C. Villiers the long cherished dream of 

a Club racing headquarters is shortly to be translated into reality, and that our own 

week-end bungalow will soon be available. 

The building is to be erected on the ground behind the Wee Cot on the 

Cambridge Road in Quendon, and we hope to provide sleeping, accommodation 

for about 10 members, and. this, together with the accommodation already 

available at the Wee Cot is expected to solve our racing headquarters problem for 

some time to come. Fuller details will be announced in our June number; 

meanwhile, we are sure that the Club’s very grateful thanks will go to Mr. Villiers, 

who has done this for us.  
J.S.T. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°52 June 1937 

A large and representative number of members attended a special meeting of 

the Club held at the Sun Café, Epping, on Sunday, 9
th

 May, 1937, when details of 

the Army-type hut to be erected at the Wee Cot, Cambridge Road, Quendon, were 

explained.  The proceedings were on informal lines, as it was not thought desirable 

at the moment to draw up hard and fast rules while the whole idea is still in its 

embryo stage. 

 At the moment of writing (May 28
th

) the plans were still in the hands of the 

Saffron Walden Council, and until we receive their permission, it is not possible to 

proceed with the erection of the building. It was hoped at one time that it would be 

ready by May 30
th

 in time for the Inter-Club ‘50’, but members will appreciate that 

difficulties invariably arise in these matters, and much as we regret the delay, it has 

been unavoidable. 

The hut, when erected, will be 30 feet x15 feet. This will be partitioned into 

two rooms, 10 feet x 15 feet and 20 feet x 15 feet. The first will be for sleeping 

only, and it is proposed by utilising ‘double-decker’ beds, to sleep 8 and possibly 

10 members in it. The second room will be in the nature of Common Room, but by 

means of Camp beds, or something of this nature, to sleep 6-8 in same. The beds 

and bedding, including blankets will be provided by the Club, but sheets or a linen 

sleeping bag MUST be used and provided by campers. This rule will be strictly 

enforced and the necessity for its introduction is obvious. As regards the bedding 

and blankets a large quantity of these has been furnished by Mr. Villiers, to whom 

our grateful thanks are once more due. 

 A levy of 6d. per night will be made on all those using the hut for sleeping 

purposes. This is to defray of the Club’s expenses in the way of ground rent, rates, 

lighting, heating and renewals. 

It is appreciated that on some occasions the demands on the Hut for sleeping 

accommodation will exceed the supply, and that use will have to be made of the 

services already available at the Wee Cot and elsewhere. In this case, it is 

understood that the question of allocating the accommodation is in the hands of the 

Committee and that they will determine the right of priority on an equitable basis. 

The Hut is reserved for Eagle Road Club members only: racing members and their 

helpers having the first call for its use. On week-ends when no race is being held it 

will be available for all; indeed, it is hoped that some of our older members may be 

tempted to sample once again the joys of their youth. Catering facilities are to be 

had at the Wee Cot and it is hoped that all members will avail themselves of the 

excellent services there provided, as far as they possibly can. While no objection 

can be taken to members who ride down in the morning, consuming their own 

‘grub’ in the Hut, we do not wish to abuse an implied arrangement with the 

proprietors, as to a great extent the success of the scheme depends on our goodwill 

with Mr. and Mrs. Prior. 
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The Hut is not to be used for lounging: Club runs will be supported as in the 

past, and often on non-racing week-ends and particularly in the winter, it will serve 

as a jumping-off place for runs further afield. On race week-ends, once the race is 

over and the bikes re-assembled, we shall carry out the normal programme. 

A sum of £25 - £30 was voted from the Club funds to pay for various 

equipment. The suggestion was made that possibly some of our members have at 

home some surplus furniture etc., which can be put to good use at the Hut, and if 

this catches the eye of anybody blessed in this way, will they please communicate 

with Bill Waller. Chairs particularly are needed.  Such, briefly, is the position at 

the moment, as explained by Mr. Waller. The meeting closed at 9.15 p.m. Our best 

thanks to Bill (who was in great form) and Sam King who ably presided.           

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°54 August 1937 

The great news of the month is the fact that the Eagle Road Club racing 

bungalow is now finished and in full use by the members. Thanks to the almost 

superhuman efforts of Bill Waller, we were able to stage a grand opening for the 

Club ‘100’ weekend, and although our intended arrangements were as then only 

half competed, everybody was well pleased with what had been done, and greatly 

appreciated the advantages it offers. Parties of members are now working at each 

weekend to complete the sleeping quarters and so on, and by the time these notes 

appear we shall be in possession of a really excellent camp.  

A special meeting of the Club was held on Sunday, 18
th

 July, for the purpose 

of electing trustees to execute an arrangement between the Club and the Wee Cot, 

to explain the nature of the proposed agreement to those present. The trustees 

elected were: - W.J. Waller, S.M. King, J.D. Atkinson and J.S. Torrance. A rota of 

camp stewards was also appointed, full particulars of which will be announced 

later. 

Members will appreciate the fact that a good deal still remains so be done in 

way of furnishing, and I am asked to publish an appeal for old chairs etc. These 

may only have scrap value at home but they would be of considerable use at the 

camp. If this should catch the eye of any reader who has any disused household 

material and he will get in touch with Bill Waller I would be obliged. 

Finally may I express, on half of the rank and file, my very sincere 

appreciation and gratitude to Mr. Villiers who not only made the scheme possible, 

but has also provided us with a large quantity of bedding; secondly, to Bill Waller 

for the simply magnificent way he worked to push the scheme through, and no 

words of mine can convey to members one half of what he has done; thirdly, to 

Sam King, whose legal knowledge has been placed at the service of the Club, and 

last but not least, to Arthur Jacobs and Dennis Atkinson for the way in which they 

are workings to make the ‘Hut’ a ‘Home’. 

 It only remains for me to say that now we have realised our ambition, I 

earnestly hope that all members will support it to their uttermost, and ever remain 

loyal to the ideals which have inspired its creation. We have a Clubhouse far 
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superior to anything else possessed by any other cycling club - let us see that the 

fullest use is made of it. 
Aquila 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°55 September 1937 

THE NEST 

As you all know, thanks to the enthusiasm and generosity of our President; we 

are now the proud possessors of our own permanent racing headquarters. The 

project which was for so long the subject of discussion and ambitious day dreams 

has at last become realised. It may interest many to learn that within sixteen days 

of receiving the local Councils permission to proceed with our plans the bungalow 

was erected and had moved in, thanks to the speedy co-operation of several parties. 

This hustle was necessitated by the desire to make use of the accommodation for 

the Club ‘100’, and fourteen slept there that first night and although on rather 

makeshift beds, they were all quite comfortable. Another fifteen were 

accommodated by Mrs. Prior in the house and ‘Ark’. This is the largest number we 

have had together at a race week-end for some years and was, I feel sure, only the 

first of hundreds of similar happy real Club week-ends that the bungalow will 

enable us to enjoy henceforth.  

The building itself is a well made and smart looking structure which may, at 

some future date, be officially christened ‘The Nest’ or something similar. It is 

situated at the extreme rear of the Wee Cot, which lies among pleasant 

surroundings and is about four and a half miles beyond that gravestone which bears 

the number ‘32’. To me, the place seems not only ideal as a club racing quarters, 

but holds distinct possibilities as a training camp as well. Several fellows have, I 

believe, already considered the practicability of lodging down there for a week or 

so in preparation for the longer distance events, riding up to town and back, 

making a daily mileage of about seventy five for most. There is every facility for 

this sort of thing, for food and a bath can be had at almost any time. Obviously the 

place has many possibilities which have only to be exploited and it may eventually 

prove far more useful than any of us at present imagine. Just think what a boon it 

will be to the organiser of our Open event in future.  

We aim to make the interior as comfortable as the building deserves and to 

this end quite a lot has already been accomplished, but still more remains to be 

done. In addition to the making and fixing of beds, the installation of indoor 

washing facilities with running water and arranging heating etc., it is intended to 

construct a number of private lockers which will serve the triple purpose of seats 

and bed supports, so that members will have somewhere to store their personal 

belongings such as sleeping bag, toilet requisites, spare clothing, etc., and when 

those are completed it will be generally understood that articles left lying about 

will become common property. 
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Naturally, work of this sort calls for materials and materials cost money, 

especially at this flourishing period; and although several members have 

generously supplied necessary items, and we have only purchased what is 

absolutely necessary and those at rock-bottom prices, we are nearing the limit of 

the amount voted from the Club funds to the scheme, so if any of our more affluent 

older members who cannot very well otherwise help would like to give the project 

their blessing, same will be very welcome indeed. This brings me to the week-end 

for ‘old timers’ that has been proposed. It seems to me that this certainly must be 

fixed up, although not before we can offer some sort of comfort such as most of 

them must be at present on enjoying. We already have the promise of armchairs, 

curtains and rugs, and it may be that we shall soon be able to boast hot and cold in 

every room (both of ‘em) with slippers and hot water bottles. Who knows! 

It may be noticed that I have refrained from handing out any ‘bouquets’. This, 

of course, is not because I don’t fully appreciate how much some fellows are 

putting their best into the scheme, but because I sometimes question the effect of 

them upon the recipients and because I believe that whenever such an undertaking 

as this presents itself to a set of fellows, there will always be some more fitted than 

others to do what is necessary and that those people will do the obvious not so 

much from any sense of duty, as because it is their natural bent and they enjoy it. 

In this instance, I know that all those who have as yet had a finger in the pie are 

already reaping infinite pleasure from their activities. 
W.J. Waller 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°59 January 1938 

A small but select, party of Eagles spent Christmas at the Bungalow, and thus 

have the honour to be the first so to do. They had a good time there, thanks to the 

administering attentions of Mrs. Prior, and reported 

“All well at the bunk-house, albeit it was a trifle cold.” 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°160 June 1946 

Well, you will all be very glad to learn that all, or nearly all, of our recent 

troubles relating to the Clubhouse are now ended. To be as brief as possible, after 

months of fruitless enquiry, we have at last been offered what is generally 

considered to be the ideal site. It is a plot of nearly an acre in area, situated near the 

33rd ‘stone, with a good frontage right on our own playground, the old A11. We 

were offered this site by the kindly co-operation and interest of the owner, a farmer 

in a very big way - Mr. Headley Reay of Ugley Hall Farm, - and I have promised 

him, on your behalf, that we shall be good neighbours. 

All, the necessary approval and authorisation has been secured, and our 

beloved President has quietly arranged to purchase the site outright, through an 

organisation of which he is a Principal - The Manor Trust - and the Club will 

become virtually rent-free tenants for as long as it continues to operate for its 

avowed purposes. We shall, of course, be responsible for the maintenance and 
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development of the site, and there will be plenty of scope there for our industry for 

some time to come. To my mind the place has almost unlimited possibilities and I 

can find no words to express my own feelings regarding the sudden and wonderful 

change in the circumstances connected with the Clubhouse. It is equally difficult to 

express our appreciation, and thanks to Mr. Villiers - we can only try to deserve his 

interest and patronage. 

 When the legal business connected with the purchase of the land is completed 

we shall set about the job of transferring the Clubhouse to the new site. In normal 

times, I suppose, the job would have been put out to a contractor, but shortage and 

costs of labour today, prohibit this course, and we must perforce do the job 

ourselves. In this connection we are fortunate to have a man like Arthur Jacobs 

around. Arthur, as you know, is an experienced wood-worker, and has already 

done several, very good jobs in the premises, and he has generously consented to 

make the necessary arrangements and to generally take charge of this major 

operation. He will be requiring some helpers, of course, and having already given 

this matter his serious consideration, has decided not to make a general call for 

volunteers, but to personally ‘handpick’ his squads, who will be hearing from him 

in due course, particularly those possessing a car. 
THE CLUB’S MEMORIAL 

There is one other matter about which most of you will be awaiting news, I 

refer to the Club’s Memorial. You will remember this matter was referred back to 

the Committee at the A.G.M. So far, nothing has been decided upon, but the latest, 

and I believe the most popular suggestion received, is that the Memorial should be 

situated at the Clubhouse grounds, and would perhaps take the form of something 

wholly commemorative such as a decorative garden and a small shrine or 

alternatively it could perhaps be something partly utilitarian such as an ornamental 

gateway or a building or piece of furniture carrying a tablet. These suggestions are 

favourably viewed by the Committee, who would prefer to have the wishes of the 

Club generally upon the subject, so, if any member has any ideas I hope they will 

let me know of them. We shall probably be having a Special General Meeting in 

the near future to discuss Clubhouse affairs generally and to authorise the Club’s 

Trustees to enter into the new tenancy agreement with the Manor Trust, We may 

be able to decide upon something suitable at this meeting,    
W J Waller 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°168/9 February/March 1947 

by J H Dunn 

Montgomery organising his D-day landing in Europe could not have planned 

his campaign with more care and forethought than Arthur Jacobs has applied to his 

plans for the removal of the Clubhouse. Under his critical eye a party of volunteers, 

on the first weekend in March made a spirited attack on the first part of the 

dismantling. Possibly some of his gang displayed more enthusiasm than skill in the 
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use of their implements, and it is probable that Arthur had his heart in his mouth at 

times for fear of damage by inexpert hands. Indeed, two members were very nearly 

knocked out by a flying mallet head while a perspiring comrade outside was 

staring at the handle in his hand, wondering where on the face of the earth the head 

had gone. However, Arthur is steadily licking his forces into shape, and by the time 

they had packed up for home he was able to report all the interior and exterior 

fittings removed, the lean-to removed and half the roof stripped of tiles without 

damage. 

Nothing is left to chance in this operation. Order and method rule everywhere. 

Every tile and every piece of timber is carefully numbered according to plan, and 

will be replaced in exactly its original position when re-assembly takes place. 

Here is Arthur own account of the progress made so far… 

 

We arrived at the Clubhouse by car on Saturday, six of us in the morning, six 

in the afternoon. Harry Torrance and passengers were the first arrivals, Dennis 

having been held up by a puncture. On arrival, the morning; squad, after unloading 

tools and other paraphernalia, decided it was necessary to have a cup of tea so we 

set to work to get the Primus going. While enjoying a cup round the now hot stove, 

we thought we might have an early lunch, were upon Dennis started warming his 

hot-pot over the Primus. 

After lunch we immediately set to work, Dennis climbing on the roof with the 

aid of Jack Miller, and didn’t they enjoy themselves sun bathing up there. The rest 

got busy putting mattresses on the roof garden and hanging blankets out to air. 

Then Arthur Batty and Gordon Milroy started stencilling. When I saw that the 

numbering was being done intensively, I thought it best for Arthur to help me with 

the fence, leaving Gordon to finish the artistic work. After heaving and straining at 

the fencing with an eye on Dennis and Jack in case they decided to drop a hammer 

or tile on our heads, we decided to call a halt and have a cup of tea. By that time 

the other party had arrived, headed by Harry Cross and Jack Forman, and they 

raided our tea pot. The 10 minute break over - or was it 20 minutes - we got 

cracking with Harry, Dennis, Pat and Bill Dewar on the roof while the rest fought 

with the fence and finally heaved it from its foundations in one piece. At 6 pm we 

finished working outside and went in for tea. This was an enjoyable affair to watch, 

so many fellows dashing about in preparation of the meal. After a good tea the 

lockers and bookcases were singled out and it was not without some remorse that I 

saw those lockers dismantled in such time after they had taken so long to make. 

My word, won’t the boys have some fun re-assembling them. I hope the doors will 

open and shut! When the books were bundled up, time was called for supper; after 

supper came a game of cards and after much talk and laughter, a noisy crowd 

decided to retire for the night. 

Sunday morning came with some of us feeling a bit chilly, further evidence of 

a heavy frost being the sun shining through the frosted patterns on the window 
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panes. It was certainly a beautiful morning. The first task was breakfast, and what a 

breakfast! I’m not telling you what we had. It took rather a long time to prepare 

with two pressure stoves and one frying-pan, but we enjoyed it nevertheless. After 

breakfast we got to work, spread all over the building like flies on a jam-pot. 

Lunch was at Saffron Walden, and we arrived there in record time, the lady of the 

‘Abbey’ remarking on our mode of travel seemed to imply that we were slipping. 

Arriving back at the site, we started to clear up and pack up the equipment and 

furniture ready for loading. This completed, we packed our tools, had a wash and 

brush up and made ready for home, leaving at about 5 p.m. 

May we record our thanks to Harry Cross, Dennis Atkinson, Jack Forman, 

and Harry Torrance for the use of their cars, to Arthur Batty who managed the 

preparation of meals so efficiently, and to Ted Sanderson who obtained paraffin - 

and other things - for us. 

The members who worked on the site were Messrs. Ayton, Atkinson, Batty, 

Beasant, Cross, W. Dewar, Forman, Jacobs, Lumsden, Miller, Milroy and 

Sanderson. Bill Waller would certainly have been there but for a severe attack of 

‘flu’ 

A small party will be riding up to Newport on 23
rd

 March to assist Ted 

Sanderson to load his lorry and store the furniture and equipment. Thus the first 

stage of the work will be complete. The big job will come at Easter – dismantling 

and reassembling Clubhouse.  
A. W. Jacobs 

Ed: (Jack Dunn).We are reliably informed that there was quite a bit of work done 

between cups of tea and meals, despite any impression one might have gained from 

the foregoing.  

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°170 April 1947 

MOVING HOUSE 

The Removal of the Clubhouse from Newport to Ugley 

by J H Dunn 

The Battle of the Clubhouse had been fought and won. It was a fight against 

time and wind and rain, a struggle to withdraw our headquarters to prepared 

positions in the barely adequate period of the four days of Easter. About nine 

members spent the whole four days on the job, and other arrivals during the 

weekend brought the number up to fifteen, not counting the ladies who assisted at 

various times. 

Work commenced at about 11 a.m. on Good Friday, most of the party having 

been well ‘sorted out’ already by a gruelling ride into a damp and bitterly cold 

north wind, with Gerry and Albert on a tandem setting the pace. Arthur Jacobs was 

invested with the authority of foreman and did not hesitate to use it, while to 
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Arthur Batty was allotted the lowly but much envied position of ‘head cook and 

bottle washer’. 

Half of the roof had been stripped of its tiles on a previous weekend, and the 

remainder occupied several of the team till late afternoon, while others busied 

themselves with the removal of gutters and other fittings. Meanwhile the grey sky 

slowly gave place to blue and sunshine tempered the keenness of the raw wind. 

Arthur Batty performed wonders in preparing the motley assortment of foodstuffs 

that members had brought for their meals and in shopping expeditions to augment 

supplies. No doubt the chief factor in his success in the latter was his well known 

charm for the other sex. Meals were eaten on the job so as to cause the least 

possible interruption of the work. By nightfall, two of the six sections of the roof 

had been removed, no mean task in view of the strong wind and the obstacles such 

as trees and hedges which made it so difficult to handle the sections while being 

lowered. The whole job of dismantling was complicated immensely by nails 

which, for a ‘portable building’, had been used somewhat liberally and were driven 

in all over the place without regard to the possible need for removing them. 

Our quarters for the night were at the 34
th

 Mile Refreshment House where the 

beds were rather hard and not too well aired, the toilet facilities very inadequate 

and the food plentiful and of reasonably good quality, though the ‘One Meat Ball’ 

that appeared, among other things, on the breakfast plates each morning aroused 

doubts. 

Saturday dawned bright and sunny with a heavy frost. Albert and Gerry had to 

go to work - or rather attend their place of employment this morning, and had left, 

for home before the rest had risen. By the lunch internal two more roof sections 

and three of the eight wall sections were down. The wind had got up again, making 

this more difficult and also causing trouble with Arthur’s temperamental Primuses, 

now deprived of the shelter of the windward walls. To overcome this problem, 

cook and stoves were banished to the small building, about three feet square, used 

in the past as a place for solitary meditation and was able to continue cooking free 

of further draught trouble. 

Tea time brought heavy rain, and a cheerless meal was eaten under a roof 

section propped up to form a bivouac. Work had to cease for the day, but the 

dismantling was practically completed. Back at the 34
th

 we were joined by Fred 

Argent at supper. He had made a remarkable trip from Portsmouth, against a strong 

wind, in well under ten hours. 

After a night of rain, Easter Day commenced, still with a tendency for rain, 

but milder, and only a few spots fell during the morning. Mr Reay had loaned us a 

lorry for the day on very generous terms and Ted Sanderson drove it down to 

Newport for its first load. For shear hard labour the loading up was the most 

arduous part of the whole job. As we struggled up the rough, uneven strip of field 

from the site to the road carrying the soaking wet sections, most of the party felt a 

bit gloomy as to the prospect of getting the house up and roofed by Monday night. 
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Already half the weekend had elapsed and we were still on the old site. It was at 

this time that Arthur Jacobs began to earn himself uncomplimentary titles by his 

efforts to speed up the work. Everyone was working hard, but Arthur thought they 

could work harder and he saw to it that they did. 

While the first load was on its way, a few members stayed behind uprooting 

the brick piers, repairing fences and generally tidying up the plot. The lorry came 

back to receive its second load and the Newport contingent of the workers, and got 

back to Ugley in time for lunch. Here they found the cook happily installed in a 

roomy tent, with a fine new oil cooking range, both sent down by the Manor Trust. 

Meanwhile, the floor beams were in position and ready to receive the floor sections 

and things didn’t seem to be going too badly after all. After lunch, the lorry went 

back for its last load and in the meantime, the floor sections were laid in position 

and some of the mud of three day trampling cleaned off them. Mr. Villiers 

honoured us with a visit at about this time and took a share in the work. There was 

more rain during the afternoon. 

At five o’clock the first of the wall sections started to go up and the spirits of 

the party rose accordingly. Fatigue was forgotten and efforts were redoubled. Tea 

was taken in two shifts so that the work should not be stopped. Arthur was talking 

about starting work on the site at 7 a.m. next day. His remark  

“Don’t think I’m driving you, but…”  

brought laughter and good-natured jeers but no serious protest, and as dusk fell it 

was Arthur who thought it was getting too dark to carry on, while the boys wanted 

to get up another section such was the spirit of the team; and for this time they had 

their way, and by the time they packed up for the night all the walls and the 

partition were in place. In order to guard the equipment from possible marauders 

there was a call for two volunteers to sleep in the tent, and Fred Argent and Arthur 

Batty offered themselves. 

Seven o’clock on Monday brought the party to the breakfast table if not to the 

site, but alas for hopes of an early start, the brilliant dawn was soon followed by an 

hour of heavy showers complete with hailstones. It was heart-rending to see the 

roofless Clubhouse getting steadily soaked. But the rainstorm ceased as suddenly 

and unexpectedly as it began, and a high wind with bursts of warm sunshine soon 

dried the walls before the wet had time to sink into the wood. The roof sections 

went on more easily than they came off, and by lunch-time the fixing of roof felt 

was in progress. By mid-afternoon the urgent need to get a waterproof roof over 

the house had at last been met. 

But the party celebrated their triumph, not by easing up, but by getting on 

busily with creosoting, fixing interior fittings and tiling. It was impossible to 

complete the tiling in the day, but as many tilers as the roof could accommodate set 

out to fix as many tiles as possible. Dennis Atkinson (wearing the most hideous 

pullover ever) arrived during the afternoon and put in some good work on the tiles. 

By the evening half the roof was tiled and the other half covered with a tarpaulin. 
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Now that the house was safe from the weather, most of the workers felt they 

were justified in getting home at a reasonably early hour and drifted off in threes 

and fours from about six o’clock onwards; others including those with motor 

transport available were there till darkness had fallen. 

Everybody agreed that they had had the hardest four days work in their 1ives, 

and there can be no disputing that they put up a good show. Had the Club paid 

somebody to do the work (supposing the necessary permits were obtainable) it 

could hardly have cost less than £100. And there is no doubt that Arthur Jacobs, by 

keeping his gang at it just that bit harder than they would have done without being 

spurred on, was responsible for the successful outcome of the weekend. Bill Waller 

also distinguished himself with unflagging energy and Atlas-like feats of strength. 

Others not already mentioned were Harry Cross, Bill and Fred Dewar, Frank 

Stokes, Gordon Milroy, Jack Dunn, George Saxby. Win and Pat Cross and Florrie 

Dewar assisted with the catering (Ah! the feminine touch of those trifles!), and Ted 

Sanderson made valuable contributions to the stores. Jack Forman helped greatly 

by taking a car-load of tools and working clothes up to Newport, Mr. Reay 

deserves our gratitude for his friendly interest and assistance. 

The Club can congratulate itself on the happy result of this Club effort. The 

new site is better in every way. It is nearer the 32
nd

 milestone, it is out of earshot of 

the railway, and it is on high ground safe from future flooding, and - there is The 

Chequers. 

More work has been done on the Clubhouse, on the Club ‘25’ weekend, as a 

result of which the roof is now complete except for one or two ridge tiles which are 

so far unobtainable. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°175 September1947 

Work at the Clubhouse proceeds apace. The paths and Car Park have been 

laid and rolled, the hedges cut, and the borders ploughed ready for the autumn 

planting of ornamental shrubs and trees. Arthur Jacobs, upon whom so much of the 

labours in connection with the Clubhouse proper have devolved, is now engaged in 

fitting the sashes to the annexe and when the full plan matures it will be the envy 

of the world of wheels. The long spell of fine weather and the incidence of the 

racing programme have enabled us to utilise its amenities to the full, and recent 

visitors have included Mr. Alfred Barnes of the Trust who has given so much time 

and thought to its equipment and lay-out; Mr. and Mrs. Alan Harris Mr. and Mrs. 

Bridger, and many others. We hope that possession of so excellent a country 

headquarters will encourage others to re-visit the scenes of their miss spent youth.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°252 May 1954 

The Clubhouse shone in a fresh glory on the Club ‘25’ weekend not from the 

reflected glory of the rides, but from the light provided by the newly connected 

electricity supply. In connection with this electrifying news the Committee have 

decided that until such times as a General Meeting can discuss the subject 1d. shall 
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be collected from everybody staying there to pay for the current used and that no 

apparatus shall be connected to the supply without the Steward’s permission and 

then only to the plug provided and not to the light sockets. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°301 May 1958 

By J.A. Cook 

The work of installing hot-plates, carried out by Harry Cross, Ernie Wheeler 

and Denis Sale, was formally approved by the electricity authorities on 12
th

 March 

and the current connected. The new electric cookers have taken away much of the 

dust and smell associated in the past with the paraffin stoves. Almost the only 

hazard left is lighting the Clubhouse fire as those unhappy people having their tea 

one Saturday afternoon found out when Ernie Wheeler tried to light it. The smoke 

drove them all out into the kitchen until the room was habitable again. 

Much of the work at the Clubhouse in recent years has rationalized the 

amenities - if only a way could be found to make the horsed in the next field eat the 

grass on our lawn instead of chewing our hedges we could count ourselves 

fortunate indeed. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°365 May 1965 

It is estimated that if the plans for the extension of Stansted airport are passed, 

some 2,000 jets will be flying to and from the perimeter every day. The night-time 

‘Intolerable Noise’ area fringe will be very near the Clubhouse at Ugley. It is 

appreciated that another airport to serve London must be found, the people of 

Saffron Walden and districts however, have organised themselves into a strong 

resistance group and have some influential backing. It is considered that some 

sparsely populated districts towards the coast would be more suitable. The Club 

has donated a subscription towards the fighting fund.  

Only Eagles can fly around Ugley way! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°366 June 1965 

A Potted History of the Clubhouse 

The following extracts were taken from an old clubhouse record book. The 

theme is taken up from the point where the hut has been erected at the rear of the 

Wee Cot, a bungalow on the Cambridge Road in Quendon. Mr & Mrs Prior, the 

owners and occupants, were under agreement to supply all meals.  

Firstly, here is an extract from the preface written by Bill Waller, Hon. Gen. 

Sec. (1935-38). The year is 1937. 

‘...For the next dozen or so weekends, parties of members were busily 

engaged upon such happy tasks as painting and creosoting the building, 

constructing ventilators, lockers, shelves, double-decker beds, washing facilities 

etc, and by the end of the year their combined efforts had made the place very 

comfortable indeed, many members having also contributed various useful items of 
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equipment and furniture. Others, generally those unable to assist in the actual 

work, contributed sums of money as their blessing to the scheme. 

 During the first half-year of its operation, July-December 1937, one hundred 

and thirty one bed nights were registered, with a maximum of seventeen on each of 

the remaining two club event weekends...’ 

The story is now taken up by Albert Ayton, Hon. Gen. Sec. 1947, and is 

copied from a further entry in the same book! 

‘...Upon the outbreak of War, various suggestions were made as to the 

disposal of the Clubhouse including the suggestion that it be offered to the Army 

for use as an officers’ mess. During the London Blitz the local authorities 

requisitioned it for the accommodation of evacuees who, when they eventually 

departed, left it in a deplorable condition. By the hard work of some of the 

members who were not in the Services it was restored to something approaching its 

former condition and at the finish of the war, members were eagerly looking 

forward to a full resumption of their activities at Newport. This, however, was not 

to be. 

The ground landlords at the Wee Cot advised us that they did not propose to 

resume catering and wished to terminate our tenancy, suggesting that the Club 

should sell them the hut as it stood. The Club could not see their way clear to 

selling the clubhouse so it was reluctantly agreed that another site would have to be 

found and the clubhouse moved. Bill Waller and various others were very active in 

1946 looking for suitable pieces of ground in the vicinity of the 52nd milestone.   

Eventually a farmer, Mr Reay of Ugley Hall Farm, was found who was willing to 

sell the Club a piece of land on the main road at Ugley. The cost would have been 

a heavy drain on the. Club’s finances but once again our President gave proof of 

his constant interest in our affairs by introducing the subject to the Manor 

Charitable Trust who on learning of the Clubs aims and intentions agreed to buy 

the land and lease it to the Club rent free so long as it was used as intended. 

No builder could undertake the job of moving the hut owing to the difficulty 

of obtaining licences, so club members had to undertake the job themselves. Arthur 

Jacobs undertook to supervise and organise the operation and plenty of volunteers 

were found to give a hand and used their Easter holidays in dismantling, moving 

and re-erecting the Clubhouse. 

At Easter, by dint of much hard work and despite inclement weather the job 

was, in the main, done in the four days, during which we were honoured by a visit 

from Mr Villiers who did not suffer himself to be just a visitor but lent a hand with 

some work. The degree of comfort depends on the members and the amount of 

work they care to put into their racing headquarters. We now have facilities of 

which many clubs are envious and we have confidence that members will take full 

advantage of them...’ 

 



221 

Ed: (Jack Miller). It is regretted that the two complete articles cannot be printed 

here. To do so, would occupy some six to eight pages. Sufficient has been printed 

however to emphasise to our current racing members that the Clubhouse did not 

just appear out of the air, but was brought about by dint of hard works and 

devotion to the Club. If you have imbibed some of the club spirit which is reflected 

here, then the extract was well worth the printing. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°366 June 1965 

The Ugghelea ‘Evil Rogues Club’ 

(Extracts printed by editorial permission of The Essex Countryside) 

In the middle of the sixteenth century the little village of UGLEY, tucked 

away from the Cambridge Road, seems to have been something of a forgers’ den! 

Anyway, officers of the Crown were inquiring about a certain Bart Newell, alias 

John Johnson, who because ‘he wryteth sundry hands;’ could copy a J.P’s seal and 

‘passportes of divers sundry sorts’.      Concerned were ‘fine’ Mary and old Tom 

Whitinge who lived in a little house ‘with a glace window by the dore’.   He, day 

or night, so it seems, wore a woollen ‘nighte cappe with two eares most commonly 

tyde under his chine’.  However, history does not record whether the pock-marked 

Mr Newell or old Tom was ever arrested. 

Nearly 250 years later another pair of scallywags, the Randall brothers, passed 

a five guinea note off on Mrs. Hutley of the Chequers, but she had her doubts, and 

the constable from Quendon came over. This time however, the miscreants were 

arrested, and Mrs. Hutley got all her money back except for one shilling and the 

cost of breakfast and two glasses of rum.  

As for The Chequers, its landlords had been selling beer and scrutinizing 

money before that, as far back as 1789 at least. Then it had brew houses, stable 

yards, gardens and orchards, and a number of items lumped under appurtenances. 

Then too, by the way, there was another inn, The White Hart, with a landlord 

named Joe Death! But even if it had not always been an inn, wattle-and-daub 

walling, nine-inch handmade nails and ten-inch square oak posts rotted at the ends 

indicate that it has been standing for about 400 years. Always a pull-in for 

wagoners, and never a staging house, it used to have a couple of black barns, and a 

pond opposite for watering the horses. 

On the other side of the Cambridge Road, in Broom Wood (so called from the 

birches used to make brooms), the ground in May is carpeted with bluebells, and 

farther along you get a wonderful spread of wild daffodils which, year in, year out, 

never fail to come up. 

A thin, bendy lane and an even thinner foot-track take you to St. Peter’s, 

which has a handsome tower and little else. This is because it was ‘restored’ in 

1865. A small brass on the north wall declares that Richard Stock, deceased iii 

May 1555 lies here, and another in the south chapel advises that Stephen Sandford 

Poole rebuilt it in 1865, and that it belongs to Bollingtune Hall. There are a few 
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tablets of past vicars, a piscina, sedilia, or priests’ seats, and some original oak 

beams in the chancel. If you want to look at it all you do is get the keys from Ugley 

Hall - they hang over the sink in the wash-house. 

In King Harold’s day Ugghelea was held by the Saxon Ulwin, but by 

Domesday Ulwin was gone and Alberici de Vere held the manor. In 1359 it went 

in dower with the lovely Blanche of Lancaster on marriage to her cousin, John of 

Gaunt, fourth son of Edward III. Alas, within ten years, the lovely Blanche was 

dead of the plague, and John of Gaunt was taking a Spanish princess for his second 

wife. In 1409, John of Gaunt’s son, Henry IV, granted Ugley to the Leventhorpes, 

to hold in socage - service other than military - of the Duchy of Lancaster; and with 

the Leventhorpes, prolific in sons and daughters, the manor stayed for 268 years. 

Perhaps- ‘old John of Gaunt, time-honoured of Lancaster,’ was thinking of 

Ugley when, dying in Shakespeare’s Richard II, he spoke his grand soliloquy with 

the words  

“This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England.” 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°391 Winter 1971 

At the AGM there was an item regarding the use of the Clubhouse by The 

North Road Club. The idea had arisen in a conversation with Bill Frankam, N.R. 

President, and a chance remark about little usage. The Committee had seen some 

merit in the idea of inviting the North Road, whose club events are Saturday 

afternoon fixtures on E1, and, after consulting the Trustees, who generally viewed 

the idea with favour, were putting the suggestion to the meeting that the matter be 

progressed. Their actions were endorsed by the meeting after some discussion and 

voted, without dissent, “That this meeting approves in general that the North Road 

Cycling Club be allowed use of our Clubhouse facilities in general and that the 

Committee proceed with negotiations.” 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°417 1980 

Ladies 

It has been arranged that lady members wishing to stay overnight at the 

Clubhouse can be accommodated in the bell tent, and it is sincerely hoped that they 

will bear with us until more elegant accommodation can be provided. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°418 Spring 1980 

Open Day at the Clubhouse 

The Sunday of the Inter-Club ‘50’ was blessed with beautiful sunny weather 

which kept up the good record, in this respect, of our Open Day. Some of the riders 

and their helpers did not linger but quite a crowd of the South Eastern joined our 

members and visitors in al fresco meals and the general enjoyment of the grounds. 

It was a poignant, reminder that, on this occasion last year, was the last time we 

had seen Lou Smith before his tragic accident and we were so glad to see, this year, 
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Ann Smith, as President of the S.E.R.C., keeping up her spirits and contacts with 

the sport they both loved. 

There were a lot of older Eagles and their wives and friends and it is probable 

that there must have been some 120 or so folks there at various times during the 

day. Nice to see that so many do read their W.O.A.E. The barbecue was well used, 

of course, (with an appreciative comment from Bill Pink on the brickies 

craftsmanship), with the results being more or less successful and appetising 

according to your point of view. It went on, as well, the last man seen using it 

being Peter Beresford at something after 3 p.m. preparing his own lunch after 

having been chef for the rest of the family. Well, as a shift worker in his printing 

job, he’s probably used to meals at odd hours. 

To add to the scene, and very well used, a welcome addition was a new picnic 

table generously made available for our use by one of the Club’s loyal supporters 

and which was very well received by one and all. We were happy, indeed, to 

welcome the parents of some of our young members and are sure it proved that 

they couldn’t be in better company or a better club. So next year, 60
th

 Anniversary, 

many more there, much more going on. See you there. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°429 Summer 1983 

Diamond Day 

by Arnold Davey 

After the successful and enjoyable Golden Jubilee Dinner in 1973, I can 

imagine that the Committee wanted something different for the 60
th

 Anniversary; 

not only because you risk an anti climax by trying to repeat yourself if it doesn’t 

quite come off, but also perhaps to spread the age range a bit and include members 

and relatives both older and younger than are likely to enjoy a formal dinner.  

Whatever the reasoning behind the choice of type of event, the outcome was 

magnificent, helped by a fortunate choice of day, very hot with just enough breeze 

to prevent total paralysis. 

The arrangements were kept slightly casual and people arrived at and departed 

from the Clubhouse at all hours to fit in with their own commitments, but the most 

popular choice was to arrive at various interpretations of mid-morning, talk, have 

lunch, talk more, have tea, further talk and then home in the early evening. 97 

people sat down to a buffet lunch, set out in the marquee (sides removed in 

deference to the heat) but eaten anywhere in the grounds that a horizontal surface 

could be found. To the surprise of everyone, there was some food left over at the 

end, totally unprecedented and probably a reflection of the high proportion of car-

borne members present. 

Most of the conversation consisted of anecdotes, interspersed with 

“Whatever happened to..........?” and I still-haven’t worked out whether 

“My word, you haven’t changed a bit,” 



224 

when you are conscious of being a stone overweight and grey-haired is a 

compliment or an insult. We were able to muster four real live founder members, 

Denis Atkinson, Reg Baxter, Bill Bridger and George White. Nor must we omit 

Win Cross, who surely counts as one. Two splendid decorated, iced cakes had been 

presented and were ceremonially cut by the founders, with appropriate banter but, 

mercifully no speeches. I must say they all look set to be in charge of the 75
th

 

Anniversary celebrations with no trouble. 

Although I pass it regularly, I haven’t been inside the Clubhouse grounds for 

years and it was amazing to see how the trees have grown up and given a sense of 

retreat from the outside world. Of course, M11 has helped to quieten the road 

outside. I remember the hilarity which followed the granting of planning 

permission for the Nissen hut in the late forties when a condition was made that a 

tree screen be planted and the actual ‘trees’ turned out to be half an inch in 

diameter and two feet high. But when you look at it now, you realise they knew 

what they were talking about, and the row of poplars now dominate the skyline for 

miles. Let’s hope they don’t form a hazard to the planes when Stansted is 

expanded. 

Further south, the Epping road has undergone quite a lot of modifications in 

recent years and is no longer the A11. So much so that a well known member, 

trying it for the first time in years, actually got lost round Harlow way somehow 

and had to suffer considerable ribbing as a result.  

Someone had managed to charm two sets of rollers away from Eastway for 

the day and a not-very-serious competition followed lunch, but I am not clear 

whether it was a handicap or who won or even if there was a winner. It was very 

hot and the heat gives you a thirst. From the amount of falling off the rollers that 

livened the proceedings, it’s possible that the-quest for thirst quenching might 

conceivably have taken some members to the Chequers. 

Albert Ayton had brought from home his personal collection of Eagle 

photographs going back to 1937 and also the album of our history and activities 

that was compiled by Denis Atkinson and given to Arthur Villiers on, was it his 

seventieth birthday ? Both gave rise to immense discussion and long-forgotten 

faces were subjected to attempts to find names for them and unidentified backs and 

legs speculated upon. We managed to find a wrongly captioned photo in one of the 

albums and put that right. A feeling began to grow that the Eagles must have spent 

more time photographing each other than cycling but I know that cannot be true 

and, after all, 60 years is a very long time. Nobody took a camera on the really 

desperate rides. 

Slowly the heat went out of the sun and after tea had been disposed of and 

everybody formed up in a group for countless photographs to record the day, a 

trickle of departures grew steadily stronger as evening came on. 
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A day to remember and I am sure the whole club will want to second my vote 

of thanks to the organisers and especially to the hard working ladies who did all the 

catering.  Well done, everyone. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°429 Summer 1983 

24 Hour National Championship 1983 

SATURDAY 24TH/SUNDAY 25THJUNE 
By Albert Ayton 

Well, it was quite a night, more than that really, quite a week-end for 

preparations got under way around lunch time on Saturday, grass cut a car park 

delineated around the marquee which was put up just inside the gate and the 

preparation of food commenced. The only certain instructions about food for the 

riders was for a hot meal as a sit-down feed and we had also said we would do 

meals for any helpers, on repayment, naturally. The only sure figure we had was 

the number on the start card (74 and 4 in the concurrent ladies event) although how 

many of these would want to stop? An ad hoc committee meeting on the previous 

Wednesday really entered the catering business. Basic plan was to have soup, 

minced beef, potatoes and mixed vegetables or beans, and peaches and rice for the 

riders and soup sausages, mash and beans and the ubiquitous peaches and rice in 

the Clubhouse for the helpers. 

Ivy Lumsden was to be the shop steward in the kitchen and Arthur Batty was 

foreman in the tent which was equipped with the picnic table a couple of beds, 

chairs as well as washing facilities. Funny though, come to think of it, don’t 

remember seeing any mirrors, which is strange in the circumstances. A big sign 

outside the gate proclaimed that this was the Eagle Road Club and, as the night 

headquarters of the Championship, food and drink would be available for riders 

and helpers. So then, with the first riders expected passing northward at about 

seven o’clock, the lull before the storm with the ladies taking a rest in the tent put 

up for their sleeping quarters - when that hour should arrive. 

The organiser, George May and his wife Nora, were among the early 

customers and had just settled down to eat when the first crisis arose for him when 

the club that were doing the feed at the 33
rd

 arrived with plenty of helpers but none 

of the food and drink they should have obtained. So Ivy’s home- made cake went 

into the breach to save the day for them! The riders were not expected to stop 

going north (although Trevor Pedley did) but from 6 o’clock to about eight there 

was a constant stream of helpers fortifying themselves and keeping our team of 

cooks, servers and waiters busy. Then it quietened off again and we were able to 

get a meal ourselves. (Not allowed more than a taste of the mince - all for the riders 

- but it was delicious, almost worth entering the 24 to have some!) 

Then from just before midnight until about 3.30 a.m. the world went mad! 

The sign outside was illuminated and a lot of the riders decided to stop, their bikes 

were carried in, a blanket round their shoulders against the night air, a wash if they 
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wanted and a hot meal to them with no delay. Some stayed longer than others, 

aching limbs, necks shoulders were massaged, and Bill Norris even had a strict 20 

minutes on the bed. A constant stream of couriers passed between kitchen and 

marquee replenishing the victuals and drinks, at the same time helpers cars were 

pouring in, from Mini to a Rolls Royce, such that the car park burst its banks and 

they were distributed all over the lower field by the valiant car park attendant with 

his torch. And all the occupants flooding in to the Clubhouse for food, drink and, 

for some, replenishment of hot water and other supplies for their riders. It was a 

very weary but satisfied band that crept into their various beds at 4 a.m. 

Some things that come back with a host of other recollections – 

The Yorkshirerman with a sleeping bag asking could he sleep in the front hedge! 

He was gone in the morning, as was the one who slept in the hedge opposite The 

Chequers. 

The other Northerner told by Win that the tea would be a minute or so as it 

had to brew, who informed her that you didn’t brew tea, beer was brewed, you 

mashed tea! 

Another visitor, obviously from outside the area, in the Clubhouse kitchen 

about 2 a.m. observing almost unbelievingly the frenzied activity of our helping 

team, asking, almost in awe,  

“Do you always get this sort of co-operation from your ladies?” 

Four o’clock in the morning, everybody in bed but Arthur, who was just about 

to put out the lights, when he spotted a cycle light coming up from the gate. It was 

friend, Mucklejohn, looking for yet another hot meal. 

Then seven o’clock on a fine, fresh Sunday morning, surveying the scene with 

the three or four cars still about showing their sleeping occupants beginning to stir, 

when a car drives in the gate and the two in it emerge to ask  

“Have you seen a blue Datsun?” 

This was certainly a unique occasion and the way that everybody pitched in, 

the effort, co-operation, made one feel proud yet somehow humble that all there 

should be doing this for the good of the sport and to uphold the reputation of the 

Club in a job well done. To list all of those there would be tedious reading, they 

know who they were and the Club and the riders and helpers are indebted and 

grateful. Hard work yet it was a thing not to be missed and one could say with 

Shakespeare’s King Henry V 

‘And gentlemen in England now a-bed, 

Shall think themselves accursed they were not here’.  

George May, the organiser, has thanked the Club for what we did and various 

of the riders have commented verbally and in letters to George and Counties 

particularly appreciatively of the arrangements and food at the night headquarters.  

Oh yes of course, there was some racing on. The man who spent the evening 

at the Clubhouse poking the keys of a computer and producing a forecast of a 

winning 550 mile ride by extrapolating the 100 mile speeds was proved optimistic 
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and last year’s champion, Stuart Jackson of the Farnham Road Club held his title 

with 488.5 miles. The four riders in the ladies event (none of whom stopped at the 

night feed) all finished and, if anything, they got the biggest applause at the prize 

distribution particularly Ann Mann of the Hainault Roads Club who broke the 

women’s competition record for 24 hours with 439.8 miles. 

Clubhouse Extension News 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°434 November 1984 

The planning of the extension to the Clubhouse for the provision of shower 

and flush toilet facilities has been progressing. After examination of a number of 

alternatives it has been decided to build an extension alongside the kitchen lean-to 

section and of a similar elevation and size. Eddie Hadlow is preparing all the 

necessary for planning and building permission application and an estimate has 

been received for the below ground work of the septic tank, weep away, etc, it 

being felt that this was probably better dealt with by machine. In the meantime, 

gathering our breath for the great leap as it were, or, perhaps, diving in the deep 

end is the better metaphor, we have to acknowledge, with grateful thanks, for the 

generous donations, to continue the magnificent start, which we must keen up and 

have the money rolling in. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°435 February 1985 

The planning application for the extension to the Clubhouse, prepared by 

Eddie Hadlow, has gone in to Uttlesford District Council and approaches are being 

made to possible sources of grant aid. Any further suggestions of such possibilities 

will be welcomed. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°435 February 1985 

The formalities for the Clubhouse extension are going ahead. Eddie Hadlow’s 

plans have been submitted for planning permission but the bureaucratic needs are 

rather frustrating. First of all we were required (because this was not reckoned to 

be domestic) to publish a notice in the local newspaper which involved no small 

expense and now, if you please, a notice arrives saying that they have received the 

application (dated some nine weeks after the application was actually sent) saying 

that if they don’t reply by 9
th

 July we can appeal to the Secretary of State for the 

Environment to ask them to do so, which seems altogether ludicrous. However, we 

can’t start until we have got a grant or exhausted the possibilities of getting one, 

which latter, at the moment, looks more likely. But something will happen and 

when it does we shall need to pay for it so keep working away at the fund-raising. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°437 August 1985 

The Clubhouse extension project is being pushed on although one sometimes 

feels that the headwinds are constant. The latest, if you please, so Eddie Hadlow 

informs, is that the building regulations bureaucracy insist that footings for the 
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walls shall go down 10feet! This would make a greater depth below ground than it 

is intended to have above! If it seems crazy to you, you are not alone. We are 

working on this one. We cannot, in any event, start actual construction until we 

have the decision from the Sports Council on grant. This application, in itself, is 

outside the usual experience of the Eastern Region, who cover Ugley, passing it on 

to London Region because most of our members live there. We would hope to give 

some much more progressive news in our next issue. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°439 February 1986 

The first ground is expected to be broken for the Clubhouse toilet 

modernisation on the weekend 1
st
 /2

nd
 March and. the order for the septic tank 

(which is being installed by contractors) placed within the next couple of weeks. 

Dave Wright is the charge-hand on the navvying and will appreciate your 

assistance. The grant from the Sports Council has eased the financial situation but 

we still reckon to need another £1,000 - £2,000. Donations, which make a good 

start on this final heave, are gratefully acknowledged. The Balance of Facilities 

Fund is now £1955.05. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°440 May 1986 

The work at the Clubhouse on the toilet extension goes ahead without a lot to 

show at the moment, being mostly below ground. Foundations have been dug and 

the walls are at damp course level. The last big job was to mix and lay the site 

concrete and the walls should now start growing and, by the Open Day, the layout 

should be evident. The order has been given for the septic tank and work should 

start on this in two or three weeks. The digging and concrete mixing involved a lot 

of muscle, well provided by a wide selection of folk - some, even, not club 

members including the gang from The Lord Raglan - and the work is now more 

selective as brickies, chippies, sparks or plumbers or mates thereto. Still a bit of 

navvying required to clear the site and dispose of the spoil so a job is there for all 

who want to be involved. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°441 August 1986 

The toilet extension to the Clubhouse, continues to come on, the traditional fir 

tree (or the best substitute we could find) went up on the ridge of the roof a couple 

of weeks ago and the roof cladding is due to go on over the Bank Holiday 

weekend. Installation and inspection of the drainage and septic tank was completed 

early August and, with the completion of the manhole, next on Dave Wright’s  

Schedule, the way will be clear for the installation of the sanitary appliances. We 

still do need all of the working help we can get, please. Don’t let it be said that you 

didn’t lend a hand. The jobs now to be done are not as suitable for casual help as 

digging etc. and we’d like firm offers so that small gangs can be made up. Don’t 

wait to be asked - proffer your name. Now time is of the essence as we must 

complete quickly to meet the Sports Council’s requirements. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°442 November 1986 

The toilet/ shower extension to the Clubhouse is advancing well at the expense of a 

lot of determined and sustained effort by a small coterie of regulars (mid-week as 

well as weekend, in some cases) augmented from time to time by more transient 

workers. Tiling of floors is completed, of walls nearly so, installation of electrics 

progresses and the next stage will be the installation of appliances and the waste 

plumbing, after which the water supply and various door hanging will leave just 

some odd bits of painting inside. Outside, the cladding has been sawn and prepared 

and, once it is up the guttering will follow. Doesn’t sound much, perhaps, or does 

it? There’s still plenty of work there and the regulars would like to have the job out 

of the way. So, your help is still needed - all trades - or lack of them catered for. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°445 August 1987 

Facilities Fund 

The Facilities Fund now stands at £3870 and that is a really magnificent 

effort. The 3 phase electricity supply has now been connected and hot water is on 

tap in the showers, hand basins and in the kitchen. A couple of heaters have yet to 

be fitted and the woodwork needs a second coat of finish which should then keep it 

for 4 years or so. The kitchen has now been insulated and lined thorough and, 

again, some decoration will make things nice. The generosity of the donors and 

fund raisers and the hard work by the members involved has provided us with 

unrivalled facilities there and you are urged to pay a visit, if you haven’t been there 

recently, to see the place again. Make full use of it –it’s all yours 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°443 February 1987 

by Albert Ayton 

1987 was the 50th anniversary of the Clubhouse. The main building (cost then 

£100) was a gift from Mr. Villiers and was erected in 1937 in the grounds of the 

Wee Cot at Quendon. When the club arrived for the first weekend in the new 

building the first job was to apply knotting to all the knots in the timber and 

nobody could even start changing their bikes until the job was complete! 

Then, after the war, the proprietors of the Wee Cot, who were not resuming 

business, terminated the lease and, just 10 years later, Easter weekend 1947, a gang 

of members dismantled the building, moved it up the road to its present location 

and re-erected it there. All in four days. We still cherish the memory of Dennis 

Atkinson up on the roof affixing the last tiles in the gloom of the Easter Monday 

evening darkness with his labours lit by one of the Tilley paraffin lamps. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°445 August 1987 

From the ‘Message from the Chairman’ enclosed with the Uttlesford Council 

Rate Demand – 

‘In his message twelve months ago, my predecessor, Councillor McPhail, 

referred to the then recent decision of the Government to grant permission for the 
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phased development of Stansted Airport up to 15 million passengers per year 

capacity. Construction work is progressing and a new terminal capable of handling 

7-8 million passengers is due to come into operation in 1991. Of greater 

significance to the District as a whole and of potentially greater environmental 

impact are the pressures to which the Council is being subjected to permit large 

scale speculative housing and commercial developments, particularly in the 

vicinity of the Airport itself. In order to resist these the Council has resolved to 

establish a Green Bolt between Stansted/Birchanger and Bishop’s Stortford and 

Countryside Protection Zone to surround the perimeter of the Airport and prevent 

its coalescence with nearby settlements. The Council is still considering where 

housing necessitated by the expansion of the Airport should be located and will 

formulate a policy to deal with this during the summer. In the meantime 

speculative planning applications will continue to be determined strictly in 

accordance with existing policies as laid down in the County Structure Plan and the 

Council’s own Rural Areas Local Plans.’ 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°445 August 1987 

National Junior 25 mile Championship 

The National Junior 25 mile Championship held on August 9
th

, on what was 

basically the E1b course with the start and finish reversed, was a successful piece 

of organisation by Bob Hobbs of the Crest CC. The event was won by Steve York 

of the Solihull C.C. in 54m. 44s. and no less than 27 of the 100 and odd finishers 

were inside the hour. As most of the clubs on the card were not locals, they 

presumably had not heard that it is a slow course. A very large crowd gathered at 

the Result Board and victory ceremony in the Clubhouse grounds (and not, as 

Cycling inaccurately and dismissively reported ‘outside the Chequers Inn’ and the 

weather lasted good until the moment at the end of the prize presentation when 

Linda Lusardi
37

 (Don’t ask “Who?” - consult the youngsters) was about to be 

presented with a bouquet when it deluged. The Club was running the refreshment 

tent and by the generosity of the ladies who made and donated the cakes and other 

goodies and, with others, laboured, mightily on the day, a healthy profit was 

produced for the Facilities Fund. Our grateful thanks to all who made it the success 

it was. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°446 November 1987 

Hurricane 

The hurricane which struck the south-east corner of England in October did 

not spare us at the Clubhouse. The buildings, by good fortune suffered no damage 

and the distinguishing feature of the row of poplars, the first thought in 

                                                           
37 Linda Lusardi (born 18 September 1958 in Wood Green, London) is an English actress & television presenter. She 

began her modelling career in The Sun at the age of 18 and was voted the Best Page 3 Girl of All Time in 2005. Bob 

Hobbs also worked for The Sun. 
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everybody’s’ mind, is still intact. Three large trees, two sycamores and a lime, 

were blown down and three smaller trees plus a field maple forming part of the old 

hedge. There are a couple of others which are a bit rocky and enquiries are in hand 

to get some advice on those. 

Dave Lewis has picked, up again where he left off twenty years ago and has 

been ‘trimming’ the hedge on the northern boundary of the Clubhouse grounds to 

bring it to a reasonable height and to induce it to thicken lower down to form a 

better barrier. The very substantial pile of thinnings he had built up together with 

the cordage from the start of the clearance of the windblown trees had to be 

cleared. Somebody came up with the bright idea of combining the Fish and Chip 

Supper planned to celebrate the completion of the extension with a Bonfire Night. 

This was organised in short order and so, on Saturday, 7
th

 November some, 20 or 

so members, family and friends had a party. The Chinese chippy in Stansted 

Mountfichet provided the fish and chip supper, Brian Dickel had some fireworks 

and the bonfire was enormous. There’s going to be a lot more firewood, can 

anyone think of another excuse ‘do’?  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°468 August 1993 

70th Anniversary Open Day at the Clubhouse 

The heavy overnight rain had pretty well stopped just as the last rider finished 

in the Willsher 50 and our first visitors were arriving as the result was read out to 

the assembled throng in the Clubhouse. Nevertheless, the weather undoubtedly 

kept away many who would have come, although three who were on their way 

(and sent on the amount of their booked meals, for which, many thanks) didn’t 

arrive because of British Rails failings. Trains 55 minutes late, electricity failures, 

etc. etc.  

The marquee had been erected by a valiant band the day before to house the 

meal and as everybody was assembling, during the morning, Chris and Pete Smith 

arrived with the cold buffet. And what a spread it was! About a dozen different 

sorts of salads, meats, pies, cheeses, sausages on sticks, it was all there. Just after 

one o’clock the signal was given and the horde, by that time grown to 80 plus, 

adults and assorted children, descended on it. We had catered for 120 so there was 

a very ample helping for everyone and quite a bit left despite a number of return 

visits, a bit like the tea table at the old Hand and Crown. Then, just to round the 

meal off, Rita Beresford had prepared a magnificent fresh fruit salad.  

Afternoon was competition time. Treasure hunt for the children, sack races for 

everyone, a Round the World Identify the Buildings quiz, egg and spoon and 

bicycle slalom and a set of rollers with clock on which many and not all racing 

men, at that, discovered that a flying 500m can be quite a long way. But for many, 

a span of 70 years, and we had a founder member there in George White, means 

clubmates and their families that one has not seen for years and this the opportunity 
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to reminisce, look at old photographs, relive past pleasures and yet have the 

opportunity to enjoy the day with today’s active members.  

With all the talk, of course, we all got parched so the trays and trays of tea 

that appeared as the afternoon wore on were very welcome and gave the 

opportunity to cut the donated anniversary cake and the other fruit cakes which all 

vanished as though we had not all had a very good lunch! And, gradually, things 

wound down, people made their farewells and departed, a willing band of helpers 

cleared up the tables, chairs and forms, dismantled the marquee (luckily it had 

dried by then) and then, they, too, made for home.  

The weather never really came up to the standard we usually enjoy on our 

Open Days, although there was no rain, it was very cool and the sunshine spells 

short and intermittent. It meant no group photograph although there were 

innumerable candid camera shots of individuals and groups that will, no doubt, be 

seen in due course. But all the comments which have come to the editorial ear are 

of how enjoyable it was and it made our 70
th

 year something even more special.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°477 November 1995 

The End of an Era 

On the 4
th

 November the Club remembered the ritual of Guy Fawkes Night 

with a bonfire, fireworks and later a supper of bangers and mash. Without due 

ceremony the feeders of the fire proceeded to burn an old wooden shed. That shed 

was the ladies loo back in the days before the septic tank and the flush toilets. That 

shed housed an Elsan toilet, a chemical receptacle colloquially known as a ‘bucket 

and chuck it’. Mind you, to the women that wobbly wooden powder room was a 

luxury when it was donated and erected by the North Road C.C. prior to that our 

genteel ladies had to use the forest across the A11 road. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°492 August 2000 

Open Day 

Club Open Day is not at all the sports day that it used to be, though there are 

the tots, the dads and in-betweens for whom football is absolutely mandatory. But 

the energetic booters occupy the far end and the snoozers, the boomers and the 

ladies take refuge near the clubhouse, sharing a memory or two with guests from 

afar. Les Ames, our genial social secretary, cooks over a bar-b-que down wind of 

the throng and the curling smoke lingers to hit the hunger pangs. Suddenly, the 

peace is broken, a shout goes up and it’s ready. There were sausages, hamburgers, 

onions, salad and rolls, and veggies were catered too. And later, under a glorious 

sun and a gentle breeze, tea, coffee and homemade pastries were quaffed and 

scoffed with relish. And sadly it’s all too brief. 
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Bonfire Night at the Clubhouse is Cancelled  

Unavoidably and with much sadness our annual bonfire, fireworks and supper has 

had to face the chop. The reason being is a restriction imposed by our insurers who 

are ever keen to limit the scope of their liability. Having taken a closer look at our 

social calendar at the clubhouse they draw a line under our November 5
th

 

celebrations. Many of you, I’m sure, will remember with affection those dark but 

glorious evenings, the crackle of the fire, the splendid displays and especially Les 

Ames’ wonderful suppers.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 523 Summer 2015 

Our Clubhouse 

by Glenn Grant 

We have some news regarding our Clubhouse and it is not good I am afraid. 

Our landlords have exercised their option to give us notice to terminate our lease. 

We received a letter and we have been trying to find out what their intentions are, 

and what our options are. 

On behalf of the Club I am consulting a solicitor for advice, over and above 

that everything else is speculation at this stage. But if you have any questions, or 

thoughts on what the Eagle RC will be without, or with a different clubhouse, let 

us know.  

Pete Beresford, Pete Smith & myself met with Villiers Park Educational Trust 

up in Cambridge on 30
th

 July. Villiers Park owns the land our Clubhouse is on and 

is a Registered Charity. Villiers Park is our Landlord and is who we have our lease 

with. Villiers Park wants to sell the land. Like any charity they ask for donations 

(mainly from Corporations) and when reviewing their accounts, potential donors 

are likely to challenge the fact that on one hand they are asking for donations while 

on the other they have an asset like the Clubhouse land which they could sell and 

generate money. They are very open to finding a solution as they realise the history 

and connection to the club. However that won’t stop them selling the land. 

There are a few options, the main ones being they sell us all the land or they 

sell us a part of it. At the moment the Notice we have been given means we would 

have to vacate our Clubhouse by 15 December 2015. I am pretty sure though that 

we could negotiate an extension to this – perhaps a year or two. My own 

impressions are that any form of purchase wouldn’t be feasible but are worth 

discussing further.  

This matter is being dealt with by the Clubhouse Trustees:  myself, Pete B, 

Pete S & Tony Meader. We are in effect separate to the Committee. I would 

suggest that you all have a think about this and we discuss it at the Special General 

Meeting notified in this magazine. 
POINTS TO THINK ABOUT 

1. How much would losing the Clubhouse really affect our club? 
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2. How often do we actually use the Clubhouse each year and is it really worth 

keeping? 

3. Cost – it costs the club c£1,000.00 per year to run the Clubhouse. 

4. Aggro – Tony & Pete Smith spend a fair amount of time looking after the 

grounds i.e. grass cutting etc. It does need regular maintenance, which gets 

harder to organize each year as less people volunteer to help. 

5. Could we integrate with another local club down the lane and use their hut 

when needed? 

6. Could we relocate somewhere more appropriate to more of our membership 

(maybe Hog Hill or the Velodrome?) 

7. Could we find a Village Hall to relocate Race HQs to (they generally cost 

£50-100) to hire each time? 

8. Could a larger organization (like ECCA) buy the land and hut and use it as an 

HQ? 

 

I seem to have found myself leading all this (which I’m quite happy to do) so 

would appreciate any comments and I will try to answer any questions. I’ve told 

Villiers Park that I’ll get back to them after our Special Meeting. 

The land is owned by Villiers Park. I believe there may be a Covenant on it, 

but Villiers will sell the land as is, so is academic. It would then be up to a 

developer to get the Covenant changed. From what I know of developers they will 

be able do this. Uttlesford District Council is under Government pressure to build 

homes so I would not see a lot of opposition to a change of use. 

My heart says we can’t lose our Clubhouse - It’s been a big part of my 

younger life - as a teenager we spent a lot of weekends up there. My head says that 

our club members don’t use it enough now to justify keeping it, so it would be best 

to try to find another solution.  

We need a fairy godmother with about £100K for the land as it stands at the 

moment. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 525 Winter 2016 

Latest News on the Clubhouse - January 2016 

In December the Trustees of the Villiers Park Trust put the Clubhouse up for 

sale, although they extended our lease for another two years. Simon Smith, son of 

Christine and Peter, who from the day he was born was often there, walking in the 

woods, riding his bike, helping in events, marshalling and making bonfires, made 

them an offer. His plan was to buy it as an investment, refurbish the Clubhouse to a 

standard where it would be suitable for holiday lets and the Club could use it for 

club, open and other events as we required. 

As a charity the Villiers Park Trust has by law to accept the highest bid but 

they told Simon that if he could match that then he could have it. Unfortunately 

someone else offered more than he could afford so that was that. 
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We have to vacate the Clubhouse by Tuesday 13
th

 December 2017. This 

means we now have less than two years to dispose of all our assets there. 
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6.   T O U R I N G 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°87 May 1940 

That Scottish Tour 

by Charlie Wright 

AUTHORS NOTE  

To all who read this account of a tour in the Highlands of Scotland, let this be 

a warning to them to beware of Editors of Club Magazines who ply you with beer 

at Annual Dinners, and by sly insinuation inspire you with a thirst for literary 

honours, and contrive to make you suggest that you would like to try your hand at 

something for his ‘rag’. You will find your offer accepted almost before the words 

are out of your mouth, another pint is thrust in your hand and the contract is sealed. 

Months later, when you have almost forgotten your foolish commitment, a 

postcard arrives, terse and not over polite! You feel the honour of your family is at 

stake and you turn miserably to the task of re-establishing (an obvious untruth) the 

fact that you are a man of your word. Well, here goes. 

I propose to ramble through the recollections of my one and only, yet 

memorable, Scottish tour, prompted with the aid of a diary, and without any 

pretensions to literary style. So long as it reads like a matey narrative and you can 

stick it out to the end I shall be satisfied. 

I cannot recall how it was that I came to be included in that select party of 

three, Charlie Meopham and Fred Burt, being the others. I was only just one of the 

bunch, not a good rider, and almost always in a state of semi-bonk, not from 

dissipated living, but because my legs never seemed to toughen up to hard riding 

no matter how I tried. It was in the late spring of 1924 that my two companions 

suggested that I might join them in their projected tour. To add to the problem of 

my legs, my posterior refused to acquire the characteristics of elephant hide and I 

soon became saddle sore, not badly so, but quite bad enough to keep my thoughts 

off pleasanter things but, I had, I believe the reputation of being a bit of a wag and 

possibly that turned things in my favour when they were contemplating a third in 

their party. The choice of Scotland as a touring ground had been inspired by a 

choice account of a famous ‘Eastern’ tour undertaken earlier by Arthur Ward, 

‘Bank’ Holliday and, I believe, either John Pegley or Arthur Matthews, This tour 

had been a tremendous success and had taken them across Scotland from Aberdeen 

to Oban and north to Skye and so back to Aberdeen. It was our intention to follow 

their itinerary, and I well recall how we used to scan the Visitors Book at each 

place we stopped at and the pleasure we found when we discovered their names. 

We planned to leave London on the morning of Saturday, 28
th

 June, and to 

proceed by boat to Aberdeen. The great morning at last arrived and, with saddle 

bags packed, we met at Limehouse Wharf and embarked on the Aberdeen Steam 
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Navigation Company’s boat. We were shown to our accommodation which was on 

the starboard side in the foc’sle and, having dumped our bags on the bunks and 

seen to the stowing of our faithful steeds, we trod the decks and sniffed the 

doubtful odours of Limehouse, feeling like seasoned adventurers. The Empire 

Exhibition at Wembley was, at this time, in full swing and the boat was crowded 

with Scots who had been to London to see the sights and were now returning to 

their native heath filled with the wonders of all they had seen and other things.  

We settled down rapidly on the voyage and had a very pleasant first day. We 

recognised most of the well known seaside resorts as we steamed northwards and 

all went well until we reached Scarborough. A fresh breeze then sprang, up and the 

boat began to wobble a bit. As far as I was concerned the long distance interest I 

had been cultivating in a certain member of the fair sex who was promenading the 

first class saloon deck, promptly wilted, and, under the pretext of needing 

something from below, I staggered downstairs, fell into the nearest what-name and 

remained there, very miserable, for the best part of an hour. Both Fred and Charlie 

were apparently unaffected by the ‘slight swell’ which, to them, just gave the ship 

a pleasant motion. Feeling a little better, I made my way to my bunk and to lie 

down. I rapidly improved and, the awful nausea diminishing, I began to feel more 

comfortable, apart from a mild squeamish sensation. 

One advantage of this indisposition was that all desire for food disappeared 

and, as the fare to Scotland did not include meals which had to be bought as eaten, 

I was money in pocket as, from tea-time on Saturday until breakfast on Monday. I 

had nothing to eat at all. As the evening advanced the steward brought round and 

fitted to each bunk a cardboard receptacle - in pleasant anticipation of things to 

come. An amusing Incident occurred when I was awakened from a doze by hearing 

a very Scottish voice exclaiming, "Hey, mon, you’re missing it!" and beheld a very 

indignant Scot on a lower bunk receiving the contents of a fellow Scot’s stomach 

from higher up. The bunks, attached to the ship’s side, followed its contours, so 

that the upper bunks were set back from the lower ones and any faulty 

marksmanship was decidedly unpleasant for those below. 

On Monday 30
th

 dawn broke fine and sunny and I awoke with all the 

unpleasantness gone, the boat stationary and an appetite whetted by my long fast so 

that I wouldn’t have exchanged it for anything. My companions and I went on deck 

for a spot of fresh air and gazed upon Aberdeen from the dock side. Having taken 

pictures of the ship and ourselves, we had breakfast and then disembarked. We 

whiled away the time wandering around the Granite City until the shipping 

company’s offices opened and we could book our passage back. This done we gave 

our bikes the final once-over and, waving a cheery farewell to the dock idlers, we 

mounted our irons... and the tour was on. 

We skirted the docks in bright sunshine, passed the Fish Market, and turned 

off to run alongside the River Dee, which is one of Scotland’s big salmon rivers. 

Just how prolific the salmon are I don’t know but I believe certain restrictions are 
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placed on fishing rights locally, so that one or two may find their way to the upper, 

reaches, where the ‘nobs’ spend many weary weeks coaxing them to nibble at an 

imitation fly. Of course, the locals have other ideas on the salmon fishery and, as 

they can’t afford to wait three weeks or so on the odd chance of getting a bite, they 

adopt similar methods to potting your opponent’s white, making sure of a score by 

using a net! We actually saw this being done, the fisherman (?) administering the 

coup-de-grace by sloshing the salmon on the head with a thick stick. The full 

method is for a row boat to put out with a folded net on board, one end being 

anchored to the shore. The boat is then rowed round the river in a wide arc and 

finally brought to rest lower downstream. The net, which is hanging in the water, is 

then hauled in by those on shore...well, and Bob’s your uncle. 

Our first day was pleasantly spent. Scotland’s scenery is very choice, in fact, 

‘very sweet, very tasty’. We found the contours to change rapidly from flat to 

mountainous and back to flat, and so on, not in any ordered sequence but in that 

attractive irregular way which nature has of doing things. If you want to read about 

it all, it’s in the guide books in flowing prose but I’m sticking to a personal 

narrative. The outstanding features of the first day were the view we had of the Dee 

valley as we rounded a bend in the road; the hour we spent sitting on some rocks, 

eating our lunch an listening to the rushing waters of the Feugh, a tributary of the 

Dee; and the very burly and disreputable tramp who accosted me on a lonely and 

wooded stretch of road while. I was supposed to be looking after the bikes, Charlie 

and Fred being away in the woods ‘exploring’. I remember, too, hearing the strains 

of the bagpipes, or should I say a pibroch, which befell our ears in the early 

evening as we passed along a road with high grass and bracken either side. Then 

we tracked the musical effort to its source, and found it came from a weird and 

wonderful creature clothed in a dirty grey shirt and a tartan kilt, bearded, and with 

long tousled hair. He was standing in a clearing a little way off the road, beside his 

bivouac and camp fire, beating time with his foot, as pipers do, and entirely 

oblivious of his surroundings. 

I recall, too, our wanderings around Ballater, the royal station for Balmoral, 

looking for a suitable tea place, and having great difficulty in identifying the shops 

because all of them, almost without exception, were practically obscured by huge 

coat of arms signs, signifying royal patronage. It would have been high treason to 

have insinuated our three dusty selves into those royal portals, so we beat a retreat 

and sought solace in the railway buffet. Here we met two London lads who had just 

completed a holiday in Ballater and they told us many interesting and amusing 

things about the goings on in a small village basking in royal munificence. Ballater 

is almost dominated by a curious shaped mountain, rising abruptly to 2000 feet like 

a gigantic molehill. 

We pushed on, hoping to reach Braemar by nightfall, but finding this couldn’t 

be done, began to look around for digs. Habitations seemed few and far between 

and, when we spied a farmhouse, we debated whether to seek shelter there or carry 
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on. With many stories in mind of the marvellous welcomes to be obtained from 

casual enquiries at isolated farmhouses (vide Wayfarer article in Cycling circa 

1920) I was deputed to approach the owner. I found him in his farmyard: a very 

gaunt fellow and with him were two Scotch collies, which eyed me in a very nasty 

way, head down, the whites of their eyes showing in a slight squint, all the time 

circling round me, making me wonder how the devil I was to call them off. In 

broad dialect he told me that they couldn’t accommodate me and with a sense of 

relief, I thanked him and hurried off to rejoin my comrades. It was about ten 

o’clock and we decided to step on it to the Invercauld Arms and try our luck there. 

We found this to be a curious stone built inn but again we drew a blank but they 

recommended us to try a Mrs Walker at Inver Cottage, about a hundred yards 

down the road. As far as I remember these were the only two houses in the place 

but, fortunately for us, our plea was satisfactorily entertained. After a wash and a 

meal we were shown our bedroom, on the ground floor, and immediately voted the 

place ‘bon’. 

We had a stroll before retiring and were amazed to find how light it was, for 

we were actually able to read a newspaper in the open at midnight. On our return 

we met Mr. Walker who was the heftiest man I’ve ever seen. He was only about 

5’8”, round of face, and bursting with rude health. He wasn’t fat but just terrifically 

solid. Clad in tweeds and knickerbockers, his legs were like a couple of young 

oaks, while his chest must have been at least 48” round. He was just about to set 

off on a fishing expedition with a ghillie, (poaching, I expect) and had very little to 

say. He wished us a short “good-night” and soon departed. After a short discussion 

as to what he was and the nature of his activities, we turned into bed, to sleep the 

sleep of true cyclists on tour. 

Our first night on Scottish soil passed uneventfully. We had a splendid 

breakfast, said goodbye to Mrs Walker, and got away to an early start with grey 

skies overhead! .We paused for a while at Invercauld Bridge where the Dee swings 

across the road, almost at right angles. Then on to Braemar the scene of the 

Highland Games held on the occasion of the Royal visit to Balmoral each summer. 

We pottered about Braemar, without seeing or experiencing anything of 

outstanding interest and we decided to push on. About midday, we stopped at 

Thistle Cottage, Inverey, where we turned in for a meal in preparation for our 

assault on Glen Tilt and, incidentally, to take refuge from a slight shower. This 

cottage was kept by an elderly Scottish spinster, whose name now escapes me, but 

she was quite a personality. She had several very ‘posh’ visitors books on hand in 

the small living room which had been presented to her by various members of the 

aristocracy and, inscribed therein, were the names of many of them including 

royalty. 

Towards the end of our meal we heard the chug-chug of a motor-bike and, 

shortly, a very dilapidated machine with side-car came into view and pulled up 

outside the cottage. Two men and a youth got out, entered the cottage and sat down 
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at the table. The driver, we afterwards learned, was a sheep farmer, and his regular 

routine was to take his companions on the motor-bike up into the glen in the 

morning, pick them up for grub at midday and bring them home again at night. 

They were his shepherds. They were hatless and roughly dressed and the owner 

was another terrific fellow, a second edition of our Mr. Walker. The other man was 

above average height, tall, and dark, with a slight squint and very taciturn. The 

youth had a shock of fair hair and was more presentable. Our hostess had 

everything timed to the minute and I well remember our amazement as we sat and 

watched the three of them consume a simply enormous quantity of food. Two of 

the items on their menu were huge bowls of some oatmeal concoction and an 

immense dish of boiled mutton, which they polished off with consummate ease. 

Their gastronomic feats put into the pail even those of the legendary Johnson of the 

old Eastern Section, whose reputation has survived some twenty years! We 

resigned the honours of the table to them, added our names to the illustrious in the 

visitor’s book and departed. 

The task which now confronted us was the storming of Glen Tilt. Our object 

was to follow our road until it finally petered out at the Linn of Dee, and then find 

our way over l6 miles of tracks in wild Highland scenery, the River Tilt as our 

guide. As in all ‘high tone’ adventures, we faced early disaster! The road from 

Inverey was in good condition for four or five miles but it then deteriorated rapidly 

and became little more than two deep ruts worn by the passage of vehicles over a 

long period of years. We bumped and bucked along at a snail’s pace, indeed, for 

some distance Fred and I had to walk and were only able to ride on the rather 

infrequent better patches. Not so our Charlie Meopham, however! I believe that he 

could have ridden on a knotted clothes line. He refused to dismount and coolly 

rode a steady course along one of the ruts, so effectively that he was soon half a 

mile ahead. His prowess tempted us to have a shot at rut riding. Fred did quite well 

but I came a cropper and, when I righted myself, I discovered to my dismay that 

my front wheel was a figure 8. 

What the heck were we to do? Six miles from nowhere, a rotten road back and 

no grub on board except a couple of apples and a couple of ship’s biscuits. The 

time - 2 p.m. We yelled for Charlie, and he returned to the scene of the disaster. I 

must confess that my own feelings were that I was now completely sunk, and that 

this was the end of the tour for me. My imagination ran riot and I had reduced 

myself mentally to a very low state while awaiting his return. Charlie surveyed the 

wreck in a calm way and said,  

“Take it out and let’s have a look at it” and produced from his saddlebag some 

spokes and a nipple key. I gazed at the spokes and the key in much the same way 

as a shipwrecked mariner views a sail on the horizon, here at last was hope. Well, 

Charlie JUMPED on that rim and, in a few minutes its contour had been changed 

from a figure 8 to a wheel with a pronounced wobble. He then mounted the wheel 

in the front forks and, in a couple of hours, that wheel had only the merest 
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suspicion of a wiggle in it. He completed the job quietly and efficiently, and cut 

short my effusive thanks with a curt “Come on, or we shan’t get there tonight” and 

mounting again, rode on. The incident had rather shattered my nerve and for 

several days I had the feeling that the wheel would collapse. But these fears were 

groundless, for I rode that wheel for the rest of the tour and for several thousands 

of miles afterwards without mishap. 

(Next thrilling instalment in the Winter issue) 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° N°88 June 1940 

SECOND-THRILLING INSTALMENT OF THAT SCOTTISH TOUR 

It had turned 4 p.m. when we resumed with l6 miles still to go, prospects of 

rain, no grub to speak of and no place where any could be bought. Nevertheless, it 

was easier to advance than to retreat, so forward we went. After, crossing the Linn 

of Dee, we entered the bleakest country imaginable, vast stretches of hills and 

mountains, heather and sheep. In the distance we could see a habitation which we 

took to be Bynach Lodge and we followed a well defined path across the gorse and 

heather towards it. When we at last arrived, we saw the dark chap, whom we had 

met at Inver Cottage. He had nothing encouraging to say regarding our hopes of 

reaching Blair Atholl that night but he directed us on our way to Glen Tilt along a 

track which could just be discerned by the worn appearance of the grass. After 

what seemed an age of pushing our bikes we at last skirted a big slope, and found 

ourselves overlooking the River Tilt. The hills sloped down steeply on either side 

to the narrow river, which wound its tortuous way at their foot. An endless and 

awe-inspiring series of hills stretched away as far as the eye could see and a cold 

fear began to grip me that we should find ourselves stranded in that vast glen, or 

that we should lose our way and be overtaken by nightfall. I don’t know how my 

Companions were feeling because we trudged on and kept our thoughts to 

ourselves. 

The path became a narrow ledge about two feet wide on the steep side of a hill 

with the Tilt about forty feet or so below. We had to wheel the bikes along that 

path conscious that a slip might involve us in a fall over the side into the river 

which, although not very wide, was deep and swift running. Indeed, such an 

experience nearly befell me. My front wheel struck, a, stone and I lost my balance. 

Feeling myself falling, I let myself go, landing heavily on my chest, on the edge of 

the path, my legs dangling down the slope, clutching the bike with one hand and 

hanging on for dear life with the other. I yelled to Fred, who happened to be 

nearest, for help; and he came to my assistance, but only after carefully propping 

up his own bike! His consideration for his own iron in the face of my predicament 

gave rise to caustic comment from me. We had a hearty laugh when it was all over 

and were soon on our way again. 

On and on we trudged...feeling as small as flies in that vast and, overpowering 

country. There were no distinctive landmarks by which we could trace our course 

and position and each time we rounded a bend in the glen and hoped to see some 
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sign of life, another apparently unending series of hills and mountains came into 

view. It must have been about eight o’clock before we reached the Falls of Tarf, 

the first definite landmark for hours, and we were still ten miles from Blair Atholl. 

We put in four more miles of trudging, with the mountains of Ben-y-Gloe on our 

left and now the hills began to fall away a little, and the track which we had been 

following for so long soon expanded into something approaching a road. We re-

mounted and picked our way carefully through the boulders which bestrewed the 

path. We shortly reached Forest Lodge, a stone structure used only by hunting 

parties and, from this point to our destination the road was quite passable. It rose 

steeply and, as we ascended there came into view a farmhouse, oh blessed sight, 

and oh, what visions; of hot tea and some grub! We bad eaten nothing since our 

midday meal except the apples and biscuits I have mentioned, and we were 

famished. The young woman at the farmhouse rustled us some food and we sat in 

the big kitchen and regaled ourselves. It was past ten when we left, and cycled on 

through the well wooded grounds of the Atholl estate, and alongside the River Tilt 

which now flowed in a deep cutting in the rocks. Three more miles and we were at 

the Lodge gates and in Blair Atholl at last! 

We cruised around looking for suitable accommodation among the c cottages, 

but finding none, we were forced in desperation to patronise The Atholl Arms, the 

poshest hotel in the place, and indeed one of the swankiest in all Scotland. Tired 

and dirty we faced the reception clerk and were duly allocated our rooms to which 

we retired to clean up. It was a magnificent bedroom, and amid shrieks of laughter, 

Charlie proceeded to undress in the most affected and pompous manner, and 

carefully hung his cycling rags in the ornate wardrobe. He further pantomimed in 

his shirt before the dressing chest at the foot of the bed upon which he spread the 

map, much like a chart table, and cut a ludicrous and puffed-up figure as he 

strutted without nether garments. It was just the right finish, to a great day, which 

now, safe and sound, we all voted a wonderful experience. 

We breakfasted next morning in the magnificent breakfast room of this hotel, 

and were waited on in style. ‘Twas here that Fred received a summary lesson as to 

correct procedure with knife and fork when eating in a sumptuous establishment, 

i.e. hang on to your tools until the last morsel has gone. Chancing to lay them 

down for a moment when halfway through a succulent fillet, tools and fillet were 

to his dismay whisked away before he so much as knew about it. 

We recommenced our travels in overcast and showery weather. We paused at 

Killiecrankie to send some postcards home - then over the pass of the same name, 

the scene of bloody combat in years gone by - and so on to the Queens View. This 

is a spot near the highest point in the pass from which there is a marvellous view of 

Loch Tummel and Schiehallion. Rain began to fall as we descended the pass and 

skirted the loch; it increased in intensity, so we took refuge in an outhouse of the 

Loch Tummel Hotel. As it refused to abate, we stayed at the hotel for lunch, and 

even after this it showed no signs of improvement, so in sheer desperation we set 
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out to do or die. We traversed the north side of the loch, crossed Tummel Bridge, 

and began the ascent of the Pass leading to Coshieville. The going was very tough 

in the wind and the rain, and long stretches had to be walked. The hill sides seemed 

wild and forbidding and unfriendly in the gloomy low clouds which enshrouded 

them, and the only signs of life were the dirty wall eyed sheep which gazed at us in 

bewilderment as we passed by. The rain ceased shortly, and the weather cleared 

up; we pedalled furiously down the other side, and were glad to dismount at the inn 

in Coshieville where we were soon getting outside a first class tea. 

We were up betimes the next morning, and were soon on the road again albeit 

once more in threatening weather. We followed the banks of Loch Tay Killin 

where the river Dochart flows into the loch. We spent some time on the bridge 

while dining al fresco, watching the swirling waters. Nearby the bridge is the 

ancient burial ground of the MacNabs. On again, we ran into rain, eventually 

arriving, rather wet and bedraggled at Tyndrum, about tea time. The only tea place 

seemed to be the hotel and, with some trepidation, I approached a man in uniform, 

who happened to come out and asked him if we could be provided with tea in some 

quiet place as we didn’t want to appear in the tea room in our present condition. He 

was a most understanding bloke and promptly conducted us to the back of the 

hotel, where we washed and spruced up as best we could and then marched into 

tea, which had thoughtfully been served in the Stewards Room. We had a splendid 

repast, served by a most attractive waitress and we stuffed to bursting point. To our 

amazement we were only charged l/4d per head! The rain had stopped when we 

left and we had an uneventful ride to Dalmally, where we put up at a boarding 

house for the night. We spent the evening with the other guests in the parlour, to 

whom we related our adventures to date much to their interest and amusement. 

We had the choice of two routes the next-day; west to Oban or north through 

Glencoe. Our inclination for the latter was stifled, by the adverse descriptions 

supplied by the boarding house party, who informed us that the road was very bad 

and that the only inn en route, the Kingshouse, was kept by a very eccentric man 

and had a sinister reputation. So, west it was, but, after a late lunch at the 

Temperance Hotel in Taynuilt, we discovered on our arrival at Connel Ferry, that 

there wasn’t sufficient time to allow the journey to Oban, so we altered course, 

crossed the railway toll bridge, had some tea at the Lochneil hotel on the other 

side, skirted Loch Creran and eventually arrived by ferry, at the Loch Leven Hotel 

in Ballachulish, where we stayed the night. This apparent preference for hotels 

must not be taken for affluence or snobbishness on our part but it was a case of 

Hobson’s Choice in those early days as our experience showed that there was, as a 

rule, nothing else available. 

It rained steadily all the next morning until after lunch, which we had in the 

hotel, then, caping up, we set out for Fort William. The weather cleared and we 

arrived in bright evening sunshine and put up for the night at the Granite House. 

We explored the amenities of this Highland town and greatly enjoyed the views of 
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Loch Linnhe, Ben Nevis and the surroundings hills. It was while admiring a big 

‘bump’ at the back of the town that I remarked how deceptive distances were in the 

hilly country and, that although the crest of the hill appeared very near, it was 

probably half an hour’s walk away. Charlie challenged this statement and said he 

could reach the top in ten minutes. I bet him 10/- he couldn’t do it...Charlie 

accepted the wager and, taking careful note of the time, with Fred as referee, he set 

off. He made excellent progress and seemed to be climbing the slope very rapidly. 

If any of you has ever climbed a steep hill in this way you will know how 

exhausting it can be if done without rest. Up and up he went until, in exactly ten 

minutes, he had reached the crest when he flopped down for a minute, or so, then 

arose and disappeared from view. Fred and I wondered why. Fifteen minutes later 

he re-appeared and began to descend. When he re-joined us his face was very 

flushed and the veins about his temples were standing out like cords! He just 

grinned and said,  

“You’ve won. When I reached that ridge and sat down there was still a further 

slope to the top.”  

“On the contrary,” I replied, “You have won. The top to me when I made that 

bet was the ridge. As, we couldn’t see the top that you saw and, as you made it on 

time, the ten bob’s yours.”  

He wanted a lot of convincing on this point before he would accept the money 

and confessed that when he had sat down on top of the ridge he had been sick. I 

had some misgivings about the mad adventure because I feared that he might have 

strained his heart, he was very reluctant to discuss the climb and I think he had a 

pretty rough time. 

We breakfasted the next morning at eight and, with a well packed bundle of 

sandwiches, set off in high spirits and fine weather to climb to the top of Ben 

Nevis, Britain’s highest mountain at 4406 feet. The approach through Glen Nevis 

is easy and pleasant and we arrived at the base at about ten and reached the summit 

at 1 p.m. to find it enveloped in thick cloud. We thought it a fairly easy climb, no 

crag scaling, just a simple straightforward walk along a loose stone path, which 

was constructed, I believe, by the scientific body owning the observatory buildings 

(now abandoned) on the summit. There is a small wooden hut about half way up, 

anchored by wire ropes slung over the roof and attached to big boulders. There are 

some magnificent views to be obtained, through the clouds, hundreds of lesser 

peaks stretching away in all directions, interspersed with the blue waters of the 

lochs. Fred seemed to be blessed with some special anti-gravitational device and 

the ease with which he negotiated even the steepest parts was amazing - he even 

essayed ‘short cuts’ despite the entreaties of a man who was descending, who 

begged him to “keep to the path in the mist”. At the summit we duly inspected the 

abandoned observatory buildings and inscribed our names and the date on the 

woodwork of a bunk. It is interesting to note that in an issue of the C.T.C. Gazette 

the following year there appeared a paragraph which stated that a Glasgow member 
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who had climbed the mountain had found there scrawled the names of three 

Eastern Section members! 

We descended to the Glen without mishap, except that we found cycling 

shoes very uncomfortable on the toes. We had a good meal at the Granite house 

and then departed, at 8 p.m.to avoid the obloquy of spending two nights in one 

place! At Gairlochy we saw a cottage by a lock on the Caledonian Canal and, in 

the evening sunshine, it looked a perfect picture. And the lady occupant was rather 

attractive, too: she said she could put us up for the night, but don’t get excited, 

boys, there were other men about the place. We slept contentedly and without sin, 

under a lovely thatched roof and in rooms with diamond pane windows, thus 

concluding an eventful day.  

(Look out for the concluding part of this article in our next issue. 

 From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°89 July 1940  

CONCLUSION OF THAT SCOTTISH TOUR 

We awoke to find a deluge of rain, the Caledonian Canal was just visible, 

everything beyond, was mere Scotch mist. It stayed like this until three in the 

afternoon, when we joyfully got on our bikes again. Strange to think how attractive 

the place looked last night, yet, after being prisoners within it for a few hours, we 

were chafing at the bits, or shall I say, rattling at our pedals, in our anxiety to 

escape. In high spirits but threatening weather we skirted the shores of Loch Lochy 

and covered the ten or so miles to Invergarry at a good pace, where we were faced 

with the problem of where to get tea. All we could see was half a dozen cottages 

and the Invergarry Hotel. Several opulent looking young folk in tweeds were 

seated outside the latter place partaking of tea at small tables. Somehow or other 

we didn’t seem to fit into that picture, but, just as we were wondering whether to 

charge in and risk it, the door of one of the cottages opened and a motherly looking 

soul appeared. She ambled down the flower bedecked path and leaned over the 

gate. After eyeing us for a moment she enquired  

“What are you laddies doing?” Towering? (Scotch accent!) We replied in the 

affirmative and promptly asked where we could get some eat. She said there was 

only the hotel. We suggested that she could fix us up but she was rather dubious as 

she had hardly any grub in the place. We said that we weren’t very hungry anyway, 

so she went inside the cottage to see what could be done and we followed her. No 

grub in the place! Holy smoke, we thought she would never finish bringing it out. 

No doubt about Scotland being a good place to starve in. We again stuffed to 

bursting point and gently suggested to her that this wouldn’t be the last cottage we 

should find where the occupant was on the verge of starvation. 

On again, we covered a further ten miles through Glen Garry to the Tomdoun 

Hotel, where we stayed the night. Tomdoun is a great salmon fishing centre and we 

got acquainted with some of its devotees staying there. One rather decent fellow, a 

middle aged doctor, was equipped with a special waistcoat with innumerable 

pockets from which he drew little flat boxes of flies, which he proceeded to display 



247 

with pride and swop with a fellow fisherman, much to our amusement. He’d been 

there three weeks and had spent nearly all that time in a punt with a ghillie, in 

pouring rain, and was still without a bite. What a sport! This evening we thought 

we would celebrate by having a little intoxicating liquor, I played for safety and 

economy by ordering a shandy, knowing the price of that drink down south to be 

about sixpence. After I had drunk it, you can imagine my consternation when the 

waiter said “two shillings, please.” The Tomdoun Hotel is also memorable for the 

hot bath we enjoyed, the first of the tour, and the change of underwear. It was good 

to feel clean and dry clothes after a week of damp ones. 

We proceeded next day over the Tomdoun Pass and Glen Loyne to The 

Cluanie Inn, one of the most famous in all Scotland, where we lunched. We then 

traversed Glen Clunie and Glen Shiel to the shores of Loch Duich. The road 

surface was very loose and, of course, there were the inevitable showers. The road 

climbed steeply while skirting the Loch and we stopped at the top to admire a 

particularly grand view of the lochs and Skye, which looked very eerie in the half 

light of heavy clouds. Further on we passed the ruined castle of some clan chief, 

charged down the other side of the hill and came to a stop on the granite steps of 

the slip way of Dornie Ferry. We crossed to The Dornie Inn on the other side 

where we were welcomed by its proprietress, a short and rather dark and plump 

lady of about thirty-two. We stayed for tea and she held us in a long conversation, 

from which it emerged, that her old man was a bed-ridden invalid. “Wouldn’t we 

be staying the night?” she asked. We explained that we wanted to push on and she 

expressed her regret at this resolution so many times that I, who was rather 

susceptible to the opposite sex, even if rather frowsily dressed, began to think it an 

invitation. Such are the flights of youthful fancy! My companions, however, were 

quite unmoved and, finding myself out-voted, we departed, to the wild oo-ings of 

the lady and her two grubby sons who had appeared on the scene, garbed in the 

traditional kilt but without shoes and, stockings. We arrived at the Kyle of 

Lochalsh which stands on a spit of land overlooking the south east of Skye. We 

had had a hard day with much pass storming and bad weather. One of the first 

people we met at Kyle was a Whitechapel Scotsman who wanted to sell us a bale 

of real Scotch Tweed, an offer which we declined, with thanks, because of the 

already overloaded condition of our bikes, and charged into the Hotel. We were 

regaled with a real Scotch meal, with a generous helping of Scotch salmon, which 

we duly stowed away and, after a gentlemanly pause at the table we withdrew and 

strolled out to see the sights and enjoy the magnificent view of land and sea. 

We crossed to Skye next morning and, landing from the modem motor launch 

which serves as a ferry, we messed about on the island until it was time to return to 

the mainland for lunch. In glorious sunshine we left at three o’clock and. had an 

uneventful ride to the Strome Ferry, which was to take us across to Loch Carron. 

We tarried awhile at the little house adjacent to the ferry, which serves as the 

ferryman’s abode, general stores and post office, bought some sweets and 
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postcards, and took the opportunity to drop a line home while waiting for the boat 

to appear. In due course it arrived, and it proved to be a very clumsily built flat 

bottomed scow of great strength and antique design, equipped with a pair of oars 

more like pier piles than anything else. Nearby were two lengths of timber of U 

section which were placed athwart the boat when a car had to be ferried over and 

they enabled a vehicle to be driven straight on board. The ferryman proved to be a 

young chap in his early twenties with a tousled mop of sandy hair surmounted by a 

cap. We hopped aboard and stacked our bikes: he shoved off and got out the oars. 

Our progress was slow and laborious, because apart from the tremendous weight of 

the outfit, the tub was no skiff and, as the tide was running, it was necessary to pull 

against it at an angle to counter the drift and. ensure its arrival at the right spot on 

the other side. The channel was half a mile wide and, as the time passed to the 

steady thump thump of the tree trunks in the rowlocks, we became quite concerned 

lest he should conk out half-way. It seemed impossible that a mere man could 

sustain such herculean labour and we began to wonder whether or not we could 

give him a relief at the rowing, or at least to offer. We refrained, however, and he 

completed the crossing without faltering for a single instant in his steady rhythm! I 

dare say that we were a cushy boatload compared with a couple of cars, and, in all 

probability, he could have rowed us half way round Scotland without batting an 

eyelid. 

We polished off the 25 miles to Achnasheen, where we stayed at the hotel of 

that name and discovered in the Visitors Book the names of those early pioneers. 

Ward and Co. A rather faded and crusty old waitress ministered to our wants and I 

think she was the only soul we saw in the establishment. On signing the Visitors 

Book the next morning, I was prevailed upon by Charlie to alter our usual 

annotation ‘We have done well here’ to ‘We have been well done here’. 

We reached Inverness the next evening. One incident I remember about this 

day’s ride was that while we were sheltering in a piggery from a heavy shower, we 

took the opportunity, there being no one about, to ease springs, which Charlie 

added to the liquid contents of the trough, to the apparent delight of a very fat and 

odoriferous sow. 

We stayed at Neish’s Temperance Hotel and, after a clean-up and a meal, we 

sallied forth like the three musketeers and took the town by storm. It was the first 

time since leaving Aberdeen that we had seen the usual amenities of civilisation 

and, in our cycling garb we were the focus of a lot of interest particularly from the 

girls! I decided that it was too conspicuous to hunt in threes so, leaving Charlie and 

Fred in possession of the field, I returned to the hotel to write some letters. (That 

may be believed, there is another version, however, that says the landlady at 

Neish’s wasn’t bad either and the return was to look after her! Ed.) The reduction 

from three to two greatly improved their ‘clicking’ chances and the Inverness girls 

told them it was refreshing to meet such fast workers, the local Jocks apparently 

being of a more cautious disposition. We retired at a very late hour and then lay 
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awake until 2 a.m. recounting our experiences. Just as we were dropping off we 

were startled into wakefulness by a roar like a battery of machine guns and this 

went on intermittently all night. We learned the next morning that this row was 

caused by the Scottish six days reliability motor cycle trials, which were a great 

feature in those days. 

The following day was dull but a strong west wind blew us along the flat road 

through Nairn, Forres and Elgin; we had an al fresco lunch and pushed on to Keith 

for tea and then on to Huntly for our last night on Scottish soil. Huntly is a nice 

little solidly built town on the edge of moorland, it is a neat town square is 

attractive and round this are congregated the chief building’s of the town, including 

the hotel we patronised. If our arrival in Inverness had been an event, it was 

nothing short of a red letter day in Huntly. When we strolled out to see the sights 

the girls of the town were walking in twos, but, by the time we had 

circumnavigated the square once, they were walking in threes. It was as easy as 

cycling downhill. In the face of such abundance of feminine charm we could take 

our choice... and we did. I carefully-singled out a trim young damsel with the 

nicest upholstered chassis I had ever seen. The next step was to lose my 

companions by taking the wrong turning, accidently, of course... The hall porter let 

me in at midnight and said that my supper had been kept for me, but I airily told 

him that I didn’t want it but he could stick it on the bill just the same. Like two 

faithful hounds, Fred and Charlie were waiting up for me and I came in for a lot of 

chipping but it was worth it. 

Saturday morning was fine but there was half a gale blowing from the south-

east and right in our teeth. There was forty miles to do and the boat sailed at six 

p.m. I was dropped within five miles and saw nothing more of my companions 

until lunch in Kintore. The 28 miles gave me a lot of punishment and it was the 

hardest riding of the tour. With only twelve miles to go we were able to take things 

easier after lunch and we duly cruised into Aberdeen, where we had a posh tea, 

went on board, were allocated our bunks, and promenaded the decks until sailing 

time. The howling gale was not noticeable while we were in the harbour but, once 

the boat crossed the bar, it nearly stood on end. We had a rough passage right down 

the coast, so that for me, the journey was a miserable repetition of the outward trip, 

but the weather improved as we came south and, by the time we reached 

Yarmouth, it was gloriously sunny. 

We entered the Thames and, as we passed upstream, we recognised the old 

familiar landmarks we had last seen seventeen days before. With mixed feelings of 

pleasure at our homecoming and regrets at the closing of a successful tour, we tied 

up at the dockside, collected our ‘grids’ and disembarked. We said good-bye to a 

host of newly made friends and mounted for the ride home. At the parting of the 

ways, we warmly clapped each other’s hands, all agreeing that it had been a 

wonderful holiday and a grand experience and parted with the avowed intention to 

tour together again. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°165/6 November & December 1946 

A Day of Rest 

By A E Ayton  

It was the weekend before August Bank Holiday, and strangely enough I 

wasn’t racing so I thought I’d do a bit of exploring in my immediate 

neighbourhood. Although I was stationed in the middle of some lovely country 

some parts of it I had hardly seen, for most of my weekends had been spent 

keeping an appointment with a timekeeper. 

I was away by nine o’clock on the Sunday morning, at which time most of my 

mess mates were just thinking of getting up. The morning was fairly warm but 

damp, and it looked as though it didn’t know whether to rain or be the ‘One Fine 

Day’ of the English Summer. Was the composer thinking of something else when 

he wrote that aria? I dropped down the hill through Amesbury and took the 

Stonehenge road across the pretty little River Avon, but Stonehenge didn’t see me 

that morning for at the top of the hill I took the back road to Salisbury. A lovely 

little road which twists and turns and dips and climbs and follows the river all the 

way to Salisbury; a really sensible road unlike the main road which goes right over 

the top of the biggest hill between the two towns. There are some familiar names 

on this back road, Woodford Green and Woodford are names that I usually 

associate with Sunday morning. Incidentally the ‘Wheatsheaf’ at this Woodford is 

reputed to sell the best cider for miles around. It’s a very popular place as an H.Q. 

for a wireless scheme or something of that sort. The tactical advantages of using a 

pub as H.Q. is something that Jack Torrance will be able to tell us all about when 

he comes back to the fold. 

I turned off the Salisbury road up over Camp Down and at once changed my 

mode of progression to Shanks Pony for this was a hill that makes Lippitts look 

like a bridge over a railway. From the top, there was a lovely gentle run down 

through an avenue of trees with foliage so thick it was like going through a tunnel. 

A left and a right through Milton took me down a little lane running alongside 

Wilton Park, past the end of a very elongated lake formed by a broadening of the 

peculiarly named River Nadder. Bearing in mind the poets words about the 

‘babbling brook’ I should have thought it would have been called the River Natter. 

The climb out of the valley brought me to my feet again as I went up the pleasantly 

wooded hillside that overlooks Salisbury race course. There seems to be a lot more 

wild life in this part than there is in Essex or Hertfordshire. As I sped down the 

narrow lane to Coombe Bissett there were young rabbits playing in the hedgerows 

and on the roadway, and there were lots of birds that I, not being a naturalist 

couldn’t identify, and some that I could black and white magpies, big fat wood 

pigeons and I even stirred up a couple of partridges from one field. 

The church at Coombe Bissett has tablet in the wall on which is carved the 

price of bread at various dates in the last couple of hundred years. The last date is 



251 

1919 so it seems that no mention of B.U’s
38

 is to be kept there for posterity. I have 

a weakness for roads that run by rivers up or down valleys, so I took the road from 

Coombe Bissett which runs up towards the source of the Ebble, a little stream 

which joins the Avon just below Salisbury. The weather still looked doubtful; I had 

been hopeful at first because the cows were standing up, and I seemed to remember 

it being said that cows would lie down if it were going to rain. However I don’t 

think the cows could have been told this for in the lush meadows alongside the 

road some were standing and some were sitting with a slight numerical advantage 

to those taking their ease. 

I thought to take a little white lane at Broad Chalke and cut off a corner but 

after going round in circles and coming back to the same little hump-backed bridge 

I decided to keep to the yellow roads. Up through Bower Chalke the road climbed 

steadily then once through the village it stood up on its hind legs and I gave it best. 

At the top of the hill I paused to decide which way to go. The whole of the lovely 

stretch of country known as Cranborne Chase lay in front of me abounding with 

villages whose names seem to me to come straight from the Anglo-Saxon - 

Compton Abbas, Fontmell Magna, Iwerne Minster and Iwerne Courtney and I 

think the richest sounding of all, Tollard Royal. Running along the top of the hills 

from where I stood was a white lane which follows the site of a track called the Ox 

Drove which I should imagine is one of the pre-Roman track ways. I had nearly 

decided to try that bit of rough stuff when the weather changed my mind, for upon 

the top of the hill there the west wind was blowing half a gale, it suddenly started 

raining, so I made for the lower levels.  

Between an avenue of dripping wet trees I pedalled rapidly down to Handley, 

and it wasn’t until I stopped to take off my cape that I realised that the village was 

the Sixpenny Handley of which I had read, for where I stopped a signpost 

proclaimed: 6d Handley ¼m. In the three miles of undulating road to Tollard Royal 

I caped and uncapped twice more so I at last just put my cape over the bars and put 

it on or took it off as I went along. Tollard is about the centre of Cranborne Chase 

and is characteristic of the area lying, as it does, in a valley between magnificently 

wooded hills. Tollard acquired the Royal part of its name because King John used 

to stay there for the hunting on the Chase and his house was quite near the village. 

From Tollard a steady grind into the wind and upward ever upward brought me at 

last to the top of the hill at my highest point that day – 860 feet. I dropped down to 

Shaftesbury by way of Charlton Down (it really was down) and Zig-Zag Hill. This 

last had a notice at the top which read  

“Caution, Five hairpin bends” 

                                                           
38 B.U.s - Bread Units – In 1946 the bread units for each week are the same figures as the daily ration in ounces. Thus 

the ordinary adult can have nine ounces of bread a day and his bread units per week are also nine, which he spends by 

the use of coupons of varying values from the ordinary ration book. 
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 So after I had counted five I let the bike go only to find there were some more. 

Apparently some which I had classified as hairpin were only ordinary bends in the 

eyes of the local council. 

I found some lunch in Shaftesbury, not at The Half Moon Inn to which I had 

been recommended, but at a rather posh restaurant full of people clad in Sunday 

best who looked at me clad in shorts and alpaca rather as if I were something out of 

the Zoo. I left Shaftesbury on the Warminster road but didn’t get very far before 

finding a nice sheltered spot in a field for half an hour’s read of the Sunday paper. 

After all, this was a day of rest. 

The Warminster road goes right over the top of the downs touching 750 feet, 

and in the wind the country seemed terribly bleak. I had just gone back to fixed 

wheel after a spell on a gear and it seemed a bit strange twiddling furiously down 

long slopes and then having no bottom gear up the other side. Along this stretch I 

caught up with a bloke who was on his way from Bournemouth to South Wales. 

He’d had a week at Bournemouth which was apparently enough centre touring for 

him, and he was now going to have a look round Wales. Rather like one of Jack 

Miller’s ‘Comprehensive All In Tours’ Anyway, we dropped down to Longbridge 

Deverill and down the valley of the Deverill to Warminster together, and I was 

glad to find he wasn’t one of the half wheeling kind, a proper gent in fact. He was 

making for Bath for tea but didn’t feel like doing it non-stop so I was inveigled into 

having fourses at Warminster. I was making for Mrs. Child’s at Chirton that 

seemed the right sort of place for the day, somewhere nice and comfortable to 

escape from the rigours of the English summer, so we parted company at 

Warminster for my way lay along the road which runs round the edge of Salisbury 

Plain. 

This is a nice road; it’s pleasantly undulating with pretty little villages and the 

downs towering above, for their steepest side is close to the road here. Up the long 

hill past Erlestoke Park, across the Salisbury, Devizes Road, and I was on my 

Wednesday afternoon training ground, through Urchfont and then Chirton. They 

were quite busy at Child’s with a crowd of the Bath C.C. lads and lasses who’d 

come down there for tea after a ‘25’ that morning, but I was a regular visitor there 

this year so there was no bother. I had met some of the Bath lads at the Yeovil ‘25’ 

so I wasn’t out in the cold at tea. Main topic of conversation the course they had 

mapped out for the R.T.T.C. Championship ‘50’. A real round the houses effort 

with above five turns in it.  

Back to Bulford after tea with the wind behind was a real float and strangely 

enough the clouds cleared and out came the sun. It’s nice, that road along the 

valley of the Avon, and like the Epping Road I never get tired of it, although I used 

to use it for training every week. Back at camp, some of my comrades had spent 

the day on their beds asked me where I’d been, and when I told them they looked 

at me as though I was crazy. Well, maybe!! 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°167 January 1947 

Making a Ride of It 

by J H Dunn 

It was about seven o’clock on Good Friday morning, 1937. The air was chilly 

and the sky dull, yet with a promise of sunshine to come. Two young cyclists met 

at the end of Bethnal Green Road and continued towards the City. One was long 

and lean and astride a copper coloured frame of such dimensions as had called 

forth comparisons with such things as fire-escapes from the jesters. The other 

cyclist, not so much shorter, as his great barrel-like girth might make him appear to 

the casual observer, miraculously found support on a system of apparently delicate 

tubing, in flashing green ‘flam’. Both bore proudly their brand new Eagle Road 

Club badges, and no less proudly the inner knowledge that they were at last 

members of the elite, the fraternity of sprints and tubulars, of tights and 

embrocation, and they were going to live up to it. Their destination was, with the 

rest of the club, ‘the Island’, but not for them the tame procession down the 75 

miles of the Portsmouth Road. Theirs would be a ride worthy of two real Eagles. 

They would get their 75 miles in before lunch. Then they could rest on their laurels 

and take their ease in the afternoon, pottering in pleasant lanes near the sea, 

somewhere out Dorset way, perhaps, before crossing the Solent from Lymington. 

Then, a brisk ride across the length of the Island would bring them to Ryde in time 

for seven o’clock dinner at Mrs. Godfrey’s. At the Bank, they met the rest of the 

party, stayed just long enough to acquaint them of their ambitious plans, then 

dashed off westward. Those who were there will by now have recognised these two 

characters: none other than Bert Williams and myself. We were fated to regret 

having talked so much, before that day was over. 

With customary caution I insisted on calling at Charing Cross Station to 

confirm the sailing times of the Lymington-to-Yarmouth boats and whether indeed 

they sailed at all on Good Friday. To our very polite enquiry, the clerk, probably 

not too pleased at having to work when others were holiday-making, grunted   

“Sunday services to-day” 

and tossed us a pamphlet. We scanned it and, sure enough, there were several boats 

to Yarmouth on Sundays. One at 4.50 would suit us nicely, and if we missed that 

there was the 5.50. Right! Off we set in high spirits. The sun was breaking out, the 

breeze was favourable, we were fit and all was grand. There were no hills that 

morning before Guildford, and even the Hog’s Back only slowed us up a little. 

There were patches of snow in the shadowed places on that favoured ridge, but the 

broad acres below on either side were bathed in warm sunshine. We must have 

stopped somewhere that morning but I can’t remember it, Farnham, Alton and 

Alresford passed behind us, then the delightful ‘back’ road along the Itchen valley 

brought us into Winchester, Meanwhile, we gradually became aware that my 
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bicycle was making sounds of protest; just occasional crackings in the bottom 

bracket, no more than a bit of a nuisance.  

At Otterbourne we fancied lunch, so called at an inn and ordered bread-and-

cheese, pickles, tomatoes and a pint. It. was as easy as that in those days! By now 

there was a distressing shake in my bracket, although the cups seemed perfectly 

tight; but we were not too well equipped with tools so decided not to meddle with 

it. Ignoring the noises, we spent a summer-like afternoon in a leisurely amble 

through New Forest lanes. The sunlit creek and the Abbey at Beaulieu captivated 

us and we decided to linger here for an hour and miss, the 4.50 boat if need be. It 

would mean leaving only about 50 minutes to get from Yarmouth to Ryde, but it 

wouldn’t matter if we were a few minutes late. 

At length, as the sun was almost setting, we reached Lymington Pier, and with 

blank dismay we saw two steamers tied up there with not a sign of having steam 

up, with not a soul in sight and the gates to the quay firmly locked. There must be 

another somewhere, we decided, but a quick survey of the town convinced us that 

this was The Pier. Out came out time-table to be studied properly for the first time. 

The operative words, in small print at the bottom of the page, were 

“No Sunday services before May 2
nd

” 

There was nothing for it. Back to Portsmouth it must be, and quick too if we were 

to catch the last boat there. Now our route lay into the wind, and my chainwheel 

was making ghastly sawing noises against the frame every time I put any thrust on 

the right pedal. Riding up hills was impossible and there were several on the way 

to Hythe. We decided to use the ferry to Southampton here, not so much to save 

time, as to save some wear and tear on the bike, and as there was no time to stop 

for tea, to give us a chance to take some nourishment, for which purpose bought 

chocolate and biscuits at the jetty. Also we had time for another inspection of the 

offending bracket as we chugged at snail’s pace across Southampton Water, but 

still thought better to leave well alone. 

It was almost dark when we landed in Southampton and set off on the 

unfamiliar road to Portsmouth. Here were no signposts in the town and until we got 

clear of the suburbs we were stopping to ask the way every few minutes. We 

pushed on as hard as we dare, but it sounded as though my chainstay was being 

sawn through at every revolution of the chainwheel. But we were almost beyond 

caring, about this. All that mattered was catching that 9.50 boat and avoiding a 

night out on Southsea Front. At last, the lights of Portsmouth appeared, and soon 

we were passing over Hilsea Bridge with 40 minutes to go. Easy, we thought, 

reckoning without the labyrinthine street of the port. 

Finding the Clarence Pier wasn’t so bad, but that was all shut up for the night 

so off we dashed in search of the Harbour Pier. I thought I knew the way and led 

the chase round various streets, gradually losing that conviction. Funnily enough, 

at every corner or cross-roads we kept meeting a tandem, always going in another 

direction; but we became increasingly certain that it was the same pair and that 
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they were looking for the same place as we. This hide-and-seek game was 

gradually carried into meaner, more ill-lit and cobbly streets until just when we had 

given up all hope of catching the boat, the Harbour station sprang up before our 

despairing eyes. The ticket-office clerk had packed up for the night, but the tandem 

pair had got there before us and had collared him and dragged him back to his post. 

Our tickets purchased, we dashed down to the quay and found that our unknown 

saviours with the tandem had bullied, or cajoled the worthy mariners into putting 

their gang-way down again after having drawn it up and cast off the ropes. We had 

made it!... 

No need to describe the howls of derision we had to suffer from our club-

mates when we arrived but there was ample consolation in the supper Mrs. 

Godfrey, that dear soul, put before us. 

And that bottom bracket? Oh, just a matter of broken balls. Most of them in 

neat halves and the rest in a thousand tiny pieces! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°170 April 1947 

In Sunny Scotland! 

by G D Milroy 

One Saturday afternoon in September I set out for the North with the summit 

of Ben Nevis as my ultimate objective. My brother and two friends accompanied 

me on the first stage, Houghton Mill Youth Hostel, between Huntingdon and St, 

Ives, which we reached after a wet journey at 8.45 p.m. and bedded down for the 

night. Off at 10 a.m. on Sunday, my companions left me at Alconbury Hill, but I 

found the company of a Darlington miner agreeable and helpful on this second 

stage - to Rossington Youth Hostel, 5 miles south of Darlington. Here I spent a 

comfortable night and set off next morning for Edmundbyers in Durham, This is a 

120 miles run and the last 30 miles is rather a teaser being over very hilly, bleak 

country. However 1 reached the Youth Hostel at 8 p.m. and started at nine the next 

morning for the Border. Crossed the Cheviots at Carter Bar and proceeded via 

Jedburgh and Metrose to my father’s native town of Galashiels. Old friends there 

whom I had not seen for 13 years, gave me a real Scotch welcome, after I had 

introduced myself; the introduction was necessary, in view of the fact that, when I 

was last there I was but a child of three. From the Tuesday night till Thursday 

morning I stayed in Galashiels, enjoying Border hospitality at its best. My hosts 

could not do too much for me and I feel sure that, had I not arrived unheralded the 

local pipe bend would have met me.  

Accustomed to the South country, with its Wealds and Downs, the scenery 

through which I passed in the North and Border made a striking change, but a 

greater change to the fierce magnificence of the Highlands - became evident later 

in my tour. 

Arriving in Edinburgh on Thursday, I spent the remainder of that day in 

sightseeing. Princes Street, the Gardens, with the famous Floral Clock, the Castle 
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and the War Memorial are sights not to be missed by any visitor. I spent the night 

at the Youth Hostel and set off again on Friday morning for my first real taste of 

Highland scenery. The beauties of Loch Lomond and its neighbouring mountains 

were an eye-opener to me; the tremendous masses of the hills made me seem very 

small indeed. I crossed Loch Lomond by ferry from Inversnaid Hotel and carried 

on in beautiful sunshine through Ardlui and Inveraran to Crianlarich Youth Hostel. 

Never before had I seen such glorious views, hill, forests, lochs, and waterfalls. 

Next I passed through Tyndrum and the grim Glencoe to Loch Leven. Then 

along the south side of the loch to Kinlochleven and back along the north side to 

Fort William and Glen Nevis, my quarters for the night. The views were 

marvellous, particularly from the road on the south side of the loch, which runs 

high above the water. 

Leaving the bike for the day, I set off with a party of three from the Youth 

Hostel on Sunday morning, on the ascent of Ben Nevis. The path was at first 

among grass and heather but those gradually gave way to loose stones. The climb 

was about two-thirds completed when a cloud enveloped us and this persisted until 

we reached the old observatory on the summit. We were frozen stiff in the mist, 

but after a quarter of an hour, the sun broke through and we were rewarded by the 

most magnificent view of mountains, lochs and forests imaginable. We saw 

steamers and boats plying on the Caledonian Canal, but no sign of any Monster 

having got through from Loch Ness! The going was very rough on the way down 

and we took advantage of likely slopes to cut off the hairpin bends. The return trip 

took us 6½ hours and we were quite pleased with this until we heard that it had 

been done in two hours! The Hostel at Glen Nevis is said, to be the most popular in 

Scotland and it was certainly more full than any of the others I stayed at during the 

fortnight. 

Leaving there on Monday morning, my route lay through Spean Bridge and 

Tulloch to Loch Laggan. Cyclists, beware of the road from Loch Leggen Hotel to 

Dalwhinnie, I never saw anything like it. Flat enough, but who put, those stones on 

the road? All shapes and sizes from the size of my head downwards and impossible 

to dodge them. My front rim was battered and bent beyond hope of being made 

true again. From Dalwhinnie to Blair Atholl, the country was bleak, the hills 

becoming less grand and wild after Killiekrankie. 

I spent the night at Dunkeld and continued through Perth, Kinross, and 

Inverkeithing to ferry across the Forth, within sight of the Forth Bridge, to 

Queensferry. Passing through Edinburgh, I followed the Gala Water valley to 

Galashiels, where I ‘rested’ till Thursday morning. 1 came home by the same route 

as I had followed northwards, meeting my brother and a friend at Houghton Mill 

on Saturday night. With a mileage of 1097 to my credit, I arrived home at 6 p.m. 

on Sunday with thoughts of the office in Nicholas Lane in the morning, worse luck.  

Apart, from the glorious scenery, what impressed me most about Scotland 

was the friendliness of everyone and the hospitality extended to me everywhere. 
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Apparently that old Scottish proverb ‘Better belly burst then guid meat waste’ still 

holds sway. Good companions on the road and in the Youth Hostels also helped to 

make the tour a most enjoyable one. Most of all, I had rain on three days only. 

But before you start throwing over all your holiday plans in favour of a quest 

for good food and sunshine in Scotland this year, I would add that all this 

happened, not in 1946, but in 1936. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°171 May 1947 

Easter on the Island 

by Ron Bathmaker 

In a sense my Easter trip to the Island started the day before Good Friday. As 

I prepared for work that day, I listened to the weather forecast with its dreaded 

promise of snow and during my few hours’ work that morning (I had arranged to 

go home early) I was continually travelling, in my mind, an ice and snowbound 

Portsmouth Road. But during the afternoon the rain stopped and even the sun 

shone a little, and my spirits rose accordingly as I prepared my ‘iron’. 

At 4.45 next morning the sound of teeming rain made thoughts of leaving bed 

very distasteful. More optimistically than I really felt I told my mother it would 

stop raining when I went out, and it stopped when, soon after six, I set out to 

collect Joan Torrance and her pal Nancy, as arranged. We arrived at the Bank at 

7.15 and found John Davey, Bill Pruden, Harry Edwards and Eric Bass there. At 

half-past, nobody else having turned up, we started with a welcome north-west 

wind on our tails. 

There was a slight diversion just past London Bridge, when two of us tried to 

ride over a patch of oil with our back brakes on and found ourselves on the ground 

– no damage done however and we were soon on the way again. The pace was nice 

and easy (for the comfort of the girls) Mitcham, Epsom and Leatherhead to 

Mickleham, where we made an early stop for tea and cakes, and I mended a ‘slow’ 

in my front tyre. On the road again, there was a short burst of speed – downhill – 

into Dorking by a few who felt more energetic. 

Towards Pulborough, progress became slower as Nancy, despite a certain 

amount of assistance, began to notice the hills. Just short of Pulborough, where 

lunch was booked for 2 p.m. we decided to stop for ‘twelveses’ (!). Another 

puncture, Bill Pruden (Puncture King of pre-war days) this time, and off again at 

one o’clock to try and get lunch a little early. 

While waiting for lunch at New Manor we were nearly smoked alive by the 

log fire in the lounge. Ron Johnson and Steve turned up and we had a fairly good 

lunch before leaving to catch the 6.40 ferry at Portsmouth. 

A good many of us staggered up Bury without dismounting, and some of the 

boys carried on ahead while those left including myself, did some nice work 

keeping the pace down for the girls, who were feeling the miles. For the first time I 

got a ‘bundle’ through going to slow. We caught the boat comfortably, and by 



258 

about 7.30 were in Ryde with capes dry and the sky brightening. After supper, a 

visit to the Milk Bar and a walk along the brightly moonlit Esplanade followed -

and so to bed. 

Next morning the sunshine coaxed me out of bed early for a pre-breakfast 

constitutional, but apparently the others weren’t so energetic for all were late for 

breakfast. The meal over discussion of the day’s programme followed - somewhat 

inconclusively – the girls affirming that they would have nothing to do with bikes 

but were going to try the Island’s train and coach services. 

As I went into the yard to get my iron the sounds of much industry greeted 

me. The boys were trying to get their variables to change in proper style - what a 

hope! John Davey got his in bottom and announced his intention of leaving it so. 

Eventually a start was made with a sharpish ride uphill out of Ryde towards 

Sandown. By the time we got there, John and Steve were missing. A steady ride to 

Shanklin followed and here we had elevenses. 

After browsing and chattering a while the front wheels were turned inland 

towards Newport and lunch. The pace livened up and, as the hills began to make 

themselves felt, Sam King emerged as a master of style his 67” fixed carrying up 

with apparent ease while the gear enthusiasts struggled to get into bottom. 

Godshill, Blackwater and Shide slipped past and soon we had reached Newport 

and having lunch of a sort, but the catering on the Island now beginning to seem 

not so good. 

Carisbrooke Castle was the objective for the afternoon, and nothing should 

have been easier than finding it from Newport. It must have been too easy for Sam 

and myself for after ten minutes or so no castle was visible. Instead, our route 

developed into a most attractive lane, which, like so many others, gradually 

deteriorated into a rough path. We arrived on what seemed to me a perfectly good 

road which was, however, promptly forsaken for more rough stuff. This finished in 

a farmyard but loath to go back whence we had come, our small party, now minus 

Ron Johnson and Eric Bass, continued over fields of mud and mire till eventually a 

road was reached. 

The castle was now in sight and we headed in its direction. But it was tea-time 

by now and we turned to combing Newport for a likely place, without success until 

Ron’s, Steve’s and John’s bikes were spied and we joined than for a sausage- and-

mash tea, Jack Miller and Duggie arrived on the Island that afternoon and joined us 

at tea.  

A fast ride home followed, with a ‘sort-out’ up Quarr Hill, and back at the 

‘Eagle’ my legs were aching properly for the first time. Supper proved to be a 

repetition of tea and after this, as it was now raining, the pictures or a dance, 

according to, taste were indicated. Sad to say, in view of the ‘25’ the next week-

end, it was 12.45 a.m. when the Eagle party left John and Sam’s bedroom that 

night after much chatter, sandwiches, shandy and sweets. 
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Sunday started dull, and I found myself heading for Newport once more, en 

route for Alum Bay. A bare two miles sufficed before elevenses and then those 

with tingling muscles left me and my more staid and steady companions who were 

watching over the comfort of the female section. Through Newport once more, we 

were forced to don capes as rain started in real earnest, and at Yarmouth we were 

really wet. A. fruitless search for lunch here headed us off to Freshwater, where we 

knew there was a cafe at the station, and here we found the rest of the lads already 

on their second course. 

The idea of Alum Bay was now abandoned, and the ‘loiterers’, still under 

capes, made their way through Shalcombe, Mottistone, Brighstone, and Shorwell 

towards Newport (that place again!). Despite the damp mist which had descended 

on top of the downs, I found it pleasant riding, and, I think this must be about the 

best part of the Island. 

For the benefit of the three bachelors I must report an occurrence just outside 

Shorwell, We were walking up a winding hill when we came upon a rustic arch 

across the road, which Sam and I decided was worthy of a photograph, and we 

were discussing whether I should go down and. ride up when two beautiful 

damsels conveniently appeared, pushing bikes. The photos were duly taken, and - 

this is the part that matters - within a minute of first seeing them the name and 

address of one of them was in my notebook. Well, Chaps, if you want any hints or 

tips...! 

Returning through Newport once more, we had tea at Fishbourne; at Ryde, 

supper was the first really good meal we had on the island. After supper the girls 

persuaded us to go for a walk, and though reluctant at first, I really enjoyed it and 

the thought of going home next day seemed unbearable. Monday dawned fine and, 

I was first up to pack and be ready to starts for the 9.35 boat, which we caught 

comfortably, meeting Reg. Baxter on board. At Portsmouth the girls caught a train, 

wishing to be home early while the six lads trying to get fit set off for a ‘blind’, 

(John, Sam, Bill Pruden and myself set out for a gentle lane ride with Petworth as 

the lunch objective. A really good day was developing, with a beautifully warm 

sun and a tail wind, and at Havant we left the main road to wander through lanes 

round the edge of the South Downs to Petersfield. It was a grand morning; there 

was that sweet dampish smell in the air, rather like hay, that betokens a good day, 

Even the warning ‘Road in Foundrous Condition for One Mile’ could not break our 

light-hearted mood. 

It was getting late though at Petersfield and the wheels began to spin faster 

towards Midhurst. And that unusual noise behind? Only John Davey in top gear. 

But at Midhurst there was no lunch to be had; it would have to be Petworth after 

all!! What should have been a nice ride through Cowdray Park was spoiled by 

many cars going to a point-to-point meeting. It was nearly two o’clock when we 

arrived in Petworth and the ‘Four and Twenty Blackbirds’ had no lunch left for us. 

We had to be content with shandy and some nuts from Sam 
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 Off again for Pulborough or Billinghurst; that little man was beginning to 

swing his hammer inside me. The first café was at Billingshurst, and never has 

Welsh Rabbit tasted so good. At 4.30, with an effort, we got moving again for tea 

at Godstone. A nice steady run to Horsham with a helpful breeze and all was well, 

or was it? Despite a quiet protest by myself, we missed a left turn and some few 

miles had slipped by before John decided that the wind was now against us and all 

wasn’t well. The next signpost proved him right; we were headed for Brighton! 

Sam got us back on the right course once more but at the expense of many miles. 

The gentle potter developed into 18’s, and John’s top rattled merrily away Blindley 

Heath found the miles taking their toll, however, and the last bit into Godstone was 

ridden with aching knees.  

The fast section had been and gone at Curd’s - not surprising, as it was 6.45. 

After tea, we bid good-bye to Sam, who had some 50 miles I to ride home, and set 

off through dense traffic, tram-lines and cobble-stones to London and home, thus 

ending, four days of touring in pleasant country with good companions. Not unduly 

exciting, perhaps, but 1 think, an unbeatable holiday. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°172 June 1947 

Whit Weekend – May 24/25th 1947 

by ‘Cees’ (A C Batty)39 

As I was one of the team riding in the Uni.’100’, Saturday morning found me 

on my way up to the Clubhouse, After lunch at the transport Café and a look round 

the shops in search of off-the-ration food, I got to Ugley and started preparing the 

Clubhouse for the rest of the party, who were coming down in the afternoon. Ivy, 

Gerry, Albert and ‘Nevvy’ arrived first, closely followed by Rene and Arthur and 

Fred. Win did her usual good job of transporting most of our goods and chattels by 

car. She gives very valuable help in this way each weekend. ‘Nevvy’ woke us on 

Sunday morning with a cup of tea and even offered us breakfast in bed, but the fear 

of ‘Enos’
40

 made us decline, as he seems to get to know almost everything. 

Bill Waller and Dennis Atkinson arrived in time for elevenses, Bill to spend 

the night, but Dennis only for the day. Arthur had plenty to do, erecting the lean-to 

to be used for cooking purposes and he soon had Bill roped in to help. Joe 

MacArthur with Lila and Brian arrived during the afternoon, making up quite a 

large party. We racing boys went to bed at a reasonable hour, but Bill and Arthur 

were still hammering away at about eleven, and I can only surmise that they 

eventually went to bed that night. 

Monday morning broke nice and sunny but with a strong south-east wind 

blowing. Obviously it would be a not too easy morning and certainly a hard finish. 

                                                           
39 For the benefit of the curious reader our contributor has explained his pseudonym (pronounced “case”). While on 

active service in Holland, many Dutch lasses succumbed to his fatal charm but to none of them would he reveal the 

significance of his second initial (Cornelius), so they christened him ‘Cees’. 
40 ‘Enos’ – ‘e knows 
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We were all four in the latter .half of the field and so likely to get the worst of the 

wind. I found conditions reasonable until O.E.G. (Old English Gentleman), but 

from then onwards it was hard, very hard, and L know now why that stretch is 

called the ‘graveyard’. Albert did a super ride to win the event and, with a little 

backing from Fred and myself, to collect the team race. It seems a pity that Gerry, 

with such a good ride, didn’t get into the team, but he is too much a sportsman to 

mind that. 

The event over, Fred hurried home, as he was due at work at six, while Albert, 

‘Nevvy’ and myself went cross to the Section tea place at Shelley, where the party 

from Lavenham joined us after an enjoyable week-end. Although the roads were 

rather busy we had a pleasant potter home and I arrived reasonably early.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°172 June 1947 

Suffolk Week-End 

AN ACCOUNT OF THE EASTERN SECTION’S WHITSUN WEEK-END AT THE 

WHITE HORSE, LAVENHAM 

by Pat Beasant 

There being no definite arrangement for the afternoon party to meet for 

Lavenham, Ella and I started out on the tandem for Dunmow at about 3 p.m. on the 

Saturday. With a fair breeze behind us, fortunately for us, and a cloudless sky, we 

made good progress, sighting a bunch of three riders just after Epping, Raising a 

gallop; we caught up with Olive, John Davey and Fred Dewar just in time to be 

convinced that we should stop for fourses at North Weald. From here we continued 

steadily by quiet roads through Moreton and the Rodings to tea at the ‘Saracen’s 

Head’ at Dunmow, where Sam King joined us. The waitress seemed relieved when 

we told her that we were only six in number instead of the dozen booked, she said  

 “Thank goodness I haven’t got to cut up all that new bread”. 

After Dunmow, John led the way. Solemnly informing Sam that we didn’t 

want to get lost on anymore aerodromes as on our last visit to Lavenham, he very 

soon found his own chosen route leading us across a huge deserted aerodrome near 

Great Saling. But this one was easy it was sign-posted right across. The usual 

sprint along the runway followed. From here we made our way to Shalford and a 

fairly deep ford which Sam, Fred and John successfully rode. After we had 

dithered about uncertain of our ability to negotiate it, for some time they informed 

us that there was a bridge round the corner just hidden by the hedge. Gosfield Lake 

seemed to have been commercialised since 1938, with swimming, boating and 

picnicking in full progress. A very pleasant ride by way of Castle Hedingham, 

Sudbury and Long Melford, with Olive persistently half-wheeling anyone who 

chose to ride alongside her up hills, brought us to Lavenham at nine. Here we 

found Frankie Stokes and Bill Dewar, hungrily eyeing a loaded table, waiting for 

our arrival to give them the starting signal. And what a meal! It was enlivened by 
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John and Frank’s good-natured chaffing of Olive, who, according to them, leads 

them a dog life on Section runs. 

Next morning, breakfast was up to the usual high standard, Mrs. Miles 

brought the baby in to meet the crowd and it took to John like a long- lost brother, 

but when she said that the last cyclists had taken the baby out for walks, stony 

silence was the stem reply. Sam took the lead this morning with the roads still wet 

but the sun shining, and after an hour we found ourselves about five miles from 

Lavenham via one of Sam’s specials! By-roads and roads to nowhere (as one 

woman informed us) led us on, through cart tracks and green fields, to Bildeston, 

where the local baker provided nice elevenses and showed us his old-fashioned 

oven in use. Immediately after this we started a search for a lunch-place in the 

Ipswich district, and reluctant to go into Ipswich, found ourselves, after some 

puncture-mending and photography, in Needham Market eating a scrumptious 

lunch that included curried soup that left everyone gasping for the Fire Brigade. 

After lunch, expectations of further rough stuff came to nought when he led us 

over a footbridge to a shady river bank in Needham and proceeded to take an 

afternoon nap. Some of us prepared to follow suit but were disturbed by continual 

nattering (no names...) until a little Londoner, on holiday and obviously very 

lonely, started throwing stones in the water. To round off this very strenuous 

afternoon we rode quite five miles to Stowmarket, where Sam again succeeded in 

leading us into the fields before persuading the lady at Willowcroft Guest House to 

provide us with tea. This consisted of eggs, cress, scones etc. served in a delightful 

garden and cost us 2/6 but was well worth it. 

At seven o’clock we decided to make a bee-line for Lavenham, almost a 

disastrous decision, as a Stowmarket motorist was also making a bee-line for home 

and this led to a misunderstanding. The motorist was pugnacious and wanted to 

know if we wanted to ‘make something of it’ but courageously declined to leave 

his car so we couldn’t take him on. 

On one long climb we told the others not to wait for us and let them go, 

fortunately for us it seems, for on our arrival we found Frank stretched on the bed, 

muttering deliriously about being screwed down by Dark Horse Dewar (Ol’ Bill) 

and that so-and-so Jacobs. John had given them best and was more or less 

respectable. Supper was a hilarious affair especially when the soloist with the Palm 

Court Orchestra on the radio sang  

“You can’t take it with you, Brother John, Brother Will,” 

 in which we heard, between howls of laughter, such lines as  

"You’ve got to loosen the traces - when they screw the coffin lid down.”  

On Monday morning we bade reluctant farewell to Lavenham and crept 

quietly to Cavendish for elevenses, then on through Yeldham to Finchingfield 

where for once we were early for lunch. We had a look round the fair here and had 

a job tearing John and Frank away from the Hula-Hula girls (aged about 4) who 

must also have given Sam ideas, as he stripped off his shirt and rode in only his 



263 

shorts. The pace warmed up as we passed through Felsted to the Easters, where we 

relaxed for few minutes to eat chocolate and to dig off the sticky tar which clogged 

our wheels. For in spite of the strong breeze it was hot! Tea was at Shelley where 

John was the only one who could hold Olive’s final sprint and just pipped her. 

Everyone there was in good spirits, in view of the presence of Albert after his 

smashing Uni. ‘100’ performance. A quiet ride home through Abridge completed 

one of the most pleasant and successful Section week-ends that I have known. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°173 July 1947 

Reminiscences of a Continental Tour 

By Les Osborne 

Way back in 1933, Alan Harris and I made a circuitous route from Lausanne, 

Switzerland, across the Alps and down to the Riviera coast at Nice, returning by a 

different road. After the cross-channel trip to Dieppe and the train journey to Paris 

we arrived in the French capital at 5.30 a.m., so we were able to accustom 

ourselves to riding on the ‘wrong’ side of the road before the traffic started -

roaring. Paris is a fine city and I was fortunate in having a friend living at Auteuil, 

a suburb, who showed us all the sights in record time. By 10 p.m. we were at the 

Gare de Lyon, ready to board the night train to Lausanne. It was not very crowded 

and we got a compartment to ourselves and were soon stretched out on the seats 

and sleeping soundly. 

We did not wake until six next morning at the Swiss frontier where customs 

officials checked our passports. An electric locomotive replaced the steam giant 

that had pulled the train from Paris, and soon we were skimming smoothly along in 

brilliant sunshine with the scenery of the distant Alps holding us spellbound. 

At Lausanne we collected our bicycles and after a good breakfast set of along 

the north side of Lake Geneva. There was plenty of scope for our cameras, the 

famous Château de Chillon being one of the subjects. We made our way through 

Martigny to the climb over the Col des Montets, where we had some fine views of 

Mont Blanc and there again busy with cameras. Continuing to Grenoble, quite a 

large industrial town with a very modern shopping centre, we came to a long climb 

of nearly forty miles up the valley of the River Romanche, to the Col de Lautaret, 

with fine views near the sunlit of La Meije, a snow clad peak and glacier. 

Descending into the Guisane valley we began to climb again, up the Col 

d’Izoard, a mere track across a barren, stony mountainside called Casse Déserte. It 

was blowing pretty hard and we felt rather like flies crawling up the side of a 

house. The next village was nearly twenty miles and we realised we should not 

reach it before nightfall. I had dynamo lighting and took the lead, Alan following 

with his ‘bobby dodger’. It was tricky work in the dark with the loose surface and 

frequent hairpin bends. Round one of these bends I met a large white horse led by a 

peasant, with harness and chains clanking. Alan, several yards behind me, met it on 

the corner, and in his dim light thought he was meeting a ghost. In his fright he 
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passed on the outside of the horse and must have missed the parapet by inches so 

we were both g1adreach the village and put up for the night. 

Next dry we had a downhill ride into Nice on a good tarred surface, free-

wheeling for over twenty miles. En route we were passed by a true Continental-

style racing man on a stripped machine and wearing a hooped jersey and shorts. 

We did not stay long in Nice but rode along the promenade and had a look at 

the Casino. It was a very pleasant ride westward to Grasse which is noted for its 

perfumes. There were roses and flowers in profusion, no doubt grown for the 

manufacture of perfume essences. We stayed in Grasse overnight, then continued 

northward over the ‘Route Napoleon’. The road was less mountainous and the 

villager more frequent than the southward route. Stopping for lunch one day, the 

waiter presented the menu and we took a chance on what appeared to be steak and 

kidney pie with cabbage cooked in with the meat. It was very tasty, and we 

thoroughly enjoyed the meal. Next day at lunch we noticed a Frenchmen eating 

snails out of the shell, and I noticed that the meat was of a greenish hue. Referring 

to my dictionary we looked up the previous menu and discovered the dish we had 

eaten with such gusto was frog and snail pie! We re-entered Switzerland south of 

Geneva and made our way back along the lakeside road to Lausanne, where we 

entrained for the return journey. We had covered over 800 miles in ten days and as 

I had been riding a new B.17 saddle I was not sorry to sit on a comfortably 

upholstered seat for a change. Those were the days!  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°173 July & 177 November 1947 

On the Road with Arthur Batty - 1947 
JUNE 21/22 

As we had nine riders in the Counties ‘50’, there was a busy time at the 

Clubhouse. I went up on Saturday morning for my usual job of collecting the 

bread, cake, etc;5 but the baker was there before I me, though he called back later 

with lettuces and tomatoes. The lads arrived just as a heavy downpour started, but 

didn’t bother to cape up, so were somewhat damp. It was only a shower and there 

were several more before the sun won through. 

Sunday morning was bright with the wind in the north-west, the right wind for 

the course, promising a fast morning, as the times were to prove. Once again the 

Club walked away with the lion’s share of the prizes, a habit that we intend to keep 

up as long as possible. Most of us spent a lazy day at the Clubhouse, having lunch 

and tea f there and leaving for home at 7.30 with a nice strong wind behind us.  
JUNE 28/29 

By way of a change I had a companion for my ride up to the Clubhouse, as 

Albert had the Saturday morning off, some fiddle connected with the King’s 

Birthday, Believe it or not, the ride to Stortford was quite peaceful; he didn’t once 

try to get his usual half- wheel, which was a blessing for me. Lunch at the transport 

cafe a look at the shops, and on to the Clubhouse, where we tidied up things a little 
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in readiness for the arrival of the lads. There were eighteen members sleeping there 

including Bill Waller and Dennis, who slept in the bell tent, so you can guess how 

busy it was. 

During the night there was a violent thunderstorm and even up to the time of 

the start it was raining, but fortunately it ceased, but the wet roads caused a number 

of punctures. On form, we should have won the Inter-club ‘50’ with plenty of time 

to spare, but fate decreed otherwise, as both Albert and Gerry punctured but all the 

boys pulled their weight and we made it. The most remarkable rides of the morning 

were Duggie’s 2.17.02 for his first fifty, Arthur’s 2.20.59 ‘training spin’ and Sam’s 

2.19.03. 

We were all very grateful to Ivy and Rene for the tea and cakes at the finish. 

After breakfast we met the South-Eastern boys again and set off down the main 

road for Harlow, and for once the pace was moderate. Forty-nine sat down to lunch 

and considering the difficulties of catering for such a large number it was quite 

good. After lunch we continued the inter-club run with a gentle potter to Shelley, 

the tea-place, but we were rather early so rode into Ongar for ‘half-past-fourses’. 

After tea, the weather seemed to have frightened the motorists off the road, for we 

had a pleasant ride and arrived home early. 

I should like to say how much we like to meet the not-so-active members up 

the road, so why not rake out your means of transport and pay the Clubhouse a 

visit? This week-end the visitors included Billy Williams, Bill Bridger, Bennie Mer 

and Bill Brown. 
SEPTEMBER 27/28 

For the umpteenth successive Saturday, I made my way up to the Clubhouse, 

the event on hand being the autumn “2” of that best of all clubs, the EAGLE R.C. 

As there were 22 riders, this meant that the Clubhouse would be completely full for 

the week end, and several of the lads had arranged to get down there early to 

prepare things for the main party. There were several pre-war veterans on the card, 

but of these Joe MacArthur was unable to start on account of ‘flu and Porky Kirk 

was otherwise engaged. Alf Pavey and John Davey went to the turn as marshals, 

but they must have had a confusing time as there were several other events on at 

the same time. They managed to identify all our riders with the exception of Bill 

Brown, who must have been heavily disguised. There was tea for the competitors 

at the finish, provided by our charming catering staff, and an excellent cuppa it was 

too. Several of the lads went over to the Section lunch, the remainder staying 

behind to clear up at the Clubhouse, but we all met at Fairlawn for tea, 31 of us. 

The ride home from Harlow was marred by the motor traffic, but fortunately we 

shan’t have that much longer. 
OCTOBER 4/5 

The Upton Manor Tandem ‘30’ was the season’s last event on the 32
nd

 course, 

and when Fred and I left Woodford at 4 p.m. it was with the intention of having tea 
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at the Clubhouse. At The Robin
41

 we caught Reg Baxter, but he only stayed with us 

for a mile or so. It was his first visit to the Epping Road since 1939, and he wanted 

to enjoy the scenery to the full. Bert Tuck and family then passed us (they were in 

a car) but although we passed them while they were haying tea at Harlow, they 

arrived at Ugley before we did. We spent jolly evening playing cards, and after 

supper retired to bed. Next morning it was bitterly cold with a thick mist lying 

about and seemed far from ideal for speed, although it didn’t seem to matter much 

to the winners. After the event the weather improved considerably and by the time 

Fred and I were ready to move off it was bright and sunny. Fred had to be at work 

at 6 p.m. that evening, which meant that he couldn’t have had more than an hour’s 

sleep! I rode out again to tea, going via High Beech, Waltham Abbey, Goffs Oak 

and Newgate Street to Tylers Causeway, where I joined the Section for tea. The 

Section runs have been well supported lately, and now that the racing season is 

over, we should see some good attendances. The ride home was a very peaceful 

affair, although one or two of the lads were observed to put in a spot or two of 

training up some of the hills in preparation for next week’s event, but they kindly 

waited for us at the top. Nearing London, we ran into a regular pea-souper, but all 

arrived home safely. 
OCTOBER 12 1947 

For the first time in months, I met the Section at the Clock Tower on a Sunday 

morning, the day’s event being the Hill Climb. By the time we moved on there was 

quite a large gathering of old and new faces, and as we only had a few miles to go 

to the venue, we had a nice steady ride for a change. The scene at the top of 

Lippitts Hill was one of great activity, some removing mudguards and saddle bags, 

others busily engaged in exercising their tongues talking over old times. Present on 

the morning were Wally Woodcock and family, Gordon Kirk and his private 

cycling club, Alan Harris and his wife, Bill Brown, wife and son, and many more 

too numerous to mention. Of course John Davey was in the usual spot, and did 

good business with the ‘book’. The event was run off without a hitch, despite the 

presence of a traffic cop, but he proved very friendly, and the Hill itself was in 

good condition, a welcome change from last year.  

After it was all over and on the way to Harlow we stopped at the mobile cafe 

near the Wakes for a cuppa, and then, finding time was very short we had to do the 

remaining miles at a fairly fast pace. After lurch, we split into three parties, one 

going on a lane ride, another making direct for Shelley, and. a third which included 

me, going to Thompson’s for fourses, and so on to tea. The Essex D.A. had a map 

reading competition in the afternoon, and as they too were having tea at The Red 

Cow at Shelley
12

, we agreed, to make a combined party of it, making a grand total 

of 165. Heedless to say, we didn’t get a very good tea. We made our way home 

                                                           
41 The Robin Hood, a pub at the junction of Epping New Road, Cross Roads and Earl’s Path. 
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along the Ongar- Abridge road, finding it reasonably clear of traffic, a good sign 

for the future. 

 
REPORT BY AQUILA 

Nearly seventy members and. friends came to Lippitts Hill to take part in or to 

watch this time honoured autumn classic, and- were rewarded by a fine autumn 

morning and some very fine climbing. The hill itself was in excellent condition, a 

most pleasant change from last year when competitors were impeded by a poor 

surface, and the leading times were very close to Fred Argent’s record of 1 min. 53 

secs. made ten years ago. Incidentally, that old warrior, whose performances on 

this ascent have earned him the title of undisputed King of the Mountains, was at 

last dethroned, although coming straight to the Hill after a bout of night work could 

hardly have improved his chances. That the ability is still there, however, was 

amply demonstrated, because I have rarely seen anybody ride the ‘agony’ bit so 

fast. (This, by the way, also goes for Duggie’s climb - he simply flew over it!)  

Albert Ayton demonstrated his great all-round talent by scoring a clear cut 

victory, and spectators at the bottom of the hill affirmed that he started as if it was 

a 200 yds. sprint instead of an 1100 yards climb. Mention must be made of the 

performance of young John Parker, who was almost twice as fast as he was last 

year, and whose time of 2.14 would have placed him equal 8
th

 with Fred Argent in 

a hot field of Eagles, which surely foreshadows a dramatic entry into the racing 

world one day. Several veterans who rode opined that the hill was getting steeper, 

some suggesting that in places it was actually sloping outwards and that ropes, 

nailed boots and axes ought to have been provided. 
FULL RESULT 

 A.E. Ayton 1 min 54 secs 

 D. J. MacLeod 2 min 00 secs 

 A.C. Batty 2 min 04 secs 

 H.J. Edwards 2 min 08 secs 

 F. Dewar 2 min 09 secs 

 N.G. Lumsden 2 min 10 secs 

 G.L. Saxby 2 min 11 secs 

 F.A. Argent 2 min 14 secs 

 W. Beasant 2 min 19 secs 

 A.S. Tuck 2 min 21 secs 

 G.L. Milroy 2 min 21 secs 

 R. Bathmaker 2 min 20 secs 

 J.A. Miller 2 min 30 secs 

 J.H. Dunn 2 min 34 secs 

 J. Forman 2 min 41 secs 

 A.J. Mundy 3 min 13 secs 
EASTERN SECTION 

 J Parker 2 min 14 secs 

 A. Davey 3 min 02 secs 
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The event was timed was Arthur Jacobs, assisted by Bill Waller and Harry 

Cross. In conclusion, I would like to say how glad we were to see so many older 

members present, and to express the hope that in 1948 they will come along and be 

witnesses of what we feel sure will be an even greater season. Our good wishes go 

to all those who have made it a wonderful year, and with that we can ring down the 

curtain on Nineteen Forty Seven’s racing programme. 
OCTOBER 19TH 1947 

Attendance on Kent runs is usually below going average, but for once we had 

a good muster at East Ham Town Hall, and four lads had already left earlier as they 

were to witness the Catford Hill Climb. The ride through Eltham, Chislehurst and 

Orpington to Green Street Green was uneventful, although one or two were itching 

to start a blind and were only restrained from so doing by lack of knowledge of the 

Kent lanes. At elevenses we were joined by Rene and Arthur, and soon after, with 

Alf Lacey in the lead, we proceeded via Cudham, Knockholt and the lanes to 

Westerham. As soon as the lads spotted a sign post to Godstone, the lunch place, 

they were away, but I was content to potter along and enjoy the pleasant scenery, 

and so was not there for the final sprint. Lunch was much delayed owing to the 

crowd at Curd’s, but as we hadn’t far to go to tea, it didn’t matter much. We split 

into several groups on the way to tea at Biggin Hill, Olive having quite a spot of 

bother with her bike, but ‘Nevvy’ and Duggie managed to render first aid and they 

eventually arrived, at the Big Tea Pot, although rather late. This tea place was 

absolutely full, as there was a social and dance taking place that evening, but they 

gave us quite a reasonable tea. Olive had a lot more trouble with the steering when 

we left, but got to Woolwich; after walking through the tunnel she went to ride off 

and the handlebars came right out of the frame, the fork stem having snapped 

completely. After this she finished the journey by bus, and we took home the 

remains of the old iron. 

Eastern Section Notes 

by Olive Jacobs 

JUNE 8 1947 

A few met at the Clock Tower, while some of us went up the road to see the 

Shaftesbury 50. Jack Torrance was there, acting as ‘tic-tac’ man and correctly 

prophesied what Albert would do. Later, three of us rode across to Sandon to meet 

the others, and while we enjoyed lunch at the ‘Six Bells’, a miniature blizzard 

raged outside. At three o’clock we left for Goose Green (Hertfordshire), dodging a 

couple of showers on the way and stopping to mend a puncture instead of 

‘fourses’. Two riders and a helper arrived, from the Bath Road, and a couple more 

Section members joined us making fifteen in all sitting down to an open-air tea 

once more. A very orderly party proceeded home afterwards.  
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JUNE 15 1947 

Three of us left the Clock Tower as it struck ten on a very doubtful morning. 

We went via the Robin Hood to Waltham, then took the lanes to Essendon where 

we met Bill, Jenny and Arnold and later Bill Pruden and Ron. Leaving elevenses 

rather late we followed the main road, against the wind and in the rain for the last 

mile or so. Most of us decided to ride on while a couple were more sensible and 

caped up. We arrived at about ten to two and found Ted and Eric Bass waiting and 

feeling cold so we soon started on a very nice lunch with tables decorated with 

spiraea and syringa which added to the enjoyment of the meal. In fact I am looking 

forward to our next lunch at Markyate Street. We left about 3.30 for tea, and 

having the usual afternoon puncture had to desert the lanes again and went by 

Harpenden, St. Albans and Hatfield to Merrythought for tea, meeting Albert and 

Gerry from Coventry, and another pair who had been getting in a few more miles 

than most of us. 

 After tea we divided, into two parties as usual at Hatfield, some going by 

Potters Bar the others by Cheshunt. 
JUNE 22 1947 

Almost everybody had gone up the road to see ‘Ayton’s Club’ win in the 

Eastern Counties ‘50’, but two people, John and Bill Pruden, did meet at the Clock 

Tower very promptly at 9.30, and even they had the same idea of going up the 

road, but after lunch they gathered together some company and went over to tea at 

Mill Green, a fairly long ride, but a good tea was had there so the small party went 

home satisfied. 
JUNE 29 1947 

This was the morning of the Inter-club ‘50’ with the South- Eastern Road 

Club so there is still less to report about purely Section activities and I will leave 

you to read all about it from the Eagle correspondents. 

 
THURSDAY EVENINGS  ----MEET US AT---- FRIDAY EVENINGS 

Mrs. Thompson’s, Potter Street  Riggs Retreat, Buckhurst Hill 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°194 April 1949 

MARCH 20TH
  

There was a very large crowd at the Clock Tower this morning, leaving at 

9.50 we sorted ourselves out into two groups and arrived at Dunstable Cottage for 

elevenses. We turned into the lanes at Harlow and made our way to Hatfield 

Peverel for lunch, where we were joined by Peggy and Sam and their son Barry, 

making a total of 25. At tea there were complications! I counted 25 and ordered 

accordingly, then another party of 8 arrived, and that not counting Joan and Charlie 

who had been playing truant all day; then came a few more until eventually we 

totalled 38.The good lady got rather harassed at all this but was quite concerned for 

our well-being and we all had a jolly good tea - I think. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°203 January1950 

 At the recent Annual Meeting of the Eastern Section Miss Olive Jacobs 

tendered her resignation as Section Secretary, after many years of valuable work in 

that capacity. Her going will be universally regretted; and we would like to add our 

thanks for all she has done in these post war years. The Secretaryship, is an 

onerous and at times thankless job, but none will deny that Olive was a first rate 

success in whatever she undertook. We always thought too, that it was lucky for 

folks like Eileen Sheridan that Olive never directed her energies to racing because 

she could certainly turn ‘em round, as quite a few presumptuous new members 

discovered! 

 

Note. In those days there was a club of virtually two halves and closely 

intertwined. The Eagle Road Club for racing and for men only who were also 

members of the Eastern Section of the North Metropolitan Section of the CTC 

which was for touring and women. Women who wanted to race joined the Rosslyn 

Ladies CC. 

Olive Jacobs was the sister of Arthur Jacobs and soon after to become Mrs Ayton. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°190 December 1948 

Tandems in the Alps 

by R.V. Baxter 

In the summer of 1936 two members of the Eastern Section, namely Ted Burt 

and I, set out from Grenoble to make an attack on the Col du Lautaret and the Col 

du Galibier in the French Alps. At that time Ted was slowly regaining his cycling 

fitness after some years of enforced absence from the pastime; whereas I was still 

able to ride fast enough to avoid being dropped by the Section, and, as I now 

realise, quite unable to appreciate what it was like to suffer what is generally 

termed ‘the bonk’. After climbing gradually for about twenty miles in grilling heat, 

Ted began to show signs of flagging, and when we at last pulled up for the night at 

a small hotel by the side of a mountain lake, he had only enough energy left at the 

finish of dinner to empty the bottle of wine before staggering off to bed.  

The following morning he somewhat dubiously agreed to my suggestion that 

‘a hair of the dog that bit you’ was the best treatment for his aches and pains, and 

so we carried on until at length we reached the summit of the Col du Galibier, 8721 

feet above sea level. There, as we stood admiring the vast panorama of snow 

capped peaks, some magic spell in the rarefied atmosphere must have entered 

Ted’s being, causing him to forget forever the trials and tribulations of the long 

upward journey, at least, I can think of no other reason why early in this present 

year (1948) he should suggest to me that it would be a good idea to take our 

respective wives on a tandem tour over the Route des Alpes. 

Doris, my wife, is not a cyclist as that word is understood by most of the 

readers of this magazine, and whilst I toyed with the idea, all the while dreaming 
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nostalgically of past tours on the Continent, I knew that it would require some high 

pressure salesmanship to sell an Alpine tandem tour to her. Therefore I had to go 

carefully 

“How would you like to spend a few days on the Riviera this year?” I began. 

“We could take the tandem with us - it would be useful for pottering around 

on - and while we were there we could take a trip into the Alps - we could take the 

train to a suitable place and then freewheel all the way down to sea level.” 

And so on until finally she agreed to go on the firm understanding that we did no 

cycling whatsoever during the second week of our holiday. 

A careful study of the French railway system convinced me that the most 

convenient starting point for the tour would be the small town of Briançon which is 

situated some 4350 feet above sea level, at the end of a direct line from Paris. The 

map shows that Briançon lies at the head of the valley of the Durance River, which 

winds its way gently downwards through the mountains of the Hautes-Alpes for 

about sixty miles before reaching the broad valley of the lower Rhone. From this 

latter point we would be able to work across the ‘winter’ Route des Alpes and later 

rejoin the ‘summer’ route, eventually making our way to Nice in about 200 miles. 

There we could sunbathe and recuperate. 

This plan was adopted with varying degrees of enthusiasm, and so it was that 

at midday in late August, after travelling sixteen hours on the night train from 

Paris, Doris and I, Ted and Bess and their two sons John (16) and David (12) 

stepped on to Briançon station in brilliant sunshine. 

From the station up to the old walled town of Briançon there is a mile of one 

in ten gradients, and we were soon pushing the heavily laden tandems to the 

accompaniment of remarks from Doris such as  

“I thought you said it would be all downhill.” 

After wandering for a while through the narrow cobbled streets looking for suitable 

lodgings, we entered the Hotel des Alpes and with some, trepidation asked the 

question we had not put over for more than ten years. 

“Is it that Madame has three rooms with double beds to let?” 

We need not have worried; the standard of hospitality among French hotel-keepers 

has not waned. Not only had Madame three rooms vacant, but others also, and 

soon we were performing the well-remembered ritual of examining rooms and, 

discussing the price of each. Having settled the question of accommodation we 

asked for something to eat and within a short space of time we were sitting down to 

one of the best meals of our tour, washed down with liberal draughts of the ‘wine 

of the district’. 

 

Madame wanted us to stay for a few days, but we regretfully told her that we 

had to be on our way. Before setting off on our day’s downhill run, we visited the 

town hall to get our supply of ration tickets. We were handed several sheets of 

multi-coloured coupons resembling sticky transfers which bore the words ‘bread’, 
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‘sugar’, ‘fats’ and ‘cheese’, and another hieroglyphic which I never deciphered. 

We found later that, apart from the bread ticket, which was invariably demanded, 

the coupons were practically useless when shopping. Butter, for instance, was 

never available at the controlled price, but could always be obtained ‘without 

ticket’ at black market prices. We looked very business-like as we set off with shirt 

sleeves rolled up and our shorts abbreviated as far as decency allowed so as to get 

the maximum benefit from the glorious sunshine that we had travelled so far to 

enjoy. Soon we were whizzing down the valley for mile after mile and my stock in 

Doris’s estimation was gradually rising when we came to several long climbs. 

However, the gradients were well engineered and with our ultra low gears we were 

able to potter along without dismounting.  

After four days of riding through grand mountain scenery under perfect blue 

skies with lulls for picnics and bathes in lakes and rivers, we reached the village of 

Puget-Théniers, 1400 feet above sea level and some 43 miles from Nice. Here 

ominous clouds appeared overhead, and as we pulled up at our hotel for the night 

the first large drops of rain began to fall. Within half an hour a violent thunder 

storm was raging. Then the electric light failed, plunging the whole village into 

darkness. The current was not restored that night, and we dined by candlelight, 

brightened occasionally by flickers of lightning. 

At breakfast next morning it was still raining, and low black clouds hung 

around the mountains. I opined that it would be better to get away from the 

mountains and make our way to the coast where the sun was probably shinning. 

The others somewhat reluctantly allowed themselves to be swayed by my 

optimism and so we caped up and started off on our 40 miles downhill run into 

Nice. The road goes through the gorges of the Var, and in fine weather there is 

undoubtedly some magnificent scenery to admire. But we were to have no time for 

admiration, for the storm was returning and soon we were being buffeted by a gale 

which swept up the narrow defile with hurricane force. At times it was impossible 

to see through the wall of rain and very soon the road was awash under inches of 

water. Boulders, swept down the mountainside by the swollen streams, lay in the 

road, adding to the excitement or misery of the journey according to the outlook of 

the rider concerned. The fates were kind to me, however, for as we left the 

mountains after about 30 miles and entered the coastal plain, the sun came out and 

soon the roads were steaming in the intense heat. We gladly uncaped and then rode 

as far as a wayside restaurant where we had an excellent open air lunch, all sitting 

bare footed, on the sunny terrace while our shoes and socks rapidly dried in the 

scorching sun. 

After crashing for days over mountain roads the rest of the journey was for 

Doris like passing from Purgatory to Paradise; the long promised ‘real’ holiday of 

lazy days on sunny beaches was at last at hand. The next problem to be resolved 

was which of the Riviera towns we should grace with our presence. Taking & 

quick glance around Nice and deciding it was too much like Brighton, we rode off 
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in the direction of Cannes. The manageress of an unpretentious hotel in Antibes 

understood our requirements perfectly and offered ‘pension’ terms to suit our 

limited resources. With the tandems and cycles stowed away, the ladies shook the 

creases out of their beach suits, while the men-folk sorted out the last white shirt. 

But as you will probably be reading this in the Christmas Number of the magazine 

it would hardly be appropriate for me to write about the long sunny hours we spent 

on the fashionable beaches of Juan-les-Pins, lounging in deck chairs in the shade of 

huge parasols, bathing in the warm clear waters of the Mediterranean, idly eating 

luscious black grapes or watching lumps of ice slowly melting in our glasses of 

wine.... no, it would be most inappropriate. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°190 December 1948 

A Winter’s Tale 

by E.W. Turner 

The eve of Christmas 1927 had been murky overhead throughout the day, 

with lights burning most of the afternoon. I had been anxiously watching the 

gradual worsening of the weather: fog was the one thing I didn’t want for I had 

arranged to spend Christmas at Weston Underwood, a small village in the northern 

tip of Bucks, lying midway between Northampton and Bedford. My wife had 

travelled down earlier in the day, and I was to cycle there when the shop was 

closed. 

By seven o’clock I was ready for my journey, but the fog by this time had 

descended and it was just a pall of darkness. But with the almost foolhardy spirit of 

the cyclist, I started out, feeling that I’d make it somehow. I kept to the main roads 

through the maze of streets that lie between Leyton and Barnet, and as there were 

trams in those days I found the lines of great help on this painful crawl. With some 

optimism I had persuaded myself that fog in London is only a mist in the country, 

and I reached Barnet at nine o’clock with no untoward adventures, and stopped at a 

café for a bite to eat. 

On resuming my journey I found the fog was turning to a drizzly rain, for 

which relief offered up my thanks. My route lay along the old Walling Street to 

Saint Albans and Dunstable as far as Hockliffe, where, turning right, I left the old 

Roman road and passing through Woburn Sands I soon reached Newport Pagnell. 

From here there was a lane ride of about six miles which took me into that kind of 

country which is very quiet and far removed from the town’s rear. I arrived at my 

destination at about 1 a.m. and was soon abed. Weston Underwood, which is my 

wife’s native village is situated on the Ouse, and has been mentioned by H. V. 

Morton in one of his books as one of the prettiest of English villages. The very 

small church stands on the edge of the village and to enter it takes one back almost 

to medieval times, it is so little changed. During the evening services in the darker 

months it is lit by oil lamps which hang from the rafters. 
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Christmas Day brought snow which lasted through the day and gave the 

village a Christmas card appearance. We had a grand time indoors and ignored the 

weather outside. On Boxing Day the weather was dull and the snow lay unchanged 

on the roads. In the evening a stiff N.E. wind, sprang up and blew the snow about. 

The following morning was bright and sunny, and the snow soon became wet and 

the village looked patchy. As I was returning later that day I was glad to see that 

there was no deep snow, and I left for home shortly after dinner. As a memento of 

my visit I brought away with me a bottle of home-made elderberry wine, which I 

was later to find very useful. I intended to have tea at Povey’s in Dunstable, and 

leaving Weston at 2.30 I was soon bowling along, helped by the N.E. wind which 

showed no sign of abatement. The weather was cold now, but bright, just one of 

those winter days which are really good for cycling. There didn’t seem to be much 

snow on the roads, although the surface was very wet.  

I was soon through Newport Pagnell and Woburn, and nearing Hockliffe I 

was topping a bit of a hill on which two cottages stand when I was surprised to see 

a great deal of snow on the road. This gradually deepened until I was forced to 

dismount and walk to the top....and here I discovered that the two cottages had 

disappeared under a mound of snow and that the road was absolutely impassable. 

A group of men with shovels were apparently trying to cut a path through the 

snow, which was just over six feet deep. It seemed that the wind had blown the 

snow of the fields and heaped it on to the road between the hedges on either side. I 

entered into conversation with the diggers and they told me that the main London 

road was impassable for many miles. I lifted my cycle on to my shoulder, climbed 

on to the top of the snow and surveyed the prospect round me. 

The road had disappeared alright! And all around was a vast wilderness of 

snow. I turned and proceeded to walk over the snow over the top of the hedge and 

into the field alongside, and proceeded thus towards Hockliffe. It did not occur to 

me to turn back because my wife was expecting me home by the evening. I had to 

carry my machine and I walked as near to the hedge as I could, for the snow was 

about two feet deep in the field, eventually. I was able to get back on to the road 

where it was about the same depth, but I found that I had to leave the road and take 

to the fields every time I came to an incline because the wind had evidently blown 

the snow up every hill on to the road, and just piled it up until it was filled to the 

top of/the hedges. Naturally enough, by the time got to Dunstable my feet and legs 

were very wet, and entering Povey’s for some tea I found a very feeble fire which 

was depressing to one so cold. Still, I made a good tea and then went to the 

Railway Station to enquire somewhat hopefully about a train, but there was 

nothing for about three hours, and I decided that in my wet condition it would be 

wisest to keep moving. By now it was very dark and I had to light my lamp, Lucas 

acetylene with a powerful beam which was very comforting. Still, it was in a very 

subdued frame of mind that I resumed my journey. 
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I found the road to be so bad in places that I could not even walk on it, and 

often I had to leave it and pick my way instinctively through the adjoining fields. 

This of course meant carrying the cycle, and one thing which stands out in my 

recollections of this ride was the hard crust on the top of the snow in those fields. 

The night was now freezing, and I found that as I walked on the hard crust it would 

just about support my weight of one foot: when my whole weight went down the 

foot would sink and sink until it reached some sort of solidity. Thus every step 

became a gamble, and I remember wondering whether I would walk into a hidden 

ditch and finish up with a real soaking. As I was unfamiliar with the fields, I cannot 

imagine what good fairy guided my weary footsteps back on to the road after each 

diversion. This part of the ‘ride’ from Dunstable to Markyate was the hardest. 

Markyate itself was hardly recognisable, for there was only a narrow path 

about two feet wide cut close to the houses, and the rest of the pavement and road 

was buried under six feet of snow. As readers of this magazine know, Markyate 

has a very narrow main street and is tedious at the best of times, but on this 

December night it was nothing less than a nightmare. The street is a sharp decline 

and I had to creep along near the pavement hugging the walls of houses and from 

time to time stumbling over huge lumps of frozen snow which had fallen from the 

great piled banks which lay on one side of me. When I reached the other end of the 

village I was very glad to find that I could ride occasionally and it was on one of 

those occasions, when I was gingerly threading my way through the snow cutting 

when I suddenly hit a large and very hard piece of frozen snow which had dropped 

into the clearing. The impact shot me clean into the air although I did not fall off 

the bike, but falling back very heavily on to the saddle I broke one side of it and for 

the rest of the journey I was hampered by a broken saddle spring. 

Here and there parts of the road were reasonably clear and it was possible to 

ride for stretches of about 30 yards, but at other times I found high ridges of snow 

across the carriage way where the wind had blown it through the hedges. 

Eventually, and with great difficulty, I at last passed St. Albans and on to London 

Colney. 

Of course, by this time the night was far advanced and my gas lamp was 

burning low in addition, I was myself feeling the need of refreshment so I hied me 

to my saddle bag and took a swig of the elderberry wine, a performance which I 

repeated at regular intervals thereafter. My lamp petered out altogether and I 

continued in darkness, although the reflection of the snow was sufficient for my 

needs. I reached Barnet just before 1 a.m. and was fortunate enough to find a 

roadside cafe still open. It was only a pull-up for lorry drivers but never before or 

since have I been more thankful for a warm room and a meal. Here I was able to 

thaw out my lamp and refill it with carbide, and soon I was riding happily along, 

for the snow on the road from Barnet was quite flattened down, and I reached 

home without much more ado. 
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Two days later I read that the Dunstable Cutting had just been opened for 

traffic after having been impassable for four days. 

“Impassable!” I chuckled, “not to a cyclist”.  

So ended my Christmas adventure but there was a grievous sequel, for the 

Club as a result of that wild weather. When the thaw came a few days later the 

rivers became swollen with the melting snows and the Thames received its share of 

the flood waters. Then came the extremely high tide on the night of January 6
th

 

1928 when the river overflowed at Westminster, and when the surrounding streets 

were flooded, and many people drowned, one of them being our own Frank 

Willsher, who, trapped in the basement of a nearby house, was lost to us and this 

world. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°239 March 1953 

The Lyndhurst Weekend 

by one who suffered! (F J Evans)  

Leaving the Bank at 10.45, on a February morning among the Saturday traffic 

Messrs. Everett, Burgess, Herring, Notley, Thwaites, Wheeler and myself headed 

west. True to tradition we left Oxford Street in a state of panic, scattered with 

pedestrians, harassed car-drivers and verbose bus conductors. But we left London 

without mishap and settled down to a grind into the wind, having 12s’s at Chertsey 

and lunch at Aldershot. Here Ron found a slot machine which paid back pennies! 

This must have been Ron’s luck because he won about fourpence before he was 

pushed aside in our eagerness to try. It was not so easy as it looked and having 

exhausted our supply of coppers we left. 

 Through Farnham and over the Hampshire Downs the pace was steady and 

we had fourses at New Alresford where Ken stopped, hovered, and then gracefully 

crashed onto the pavement to the amusement of the ‘locals’. He had merely 

forgotten to release his toestraps! Then through Winchester and on to about five 

miles from Lyndhurst when Ken started a blind going off with Ron. We later found 

these two at the digs smugly lying on the two best beds. 

Ken, Peter and I, the only clean ones present, bathed then trooped down to a 

welcome ham-salad supper. Later the gamblers settled down to a long pontoon 

session while others annoyed the neighbours on the grand piano provided for that 

purpose. After a fruitless search for an open ‘pub’ we went upstairs to bed and (we 

hoped!) rest. 

 At eleven p.m. Ken, Pete and I were surprised by the entry of Brian and John, 

with wicked looks on their faces; we hastily anchored our blankets but they came 

to tell us Ron had foolishly got in the way of some water ...thrown by John. After 

they had gone Ken suggested raiding their room so armed with knotted socks we 

set off. 

As we burst into the room Peter in his excitement pulled, down the electric 

light cord putting the room in darkness...After turning on the light and clearing up 
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the mess John suggested a raid on Tom’s room in the attic. Five minutes later a 

bunch of half naked savages could have been seen roaming about the house armed 

with knotted socks; at nearly twelve o’clock we got to bed. Next morning we were 

awakened by a knock, on the door and in came the lady of the house ... with cups 

of tea. Service indeed. We sat talking in bed when a gong sounded. Ken jumped 

out of bed saying “Breakfast” but jumped back when we said it was half an hour to 

go. Twenty minutes later John dropped in to say that they had had their breakfast 

and we had better get a move on as the old girl downstairs was doing her ‘knut’. 

After a scrambled meal we left at 10.30 a.m. Tom had taken a photo before 

we left getting us into position one second before a motor scattered us into the 

ditch. We turned north before Southampton and Ron lost us again. From this point 

onwards the pace got faster and faster through the lanes towards Winchester where 

the ‘blind’ proper started. Peter, out of the kindness of his heart dropped behind to 

keep me company and we met the others at elevenses. 

This stay in Winchester was too short and we were soon on the road to 

Basingstoke over that route which defies description. Ron was in front with John 

who was training for the Glendene Novices and once again, after a couple of miles 

the rest went away. After Basingstoke where I met the others the pace was 

moderate to Windsor where we had tea, after wandering round, in a low dive. The 

waiter was an enormous, greasy looking type who, with an everlasting cigarette 

between his lips, gathered up the dirty crocks with an air of utter boredom. 

After tea we roared down the A4 with a strong westerly gale behind us. Ron 

had an altercation with a coach driver and later at St. Paul’s found his light out, the 

rest blinded on whilst I stopped with him. Eventually I arrived home having come 

from Windsor to my house at an average of eighteens. 

I fell into bed on Sunday night longing for the racing season to start so that I 

would have an excuse for not going out on any more training weekends. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°251 April 1954 

Yorkshire Interlude 

by Ron Thwaites 

As the Club includes the holder’s of a tandem competition record it would be 

reasonably safe to assume that we should have a number of exponents of the 

‘twicer’ in our ranks. Within the last year these machines have been getting even 

more popular with some of our current racing men to the extent that their use is no 

longer confined to the racing season but also extends into the sociable season of 

winter weekends - and woe betide any single bicycle rider who attempts to intrude 

on a ‘tandem weekend’. 

You may well ask what all this has to do with Yorkshire! Well it happened 

like this. A little jaunt to just within the county boundary of Dorset last November 

induced our tandem riding ‘friends’ to think of even more distant places to take a 

tandem to at such unlikely times as, say, February. The result of their deliberations 
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was Yorkshire - only about 400 yards inside the boundary - but Yorkshire all the 

same! The tandem party consisted of Bill Ash and Brian Herring on one machine 

and Alan Kay and John Notley on the other. Three single riders also signified their 

intention of joining the party and of these only one, the writer, was foolhardy 

enough to go in the end. I should have known better having already ‘enjoyed’ the 

Dorset encounter. However I had no intention of coming back with the tandems - a 

train journey was already planned. 

The main reason for the trip was to meet Peter Wheeler at Bawtry Youth 

Hostel; he was coming down from Catterick on a ‘48’
42

. When winter suddenly 

caught up with us early in the month and the proposed date drew nigh with little 

change in either weather or road conditions and with most of the country under a 

snow and ice it seemed that our plans would have to be postponed. However on the 

Friday before our departure - the South having already begun to thaw out - we 

were notified by telegram from Peter that the “roads were reasonable” and that he 

had started out. Knowing P.J.W. we know this most probably meant that they had 

only been snow-ploughed anyway - and as things turned out I discovered we 

weren’t far wrong. 

So on Saturday, February 13
th

 (I’ve just noticed what the date was!) when the 

tandems left Chingford I was already steadily plugging up the Old North Road 

through Cheshunt - in the rain, of course - having got about half an hours start on 

them. 

Of the other two solo riders one had already wisely changed his mind and the 

other most unfortunately went to Hatfield on the Great North Road to meet us and, 

of course, missed us entirely. He lost no time in returning post-haste to his own 

fire- side. By the time I arrived in Ware the rain was fairly pelting down. From 

here to beyond Norman Gross the Old North Road follows the line of Ermine 

Street - a highway which, countless generations since Roman times have used to 

the North. Today the way is relatively quiet since most traffic uses the slight longer 

but less hilly route up the Great North Road through Welwyn, Stevenage and 

Baldock. The record - breaker (R.R.A. species) uses neither of these routes but an 

even shorter and easier one which leaves the Great North Road at Welwyn and 

goes via Hitchin and a tiny lane across the Bedfordshire cabbage fields to rejoin the 

Great North Road at the ‘Biddy’ Memorial
43

 at Girtford Bridge. But we were after 

no records and the shortest route from our side of London is up the Old North Road 

all the way to where it joins its busier modern counterpart at the top of Alconbury 

Hill. 

According to Samuel Pepys who travelled this way on horseback the road 

north of Ware was ‘exceeding bad’ and, despite the fact that the surface has 

                                                           
42 A ‘48’ was 48 hours leave. Peter Wheeler was in the Army doing his National Service and stationed at Catterick.  
43 ‘Biddy’ Memorial – A Memorial Garden at Girtford Bridge near Sandy in Bedfordshire to Frederick Thomas 

Bidlake - racing cyclist, cycling administrator and timekeeper. As a member of the North Road Cycling Club, he 

helped organise a rebel individual time trial, on 5 October 1895, at a time when the National Cyclists’ Union had 

banned racing on roads. 
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changed out of all recognition since his time, I still found it bumpy and full of 

puddles so that each passing car sprayed a shower of mud over me at regular 

intervals and it was not without a certain amount of relief that I passed through 

Royston onto a quieter section of road. Shortly after this I was able to uncape and 

when the rain started again just before Caxton Gibbet I fled into the shelter of a 

convenient transport cafe for elevenses. Out into the rain once more and with 

scarcely another mile covered an ominous chuckle from the rear indicated that the 

tandems had arrived. An immediate increase in my speed of at least three to four 

miles an hour served to take us all into Huntingdon together where the tandem 

crews decided to have their elevenses. By now the rain had ceased and the sun was 

shining. After a quick ‘cuppa’ I decided to press on alone hoping to keep my lead 

on the tandems for a few more miles at least. And so onto the Great North Road 

and thence to Stamford did I manage to keep my lead, although the last few miles 

into the town were a trifle hard. After a short wait the tandems arrived, having 

covered that last bit a great deal faster than I - but with at least as much effort (I 

hoped!). 

After a very nice lunch (of which more anon) we carried on together over the 

‘21 hills in 21 miles’ to Grantham. The last hill down into Grantham’s busy streets 

gave Alan Kay the chance to scare John Notley almost out of his wits by ‘rolling’ 

down it at a steady ‘forties’ and suddenly encountering a set of traffic lights at red 

at the bottom (he did stop but only just!). Although the forty-five odd miles to 

Bawtry from Grantham seemed all uphill to me there is only one hill of any size 

and that is Gonerby Hill about a mile north of Grantham - it’s a snorter! We stayed 

together going up the thing but down the other side the tandems gained about half-

a-mile lead over me in just over a mile and it must have been about four miles 

before I caught them again.  

Shortly after this someone brightly suggested that we should have tea in 

Retford. As the next signpost revealed that this noble burgh was still 23 miles 

distant and I had a horrible bundle, the voting showed 4 in favour and 1 abstention 

- I was lost for words! The Great North Road is not very interesting scenically over 

much of its length and much of it is downright ugly and monotonous and to me the 

whole stretch from Grantham to way beyond Newcastle has little to commend it at 

all. It seemed ever more unattractive than usual on that afternoon to me. However 

by dint of much hanging on by the proverbial eyebrows (and because most of the 

cafés on the way were shut) we did eventually arrive together in Retford for tea. 

The remaining ten or so miles to our destination were without incident except that I 

celebrated crossing the Yorkshire boundary by being sick on it - the lunch at 

Stanford eventually proving to me that ‘pork hot-pot’, however tasty, Is not the 

best of food on a fast cycling run.  

And so to Bawtry where a very pleasant evening was spent with Peter with 

many a chuckle over the incidents of the earlier parts of the day. We stayed at the 

Youth Hostel and the Warden’s wife made us very welcome although she seemed 
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surprised to see so many Londoners up there in February. The warden, himself a 

club cyclist had gone over to Blyth that evening to a Tricycle Association dinner in 
the company of a gentleman riding an ‘Ordinary’. What the reactions of late 

motorists were to meeting these two returning on their respective mounts at about 

two in the morning is best left to the imagination. 

As was only to be expected Sunday dawned wet and misty. The tandem crews 

were not too happy about the delights of a wet ride home but as I was not going 

with them "I careth not for their predicament” and wished them the best of luck. 

We learned later that they clocked a steady ‘evens’ riding time all the way home 

and after the first few miles they were able to stowaway their capes and have a 

reasonably pleasant ride. I was as sorry as anything to hear that they all not bundles 

on the way. When they were having tea in a cafe Royston the waitress asked them 

if they had come far and when John casually mentioned Yorkshire she as good as 

called him a liar. They had an unplanned stop near Ware to change the air in one of 

their tyres after it leaked out suddenly with a bang (see earlier comment re Pepys 

and ‘exceeding bad roads’). 

Peter and I had a very drab and monotonous journey through the salubrious 

districts of Doncaster, Wakefield and Leeds. We had as ‘weather’ a peculiar and 

very foul mixture of rain, fog and liquid coal dust (it tasted like coal dust anyway) 

which soon blackened us like a pair of sweeps. London ‘smog’ is a very innocuous 

affair compared with this Yorkshire variety. We eventually descended out of this 

muck into sunshine at Otley in Wharfedale just in time for a late lunch. We dined 

in a cycling rendezvous that was a cross between Thompson’s and the Alpha; it 

was populated with a motley crew making a lot of noise and dressed in the current 

mode ‘a la comic opera’. They apparently spent nearly all day there before 

attempting the arduous journey of eleven miles back to Leeds - this must be a very 

strenuous outing indeed because stripped down machines and about ten gears 

seemed to be essential. The proprietress was a ‘reet’ Yorkshire character and her 

forthright requests for less noise - which had no results - helped to enliven what 

was a very poor sort of meal in uninspiring surroundings. The best thing about the 

meal was the large pint mug of tea which we were able to replenish a couple of 

times 

We spent that afternoon making our way up Wharfedale which was covered in 

snow and bathed in pale wintry sunshine. Some people claim that this is the finest 

of all Yorkshire Dales although a large school of thought claims this distinction for 

wilder Swaledale. But to us on that sunny afternoon as we made our way up the 

dale into wilder and quieter country with snow getting deeper on either side and a 

mist slowly descending over the ‘tops’ Wharfedale looked as fine as anything we 

had yet come across in our travels on a bicycle. We passed small groups of walkers 

and, more frequently, cyclists (no comic opera outfits up here) making their way 

back to their homes in the towns we had passed through that morning. To these 

tough Yorkshire types I suppose snow covered crossings of the Pennines are part 
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and parcel of a usual winter week-end but to us Southerners this was really 

something! As the roads had been snow-ploughed and the thaw was well in we 

found the going reasonably easy and safe; but on the tricky descent into Burnsall, 

Peter took a dodgy corner a little too fast and made a very spectacular entry into 

the village slipping and sliding on the mixture of slush, sand and grit which lay in 

occasional patches on corners and steep pitches as if to catch out the unwary. In the 

gathering dusk and a chilling mist we eventually arrived at Buckden - a lonely, 

peaceful and very beautifully situated hamlet tucked away at the head of the dale. 

A short search around the village resulted in us finding ourselves seated in front of 

a large 1og fire in a cosy low-beamed cottage lit by an oil lamp whilst the lady of 

the house prepared us a very fine tea. That meal of bacon and egg with brown 

bread and farm butter, followed by lashing of tea and home-made cakes was a feast 

fit for a King. By now it was cold and dark outside and the thought of a journey 

over those bleak and desolate hills did not seem at all inviting. We felt so 

comfortable there we could well have stayed the night, but Catterick and the 

Army’s care were awaiting Peter. So reluctantly and yet with a sense of 

adventurous anticipation we went outside into the stillness of a chilly winter night.  

There are three roads out of the top of Wharfedale and the lowest and most 

frequented - the Kidstones - rises to nearly 1400 feet before dropping into tiny 

Bishopdale and eventually Wensleydale; the other two roads are almost tracks in 

actual fact with a thin layer of tar on them and they rise far higher and are little 

used. So we chose, the Kidstones and if you continental tourists scoff at such minor 

pass storming please remember the conditions - the darkness, the .mist and patches, 

of snow - anyway neither Peter or I would have tackled it alone, I can assure you. 

As there was a moon above the mist and cloud we were just able to pick out 

the road for a little way in front and the snowy slopes on either side. The only noise 

up there - and it seemed to be magnified a thousand-fold - was the bubbling and 

rushing of countless little mountains streams all in spate in the thawing snow. The 

journey over the ‘tops’ seemed completely out of this world and I put the ‘wind up’ 

a bit sliding down the steep bits on the other side although there was not a great 

amount of snow on the road - only grit - and luckily for us it was not freezing yet. 

Bishopdale was just like a fairyland and with the gradient in our favour - fairly 

gradual now - we sped down that twisting, winding little lane into Aysgarth and 

comparative civilisation again. We did think of tackling the Buttertubs Pass over to 

Keld but fortunately we thought again and second thoughts were best and we 

didn’t. What that idea or an attempt on one of the other ways out of Wharfedale in 

the dark would have been like is anybody’s guess - It would certainly have been an 

experience but enough’s as good as a feast. 

We travelled down Wensleydale by the main road - which meant we spent all 

our time following it up and down the sides of the valley (and why the road can’t 

go along the bottom of the valley I’ve not the faintest idea!) After a quick pint at 

Leyburn we headed North over the moorland road which leads to Richmond; up on 
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top I turned left towards Swaledale and Peter went right towards Catterick and we 

went our respective ways, parting as casually as if we were at The Wakes Arms 

after a club run, with a “Cheerio, see you Sunday week”! By now the mist was 

very thick and very wet and with the patches of snow on the road getting deeper 

and more frequent I was obliged to put out my lights to reduce glare so that I could 

pick my way more easily. An attempt to take a short cut down a tiny lane ended up 

in a snowdrift so back onto the ‘main road’ I had to come. As so often seems to 

happen when on tour I had nearly every other map I wanted with me except the one 

covering the area I was now in (that one was in the draw at home!). Although I had 

memorised the route from Pete’s Bart ½” (of ancient vintage) and although it may 

seem simple to ride about 3 miles down into a dale, and then turn left and ride 

about seven mile up it, then turn left again up a lane onto the moors for about a 

mile that little trip seemed to take an eternity. For a time I had a notion that I had 

overshot the mark and was heading fairly rapidly for the upper part of Swaledale 

and the prospect of a night out in the hills. But just when I was nearly certain I had 

gone past my turn - and on the point of turning back - I found myself in Grinton 

and a mile or so up a very snowy and icy lane I found Grinton Lodge Youth 

Hostel.  

 It looked so dark and empty from the road that unless I had already phoned 

the warden from Leyburn I think I should not have even bothered to investigate 

any further for signs of life. However I stumbled down a dark and gloomy avenue 

of trees towards the house - a battlemented mansion - and entered through a spooky 

looking archway into a courtyard, the clatter of my feet on the flagstones echoing 

to and fro between the walls. All was dark and silent but after groping around for a 

while (with a dynamo headlamp) I found a light down a passage and then the 

warden and surprisingly a very bright, warm and comfortable hostel. I was the only 

visitor. 

The following day, in spite of rising early, I did not get away until well into 

the middle of the morning because, over breakfast with the warden and his wife, 

we discussed at great length, the Dales, the Lakes, cycling, walking, mountain 

rough-stuff, hostels and hostellers and the whole gamut of subjects which get well 

aired over hostel meal tables. When the warden and I finished the warden’s wife 

carried on. At last, after looking over the house, I got away with the promise to call 

again sometime (and it may not be very long either) and got back onto the road. 

The only practicable way back from there was back into the dale and down to 

Richmond as the ‘top’ roads were snow-bound. But before dropping down to the 

village and back along the valley to admire the impressive spectacle of the hills 

west towards Keld and Birkdale and beyond, still covered with their enveloping 

mantle of snow and all was silent and gave an impression of absolute solitude that 

was almost uncanny. Within eight hours of that I was back in the bustle of 

London’s traffic but even that short moment of moorland and mountain splendour 

made all the efforts of the preceding two days more than worthwhile. 
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The journey back down to Richmond was lingered over, I was in no mood to 

dash out of this marvellous scenery, but after that I had to get down to the task of 

catching the 2:37 from York (good old British Railways - what would a cyclist do 

without them!) because it was necessary that I was in Ilford that evening and it was 

the 2:37 or no train for another 2½ hours and that a slow one. The shortest and also 

the quietest and prettiest way to York lay almost entirely through the lanes; the 

only eyesore being Catterick Camp but that was soon behind. But I lingered too 

long over an early lunch in the tiny town of Bedale and the thirty five miles from 

there had to be done at something inside ‘evens’ if that train was to be caught. So 

with all the snow now left far behind I went across the plain (!) of York at a rate of 

progress that seemed slow but hurt like blazes. A meeting with a flock of sheep 

made my tight schedule even tighter and I fairly staggered into York on my 

‘benders’. I had never been to York before and one of those days I must go and 

have a look round because all I saw was masses of traffic which seemed to be 

conspiring to keep me from York Station. As it was I left quite a few road users 

wondering where the fire was. Anyway within half a minute of having the door of 

the guard’s van slammed behind me the train was on its way to King’s Cross! 

There my cycling narrative ends and after a clean-up and then tea in the 

restaurant car (with my still very muddy legs tucked away under the table and out 

of sight) I settled down to watch the towns of Bawtry, Retford, Newark and all 

points South slip past at a much faster and more comfortable rate than they did 

when travelling the hard way behind the tandems on Saturday. 

To tell the seasoned tourists who read the WOAE of the delights and pleasures 

of touring in the winter-time when there are no crowds, heat, traffic or difficulties 

of finding accommodation would like preaching to the converted but to those who 

only know of the beauties of this land of ours in mid-summer I would say  

“Try a day or two away in the winter-time if you can manage it” 

You will be surprised at the difference in places you may think you already know 

pretty thoroughly and you may be lucky and have some snow! 

 I don’t know whether the miles covered over that weekend were of any use as 

training miles - probably not - and I don’t know how many they were anyway! I do 

know that it is far beyond the capabilities of my pen to convey to you all of that 

short glimpse of mountain, moorland and snow in all their desolate splendour. 

Perhaps the pen of Bill Oakley or Frank Patterson could do that in either words or 

sketches but I most certainly cannot. I am certain that the recollections of that 

Yorkshire interlude will rank as one of the most memorable of my cycling 

experiences; and I’ve a hunch that Peter Wheeler - even though he is now 

practically a ‘local inhabitant’ in the Dales - will probably agree with me. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°251 April 1954 

The Peaks & the Valleys 

by Arnold Davey 

The successful Everest expedition took with it a newspaper-man who was not 

a trained climber so that he could publish a story about it afterwards. It was in the 

same spirit that I set out to go with ‘the boys’ for this year’s Easter Hardriders tour. 

There were several reasons why I had done no cycling for months and I expected 

to get the bundle of the century; certainly did. 

A bitter North wind and varying working hours resulted in our party arriving 

at Biggleswade on Thursday night in ones and twos, with ‘Tensing’ Meopham 

demonstrating his sky-blue climbing jacket complete with hood, as well as a black 

plastic air-pillow. The purpose of the latter was rather obscure. Either we were 

heading for regions where oxygen was essential or he had promised to take some 

Welsh air home to his Mum; both these theories received a set-back when we 

found he kept his face flannel in it. 

On Friday morning the wind was even stronger and Melton Mowbray seemed 

very far off for lunch. We straight away set an all- time record by losing one 

member and having a pile-up within the first two miles. The rest of the morning 

was a horrible grind into the gale with doom settling about the weaker ones. Alan, 

whom we had lost at Biggleswade, was at lunch before us, having come a longer 

harder way, faster on his own. After Melton the road got easier across the plains 

and the rest of the days ride was uneventful as far as Belper where Brian Walters 

and myself chose the easier Derwent Valley route while the others had a stab at the 

one over the tops to Bonsall. Mr and Mrs. Ingledew are keen cyclists and we spent 

a pleasant evening yarning with them and their two other guests. 

We discovered on Saturday morning that once behind schedule in the Peak 

District, there’s no catching up. It was drizzling as we made a rather late start up 

the hill and many joints creaked in unison. Somehow we lost Jack Miller (Old 

Father Time to the irreverent) first thing and there followed a swiftly conducted 

tour of the Peaks, including the drop to Dovedale down the steepest ‘1 in 9’ I’ve 

ever seen. There are two roads along the Manifold Valley, the flatter of them is an 

old light railway dug up and surfaced and it was rather a novelty riding along this 

rail-road with its embankments, stations and tunnels. What we didn’t realise was 

that the road we should have taken out of the valley climbed the hill the tunnel 

burrowed under. So we lost our way in the strangest manner yet, however, the 

map-reading combine got us out of it. 

By this time we were well and truly down on schedule which had us meeting 

Jack Dunn at Rudyard for elevenses, consequently the pace warmed up a bit and 

when Jack Miller was spotted on the horizon the temperature rose still higher. This 

proved too much for yours truly and Eric, who had been adjusting his brakes, 

generously stayed with me. Then the clouds closed in. Neither of us knew where to 
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find Rudyard, it wasn’t on our maps, so we gave it best and had lunch in the next 

town to make sure of it. Going down the steep hill into Leek there was an 

interesting moment when I ran out of road on a hairpin and was forced up a farm 

track, whilst Eric bust his rear tyre on the same corner. Comparing notes that night 

we found that all of us had taken the same farm track. Meanwhile the rest of the 

lads missed Jack Dunn at Rudyard (and no wonder - they were an hour late) and 

had lunch before proceeding to put the miles in round Crewe to Ruabon. The St. 

John’s Ambulance Brigade were holding a flag day in these parts so Jack Miller 

was able to get patched up after a fight with a chicken en route. Two bob in the box 

squared it, I believe. 

Eric and I meantime navigated our way across thirty miles of Shropshire lanes 

using his ‘Esso’ map and my Atlas of Great Britain, a feat we are very proud of. It 

was at Llanymynech that evening that we discovered Jack Miller’s guilty secret. 

He’s a hair cream eater. In his fowl slaughtering antics earlier in the day, he came 

down rather heavily on his saddlebag which contained, among other things, an 

enormous tube of Brylcreem
44

. Hence he had chocolate with Brylcreem, apples and 

Brylcreem, Brylcreem flavoured biscuits, Brylcreem coloured socks and a map of 

North Brylcreem, Now a man with Jack’s locks couldn’t put all those gallons of 

cream on his hair and he doesn’t lubricate his bike with it, so he must eat it. 

I might mention here that Eric Bass had brought five tubulars with him (all 

old rags); he said he wanted to use them up. He was having no trouble doing so, as 

within the first mile on Sunday morning another of them blew out and while he 

was changing it one of our amateur farmers drove some wandering cows into a 

field. We did wonder some miles further on whether it had been the field to which 

they belonged. 

Our way now lay over a delightful track in the hills, primroses and violets 

grew around in lovely confusion and strange as it may seem bunches of them were 

soon adorning some fierce racing irons. It was along this same track that we 

rounded a sharp corner to find the 8 feet roadway taken up by a 7 foot 6 lorry. I 

was a little in front of the others and was in time to see the look of horror on the 

driver’s face as he stood on everything and shut his eyes. Shortly afterwards Eric 

gave two little lambs neurosis for the rest of their lives by blowing out another rear 

tyre hard by their ears. That was the last of the spares so for the rest of the tour no 

meal stop was complete without ‘Woofer’ and his needle and thread. The map-

readers had sorted out another little track for us after Font-Robert but the entrance 

to it was guarded by a bull straight out of that picture of ‘Highland Cattle’ every 

boarding house seems to cherish, so we admitted defeat and went to Llanfair 

Caereinion by road. 

At lunch there we met a famous Anfield racing man (our old friend Jack Salt) 

whose opinion we sought as to the state of the road to Carno. He cocked an eye at 

                                                           
44 Brylcreem - A brand of hair styling products for men, a pomade of an emulsion of water and mineral oil stabilised 

with beeswax. 
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‘Woofer’s’ embroidery and opined it was suitable for tubs. Well I hope I never 

meet a road that isn’t! Two boulder strewn ruts, about 1 in 4, hairpins, gates: just 

fine for tubs. It was during the afternoon when Brian Herring suddenly found out 

that the best brakes are made of wool. His jersey came adrift from his bag and got 

caught up in the fixed sprocket he carried, pulling him up much sharper than his 

Lytaloys
45

 do. By the time he had unravelled it from the wheel it was a completely 

different patterned jersey. 

Ron’s marvellous schedule was right out of gear again by Carno and fourses 

at Newtown didn’t improve matters for the café service was the slowest on record. 

Ron timed it and it took seven minutes for the good lady to give him change. Tea 

was at Knighton after which Alan proposed a detour up some outlandish track but 

for once even Meopham dissented so we took the most direct route. (Praise be!) 

The Live and Let Live at Whitbourne is the place where John Notley walked 

through the wall two years ago but the Landlady bore us no grudge because of that. 

It is an extremely popular place and the public bar on Sunday night resembled a 

tube train in the rush hour, except that tube train passengers don’t usually try to 

play darts. 

Monday morning we took leave of Jack Dunn who had a few more days’ 

holiday and turned our wheels homeward. The orchards of Worcestershire were in 

full bloom and it was glorious riding along in the warm spring sunshine. Everyone 

was so happy that not even an Eagle had the heart to blind. Another club was in 

possession of our lunch place in Banbury so we had a long wait and spent most of 

the time trying to convince American tourists that ‘Woofer’ and his sewing were 

not an old English craft fast dying out. 

From Banbury our numbers gradually diminished as we took our own pet 

ways into London. On the whole it was a grand holiday. Personally I regained my 

waistline and my appetite.   The others, yes, I’m sure they enjoyed themselves 

thoroughly, so roll up you hardriders, and book for next year’s event.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°268 September 1955 

Three Men ‘Adrift’ in France 

by Jack Miller 

The following may not be everybody’s idea of a cycling holiday; various 

incidents may even call forth the epithet of ‘tuggoes’. A possible definition of a 

‘tuggo’ being: - ‘One who does things I wouldn’t do’ - if that is so, then we revel 

in being ‘tuggoes’ - if only for being, ‘different’! 

At long last the dawn broke on Saturday 9
th

 July, the day when young Lionel 

Manning of the Elite C.C. and myself set forth on our journey to the South of 

France. Our plane was leaving Ferryfield near Folkestone in Kent (Lydd Airport) 

at 1.50p.m. so we had plenty of time to ‘ride down’. The first ‘incident’ arose on 

                                                           
45 Lytaloys were Calliper brakes (circa 1947-50) 
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the Woolwich Ferryboat when a deckhand asked me to move my bicycle, and then 

remarked  

“Nice day for a run, going far?” Trying hard to be casual, I replied 

“To the South of France, we hope”, He grunted in disbelief and swung open 

the gates.  

We had an early dinner en route and arrived at the Silver City airfield on time. 

We were then escorted to our plane, going through the passport and customs 

formalities on the way, and were soon comfortable on sumptuous upholstered seats 

in the cabin, accommodation was there for sixteen but only twelve travelled on this 

trip. An official came along to check our safety belts, and pointed out the location 

of lifebuoys - and cuspidors. The plane taxied smoothly off and almost before we 

realized it, we were airborne - a car ride along the Whitechapel Road would have 

been much more bumpy, for apart from one or two minor air-pockets the trip was 

apparently motionless - although we later learned that the speed was over 150 

miles per hour. The journey took 20 minutes to Le Touquet airfield, where after 

passing through the passport office we found our bikes propped against the wall of 

the customs alcove. A cursory glance towards the laden machines by a Customs 

Officer and we were awheel for two miles to Étaples - our nearest station for Paris. 

A timely placard at the airport exit told us to:-  

“Remember, Keep Right”! 

It is now that Bill Pruden comes into the tale. He had decided to join us at the 

‘eleventh hour’ and being unable to get an air-booking, the C.T.C. had arranged for 

him to catch the 9 a.m. from Victoria to Paris via Folkestone and Boulogne. On our 

arrival at the Gare du Nord in Paris we failed to see Bill and went directly to 

Fletcher’s cycle shop in the notorious Montmartre quarter, we later found a hotel 

in a near-by street, booked our room, and returned on bagless bikes to the station, 

thinking that Bill would be on a later train. We bumped into him near the platforms 

and learned that he had arrived -about 90 minutes before us, he demonstrated that 

this time his wallet was fastened to a body-belt - by a chain! He booked a room at 

our hotel and the time now 7.30.p.m. we quickly changed and went along to gaze 

on the beauties of the Folies Bergère. 

Our own London version of this show is like insipid water compared to 

exquisite champagne. But alas, as this magazine is a cycling journal and in a 

different category to Lilliput
46

. I must discreetly draw a veil over the various points 

of interest, suffice to say that the many morsels of curvaceous girlhood - snappy 

enough to set a Sultan quivering may possibly have been the reason why Lionel 

fainted; (he was consequently carried to the Manager’s office to spend some time 

recuperating on the couch) of course his collapse may have been due to the very 

hot atmosphere, or perhaps this climax was too much for a youth of 17 years - after 

a very exciting day. 

                                                           
46 Lilliput was a small-format British monthly magazine of humour, short stories, photographs and the arts, 1937-1960. 
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The next day we decided that the best way to see Paris was - by bike, so 

leaving our bags behind and with cameras slung over our shoulders we ‘did’ the 

sights. The artists’ quarter around the church of Sacre Coeur on a Sunday morning 

was particularly intriguing - free, quite different to the charge of 400 francs (8/-) 

each for the lift to the summit of the Eiffel Tower! We later caught the 6.18.p.m. 

‘Rapide’ to Dijon and covered the 200 miles in 2 hours 20 minutes. 

The following day we got cracking and rode 80 miles to Saint-Laurent-du-

Jura, the road was undulating but not steep enough for our 36 inch gears, Lionel 

was busy ‘snapping’ everything of an unusual nature until we told him that, the 

more glamorous scenery was yet to come, he thanked us afterwards for saving his 

films. Before leaving Saint-Laurent the next day, Bill visited a chemist for a bottle 

of sun-balm, no doubt he had memories our sojourn in Venice last year, meanwhile 

Lionel had spotting a pretty girl in the shop, also entered - for more balm? We 

continued through magnificent country to Morez where our C.T.C. route took us 

off the main road and along a rough but delightful by-way for some ten miles - the 

only traveller we saw was a postman on a motor-bike. On joining the main road we 

continued to Ruffieux for the night. 

The next day we touched Chambery (where we joined The Tour route) and on 

passing through the town, noticed two chaps on stripped bikes with very small 

saddle-bags, they wore brightly coloured racing jerseys and white racing caps. A 

few miles later I glanced back and was astonished to see these two ‘couriers’ 

tucked-in behind us (we were in single file owing to ‘The Tour’ traffic and also the 

need for progress). They spoke to Bill and word reached me that they were - 

English! I stopped under the pretext of reading the map and let them proceed, some 

twelve miles later we stopped for iced drinks and on emerging from the cafe, again 

saw these two pseudo racing men go by. 

We reached Saint-Jean-de-Maurienne, a town nine miles from the bottom of 

the Col du Galibier, on whose slopes we planned to witness ‘The Tour’! On asking 

for a cheap hotel we were taken to the rear of a building and up several flights of 

stairs to what appeared to be a hay-loft! However, on crossing over we went 

through a door and found ourselves in a fairly comfortably furnished bedroom. We 

were up early and quickly covering the remaining few miles, abruptly turned into 

the mountains and commenced our climb up the Col du Télégraphe (5,150ft) the 

continuation of which is the Col du Galibier (8,384ft).  

The heavy ‘Tour’ traffic thinned as various vantage points were gained, and 

after ‘losing’ the others in the medley of cars I stopped at about 4,000 ft to fill my 

bidon from a mountain stream which cascaded down near the roadway, while 

doing so, a rider in a Swiss racing jersey rode up and slung two empty plastic 

bottles towards me. I was dumbfounded at such arrogance - until noticing that he 

was minus one leg, he thanked me for the service and ‘pulled’ away up the gradient 

of about l-in-5 fairly comfortably; we later learned that he was an erstwhile ‘Tour’ 
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rider who since losing one limb had yearly preceded the race - to do on one leg, 

what many failed to do with two, was surely an outstanding achievement?! 

We continued climbing until stopped at the summit of the Col du Télégraphe, 

and during, our enforced stay here, were entertained for several hours by the ‘Tour 

Caravan’ (a procession of dolled-up cars, somewhat similar to a Carnival Parade). 

Loudspeakers blared forth with lively music and exhortations to use so-and-so’s 

concoction of anti-bonk tablets etc..., while armfuls of leaflets and paper hats were 

thrown to the bystanders. One such cap proved very beneficial - the sun was 

finding its way through I my growth of hair. 

At last a shout was heard from below and the first rider appeared, he was 

Charly Gaul of Luxembourg, the eventual ‘King of the Mountains’, firmly seated 

on his saddle he climbed comfortably and (to us) effortlessly although his calf 

muscles stood out prominently and we could almost ‘feel’ the strain they must 

have been undergoing. The next rider came along over five minutes later, then 

came the peloton, strung out in one long stream, for the most part seated on their 

saddles grimly pedalling away. We were the first to follow the riders but after a 

few miles (with spectators calling me ‘Robic’??) of hard ‘honking’ a gendarme 

stopped us - presumably to let the riders get clear! 

For the remainder of the climb it was stop-start, mostly because of car ‘jams’ 

on narrow stretches. On reaching the summit of the Col du Galibier we found that 

it was too cold to loiter and seized our chance to go through the dark tunnel, which 

was being operated for one-way traffic, then a whizz down to the warmth below 

the snow-line and a further descent down the Col du Lautaret to Briançon - the 

stage town nestling in the mountains at 4,333 ft. By the time we arrived the riders 

and their cortege had commandeered all the accommodation, it became a 

discouraging sight to see spare cycles neatly stacked in racks on open carrier-cars 

and parked outside the hotels. We were eventually forced to spend the night 

stretched out on the seats of the railway station waiting room. Needless to say, 

sleep came in spasms, and we were up at 6 a.m. to wash ourselves under the 

platform water tap - much to the amusement of passengers in the first early 

morning train! Then breakfast and off to the centre of the town to see the riders 

assemble for a 7.30.a.m. start to their long day (the commencement is at varying 

times according to the length of the stage). There were comparatively few people 

about, so we had a good view of the proceedings. 

On spotting some ‘Union Jacks’ amongst the mass of multi-coloured jerseys, 

we went over to take photographs of our remaining four riders - Robinson, Hoar, 

Mitchell and Maitland. They looked very tired but answered our questions readily 

enough. Bobet was adjacent so Lionel seized the chance to obtain his autograph. 

The start was in leisurely fashion until the outskirts of the town was reached, and 

then - wham. 

The route is liberally plastered with direction signs and for several days 

afterwards we come across them on precipitous descents and in twisty gorges. 
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During this period we took on some more Cols and were becoming ‘burnt out’ 

when we climbed the Col de la Ccjolie (7,631ft) and swept down 5,000ft to 

Guillaumes, a town in the foot-hills of these glamorous mountains. A notable 

feature about our hotel here was that all the bedroom ‘French’ windows on our 

floor opened to a balcony running around the building. After an evening meal we 

sauntered out and were amazed to see dancing taking place across the width of the 

main road - along which we had whizzed into town - apparently traffic from the 

mountains is negligible after 9 p.m. on a Saturday night for an orchestra stand had 

been erected and occupied half the roadway! Finding seats outside on adjacent cafe 

we watched - and marvelled 

We were due to reach Nice the following afternoon and after gradually 

descending through gorgeous gorges suddenly came to the coastal road with the 

enticing blue Mediterranean a mere twenty yards away - within ten minutes we 

were changed and in it! We later entered the town of Nice and were impressed by 

the many fine buildings including palatial hotels facing the sea, but these were not 

for us, we asked the way to the Youth Hostel and found that we had to climb yet 

another Col on the other side of town. The hostel is ideally situated for scenic 

views; Nice was spread out below, with the distant mountains making a spectacular 

background from one angle, and from another a vastly different Nice with a 

curving sandy beach, palm trees, and of course the sun-bathed Mediterranean. The 

warden allocated our beds and shortly afterwards a party of British cyclists arrived 

with huge Union Jacks fastened to their saddlebags, they were a contingent of 

thirteen from the Stockport C.C. and included a few girls, one member told us that 

they merely paid over £28 to the Runs Secretary and everything was taken care of, 

they were of course using hostels the whole time and reported mixed luck. I could 

just imagine Ron Medley at our Clubroom one Friday night saying - 

“Any more for the South of France run? Come on; let’s have the ‘lolly’.”  

The following day we decided to cross the frontier into Italy and travelled the 

twenty-odd miles along the coast road via Monaco and Monte Carlo to Menton - 

the border town. Here we threaded our way non-stop past the line of cars, and with 

the briefest of formality was over the frontier - much to the chagrin of the motorists 

in the queue! We soon reached the nearest big town of Ventimiglia, bought our 

bargains at a friendly cycle dealers and spent the afternoon on the sandy beach 

alternatively swimming and sunbathing, then a spaghetti meal and back over the 

border to Menton. 

We were riding along the main street in Menton when a lady’s voice was 

heard, loudly calling “Jack,” well as I do not know any ladies in Menton I looked 

around in surprise, and saw Mr. & Mrs. Jim Davidson standing on the pavement - 

these two had been the leaders (on a tandem) on my first run with the Eastern 

Section in 1937. They had arrived by car from the Dolomites and were making an 

extensive tour into the heart of Italy. We paid each other nice compliments of how 

little we had altered in appearances since 1937! After taking our leave we spotted a 
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television film of ‘The Tour’ in a shop window and then found ourselves standing 

behind five cyclists whom we had previously met in Paris, they were spending the 

night on the beach - “it was cheaper.” We found a small hotel - it was more 

comfortable. 

Continuing to Nice the next day we reached the Youth Hostel about thirty 

minutes before the mid-day meal, the warden queried whether we were staying 

overnight, and on our negative answer said that we could not have a meal unless 

also sleeping there, leaving in disgust we bought the trimmings for another ‘Al 

Fresco’ lunch. We later continued our embrace of the coast and arrived at Juan-les-

Pins where we indulged in the luxury of a pot of tea for three with six cakes, this 

was our first and last pot of tea in France - the bill came to 10/-! The resort has a 

fine beach but ignoring its call we carried on to Cannes where we booked at a 

medium hotel and partook of a ‘stand up and splash’ bath. Lionel and I shared the 

bath which was a quarter full (the water was coming, through so slowly that we 

couldn’t wait) Bill came along afterwards and also had a meagre supply of water - 

for this service the avaricious hotel folk added to our bill: ‘Bains 3 x 200 = 600 

francs’, in other words 4/- each, those people who warned us that ‘The Riviera’ 

was expensive were not kidding! 

In glorious weather we worked our way along the coast for two days, riding 

mostly bare-backed to gain advantage from the cooling breeze and to soak our 

bodies with Vitamin ‘C’ from the sun’s rays. We stayed first at Ste Maxime and 

then Le Lavandou. We arrived at the latter town about mid-day, got booked in, and 

then went down to the beach to get ‘cooked’ again - by the sun. We decided to go 

on to Toulon the next day and catch the night-express to Paris; this would enable 

us to spend another night in the glamorous capital before returning home. While en 

route to Toulon we passed through Hyeres and noticing a Woolworth type, of store, 

went in, a queue of housewives was formed at the counter buying wine! The prices 

were 50% less than those charged in the restaurants, Lionel and I had our bidons 

filled and drank the wine during our remaining few miles, Lionel became the most 

effected, he extracted his wine through a plastic pipe - in sips! 

On arrival in Toulon we checked the trains and found one leaving at 6.30.p.m. 

this gave us the whole afternoon in which to have our final bathe in the 

Mediterranean. Making our way towards the beach we stumbled on a lightweight 

cycle shop. The Monsieur Melville who owned the shop greeted us affably and 

showed us some photos taken when he was second in the Tour de France of 1936 - 

many other first-class racing honours had also come his way. He took us across the 

road and bought coffee, obviously very pleased to have some English visitors. 

Finally leaving him we swam and sunbathed all the afternoon, caught our train and 

arrived in Paris at 7 a.m. (the next day). We went into the station restaurant for the 

usual coffee and roll breakfast, then by mutual consent I ordered an encore, and 

remarked to the waiter: 

“We would much prefer ham and eggs”  
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He surprised us by saying “You have only ask” - we asked. 

After booking again at our old hotel in Montmartre we changed and went out 

to see some more of this fascinating city, then back to the hotel for a siesta and 

later a round of pleasure until 2.a.m. on Sunday. We were up at 10.a.m. (disgusting 

says you? good says I!) then out to see the famous Flea Market - somewhat similar 

to our Petticoat Lane in London. 

At last the time came to reluctantly catch our 2.48.p.m. train for Boulogne, 

this journey was followed by a smooth crossing on the modern steamer ‘Maid of 

Orleans’: her third class is easily equivalent to the first class of other cross-channel 

boats and she is also equipped with the new stabilisers - designed to minimise 

rolling. We arrived at Victoria around 10.30.p.m. and went our various ways home, 

highly satisfied with our holiday, but in some respects glad to be back in England - 

‘The land of - sausage - egg - and chips’. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°271 December 1955 

Don’t Go This Way 

By Margaret Stephens 

It was my idea, I admit that. I read a letter in the CTC Gazette which told of a 

track from Inverie, on the North shore of Loch Nevis over to Barrisdale on Loch 

Hourn and then on to Kinloch Hourn. The letter said the track past Barrisdale was 

somewhat overgrown - I believe it now! 

We set off from Mallaig on a beautiful morning - it couldn’t have been more 

wonderful. We had arranged the previous evening to get a boat that was taking four 

climbers to Inverie at 8.0 a.m. and consequently we were all up at 6.30 a.m. It was 

a marvellous boat trip - the only pity is that we did not go back in the boat to 

Mallaig! 

We wished the climbers good-bye at Inverie and left on a lovely track 

climbing through woods, then coming out into the open with magnificent views of 

Loch Nevis, brilliant in colours only to be found on the Scottish coastline in those 

rare intervals of fine weather.  

The track climbed only slowly at first and we made good progress and 

thought that this was to be one of those easy bits of ‘rough-stuff’. The track ran 

beside the Inverie River and we suddenly came across a small Loch that was so 

smooth and reflecting so clearly that none of us saw it until we were riding beside 

it! It was one of those optical illusions that cannot be effectively described. 

From the Loch we could clearly see the track climbing up the valley to a pass 

end now we were climbing up the steep track which had obviously been made at 

sometime but fallen into disuse. From the Loch the track ceased to be a ‘white 

lane’ on the map and became a footpath but was not noticeably rougher in style 

only much steeper. At noon we reached the summit and had magnificent views of 

both Loch Nevis and Loch Hourn, (Loch’s of Heaven and Hell, respectively, 

according to our book on Scotland). The descent was steep and less well used but 
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fairly easily negotiated and we passed through Barrisdale (two houses about ¾ mile 

apart) and on to the shore of Loch Hourn. We had lunch there and were cheerfully 

saying that we would be in Glenelg that night, as the worst was over. Little did we 

know! 

After lunch we had to retrace to find the path which was indeed overgrown 

and we scrambled through tough heather which seemed to try to catch in every part 

of our bikes simultaneously with scratching our legs most painfully. Progress was 

now reduced to a very slow business of dragging bikes up one steep slope and 

down the next, for, unfortunately there is no shore path by Loch Hourn. The path 

climbs over cliff and down the other side - up to 200 ft. or so and down to sea level 

at frequent intervals. After about a mile and a half which had taken us about 1½ 

hours we saw a habitation on the far shore and Ron whistled and called until a 

woman rowed across and told us there was no path on the other side and we had 

best go on! It seemed so near and yet so far. By now the sun had become a curse 

rather than a pleasure as we were alternately carrying our bikes and tugging them 

out of heather and the heat was terrific. 

Another mile and a half or so and we were once more on the shore and 

although we could see the faint path climbing steeply up to about 250ft. we 

decided to try to get round via the shore. This proved to be useless and we were all 

four eventually clinging to the side of a steep cliff with very little vegetation, 

wondering if our perches would descend into the Loch. Eventually Ron and my 

husband agreed there was nothing for it but to go back. They decided at the time it 

was the worst thing they had ever done but, no doubt, will deny that now. 

We retreated and slogged on once more, lost the path more than once and at 

last arrived in Kinloch Hourn at 8.0 p.m. - 12 hours after leaving Mallaig. We were 

lucky enough to get accommodated at the only farm - and gratefully stayed. It took 

us another day to reach Glenelg - we arrived there at about 6.30 p.m. the next day, 

and we had planned to go from Mallaig to Glenelg in one day! 

Now take my advice and never, never go from Inverie to Kinloch Hourn by 

way of Barrisdale. I know this statement is enough to make a good many of you 

decide to include it in your next tour of Scotland, well, you have been warned! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°285 February 1957 

Ascent of Snowdon 1950 

By Arnold Davey 

‘The Capel Curig route is the wildest and grandest of the approaches to 

Snowdon summit. It should be attempted only in clear, settled weather.’ 

 

I put the guide book down, after reading this bit and suggested to the other 

four that we had a go at the Capel Curig route. We were all undergoing an attack of 

unreasonable optimism after the first dry day of the holiday. The Champion didn’t 

want to climb mountains.  
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“To-day was the first time for a week that I didn’t have to cape up” he said, 

“And I liked it. I’d like to do it again.” 

I reminded him that tomorrow was Sunday. A Welsh Sunday. This didn’t seem to 

mean much to the others; obviously they had never been in Wales on a Sunday 

before. The Champion was unconvinced and said that he would “like to get some 

miles in.” This immediately converted the other three to my side. We all knew The 

Champion and his ‘miles’. He would probably have insisted on taking his bike up 

Snowdon anyway, so we left it at that. 

Sunday morning wasn’t exactly clear and settled. The rain had just stopped 

and looked as if it was only getting its breath before starting again. However, we 

set off, on stripped bikes, for we were staying at the same hostel that night. The 

Champion vanished at ‘evens’ up the Nant Ffrancon while we ascended the 

Llanberis Pass - more decorously. 

At the top of the Pass there was an hotel and since it looked a suitable place to 

leave the bikes, we rooted out a small boy who showed us to a barn where we 

could do so. The barn was occupied by some old stage coaches to which we 

padlocked our bikes, hoping they weren’t going to deliver the mail before we came 

back. We had no trouble finding the route for the track started opposite the hotel. It 

was much wider than we expected, in fact, you could have got a car up it if you 

weren’t bothered about the springs. We started up the track, giving our celebrated 

impersonation of pack-mules, (it is amazing the pounds of biscuits and fruit needed 

to keep one cyclist going for a day). We also had on capes for although it was by 

now quite warm, the summit was obscured by cloud and we knew from Lake 

District experience how wet clouds can be. 

After, about a mile the track dropped and skirted Llyn Teyrn. It seemed to 

skirt it nearer than it need, we thought, splashing through the little waves, but we 

were becoming used to Welsh lakes being larger than normal that year. Another 

half mile brought us to Llyn Llydaw. This lake was something over a mile long and 

about two hundred yards wide, but at about a third of its length from the north and 

there were two rocky promontories nearly opposite each other which halved its 

width. According to the map in our guide book, the track crossed between these 

outcrops on a stone causeway built up out of the water; there was even a picture of 

it. When we reached the water’s edge all we could see of the causeway was a line 

of lighter blue in the water. It was obvious that someone would have to find how 

deep it was. 

Three pairs of eyes inspected Ginger’s, six-foot-one. We fell upon him, 

removed his shoes and socks and forced him into the water. He waded out, 

complaining all the time, until the water reached the bottom of his shorts. We 

relented then, and let him come back. The causeway was impassable to Shorty, at 

least, for short level on Ginger was waist level on him. While Ginger climbed out 

and tried to dry himself on a handkerchief, growling and muttering the whole time, 

we had another look at the guide book map. It showed, another path away to the 
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right, roughly parallel to ours but at the top of the rock slope which formed the 

northern shore of Llyn Llydaw. The slope looked climbable so, accompanied by 

the now shivering Ginger, we squelched through the boggy grass towards it. 

On the way there we discovered a natural double echo in a hollow in the 

rocks. We all shouted something in turn, like a club going under a railway bridge, 

but in his turn Shorty let loose such a stream of Billingsgate abuse that we had to 

shut him up and hope that there were no lady mountaineers within earshot, earshot 

of Shorty being, in the region of three miles. 

Soon we were standing at the foot of the rocks. They seemed to have got 

steeper, somehow, since we had last looked at them. Still we didn’t fancy going 

right back to the hotel to find another path so we each chose an easy-looking route 

and started to climb. Within a few minutes each of us discovered, independently, 

how easy it is to climb into a position from which you can neither go on nor retreat. 

We each had, too, those heart stopping moments when the sturdy looking shrub 

you have just got hold of, comes out by the roots. Finally we reached the top and 

sat down for a breather. It was quite a good view, except that a large part of it was 

Llyn Llydaw, towards which we felt a little uncharitable at the time. We could see 

right down the valley of the Afon Glaslyn to the Nant Gwnant. I still think the 

loneliness of this valley, like many others, is heightened rather than dispelled by 

the hydro-electric plant scattered over it. 

The upper path when we found it was much narrower than the lower one. We 

followed it for a mile or-more as it twisted its way up the lower slopes of Crib 

Goch, and later, Crib-y-Ddysgl. From here we could look down on Glaslyn, source 

of the Afon Glaslyn, which is some five hundred feet higher than Llyn Llydaw and 

we could see the lower road ended there. Its purpose, I imagine, had been to serve 

the old disused lead mines which are dotted about the mountains here. The path 

was now more difficult to follow and it soon dwindled to cairns and boot-nail 

marks. We looked back over the view of Sunlit Wales, laid out like a very knobbly 

map and ‘Arfa’ said, 

“I expect The Champion’s done a hundred miles already.” 

He brightened visibly as he said it, as if realising that with all its faults, Snowdon 

never half- wheels or refuses to stop for tea or does any of the other unsociable 

activities we had noticed in The Champion. 

We came across one of the disused mines next, ‘Came across’ is hardly right 

for Ginger nearly fell down it. It was a shaft about eight feet square going down 

into the ground and the top was not guarded in any way. Of course we had to throw 

rocks down it, but we never heard than reach the bottom, they just rattled and 

bounced, getting fainter all the time until we couldn’t hear them for the waterfall 

nearby. It was all rather eerie but not half so much as when, about ten minutes 

later, ‘Arfa’, who was in the lead, disappeared! At first I thought he had found 

another mine, then realizing it was nearly an hour since we had eaten, I was sure he 
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had wasted away. The truth was less dramatic - he had walked into the clouds 

which engulfed us all in a minute or two.  

The route - it was no path by now - started to climb steeply up towards the 

summit ridge. The rocks were wet with little streams and loose screes everywhere 

made the cairns very difficult to see. We didn’t realize that the route zig-zagged 

from here to the top and the cairns were placed at each end of each traverse. We, of 

course, were looking straight ahead up the rock face and saw only alternate cairns. 

Mind you, it was probably the quickest way up, even if it was a bit tough oh the 

knees. It was on this part, coming down, that Ginger showed us his most original 

method of descending hills. He faced inwards, lent forward until he could touch the 

rocks with his fingers. Then, legs and arms straight, and feet first, he slid down like 

a toboggan. In theory his hands caught at any projections and acted as a brake. In 

practice there weren’t any projections... 

At the top, the rock face levelled off so abruptly that it was like climbing off a 

ladder onto a flat roof and here we found the railway line. It was like Columbus all 

over again, and to make sure we didn’t lose it again before the top we walked up 

the rails to the Summit Station, telling each other that they didn’t run the trains on 

Sundays, but nevertheless looking over our shoulders every few yards. 

Sitting in Capel Curig the idea of charging a shilling for a cup of tea seemed 

fantastic. Half way up the mountain we admitted it was a little expensive. When we 

got to the station we walked straight in and bought one each We also ate our 

sandwiches though there were notices everywhere telling you not to, and feeling 

better, scrambled up the last few yards to the summit cairn, up that, and had a look 

round. 

Now in all the books of sea stories they’ll tell you that when a wind springs up 

it will blow away the fog. It was blowing force eight up there but the fog was as 

thick as any I’ve seen in London. I dragged out the guide book, the sight of which 

was beginning to infuriate the others. 

“Over there,” I said, 

“You could see Cardigan Bay if it wasn’t so foggy, and over there, Anglesey”. 

They didn’t seem very impressed. 

“I don’t know if you’re going to stay here looking at the asterisky fog all 

asterisking day,” Shorty said, 

“But I’m going to have another cup of tea.” 

He jumped down, taking Ginger with him. I looked of ‘Arfa’ and at the fog. It 

was like a scene from one of these intellectual movies, full of swirling mists and 

gloomy foreigners. ‘Arfa’ shivered 

“I suppose we’d better go down,” he said. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°295 November 1957 

Don Bloomfield has moved across the English Channel to spend the rest of 

his tour of duty with the R.A.F. in the ‘Farderland’, or somewhere like that (our 
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European geography isn’t all that it should be). Somehow, he has managed to take 

his iron with him. 

“Packed in a cardboard packing case, I got a few remarks about bringing the 

kitchen sink” writes Don.  

From his letter, we now discover that Laarbruch isn’t a town or village, the 

nearest one being Weeze 6km. south of Goch, and 63km north-west of Dusseldorf 

and about 4-km from Holland (guess it must be in Hunland!) Laarbruch, 

apparently, is the name of the camp at which Don is stationed, which, he has 

discovered, is 25 miles round the perimeter! (What a lovely distance for training 

purposes, Don!). 

 It didn’t take him long, once established in his new quarters, to find someone 

else who shares his great interest in cycling:- 

‘Talking to some of the blokes I discovered a corporal downstairs was a keen 

cyclist, I got talking to him about bikes and the past times, when we discovered we 

were from rival clubs, our conversation ended up in good humoured hisses and 

jeers. He belongs to the Upton Manor, name of Alan Taylor’. 

 That’s what we call getting- in on the ground floor! Apparently, Alan Taylor 

isn’t the only cyclist that Don has found out there, for in his article A Trip into 

Holland, which follows this, we note that he has found a riding companion in a 

Coventry Courier. We wish Don all the very best in his new surroundings, and 

hope that he spends many happy hours awheel in Germany while he is there. In the 

meantime, we hope that he keeps us well posted with a few articles which he 

promises, the first of which is entitled: 

A Trip into Holland 

By The Flying Eagle 

After many ‘ums and ‘ahs with Arthur, of the Coventry Couriers we decided 

to make battle with the weather. A strong cold north-westerly wind was blowing 

with drizzle. 

We left camp about 11.30 a.m. on Saturday to ride to the nearest lightweight 

cycle shop at Nijmegen (pronounced Nine-may-gen) 30 miles away in Holland. 

Our route lay north towards Weezd (Veet-zer) then turning west into the lanes to 

cross the frontier after six miles. The frontier post turned out to be a T junction in 

the lanes with two small buildings. 

We parked our ‘irons’, went into the German building, had our special passes 

checked and stamped, then went through the same procedure on the Dutch side. 

There were a few cars and a lorry being searched, but no one bothered about our 

cycles. After this welcome five minutes rest, we carried on our way along a dead 

straight road for about 12 kilometres, with a very slight rise to about halfway. After 

a few more kilometres we came to a ridge of hills, the first I have seen over here. 

The road climbs about 100-200 ft, giving some distant views across the ‘Flat lends’ 

The countryside can be interesting if one likes a few small woods, and 

cabbages and turnips on either side of the flat roads. Our route through the lanes 
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ended at Gennen where we joined the main road direct to Nijmegen. I found this 

road had a very good cycle track which cyclists are compelled to use. We 

eventually arrived in Nijmegen after nearly being’ booked by a policeman who, 

much to our amusement, seemed to be going mad because, not only being unable 

to ‘speaka da lingo’, we were also cycling along a nice smooth four lane road 

instead of the cobbled by-road, meant to be a cycle track. 

Our first stop was at the cycle shop where, although Arthur know only a little 

German, and the dealer a little English, we bought what we wanted, a pair of toe 

straps which cost about the same as- they do in England. I discovered he had 27¼” 

tyres. A light pressure, costs about 10/- to 17/6, Simplex "53" 23/6, and ‘tubs’18/- 

to 25/-. The racing machines look classy, chain stays and front forks look narrower 

and rounder then British jobs.  

Bidding farewell to the dealer, who was very pleased because two Englishmen 

had been to his shop, we retrieved our cycles from the local keen men who had 

been making a detailed examination. We wandered down into the town for a look 

round, but by this time the rain was falling fairly heavily, so we parked the bikes 

and went for a wander round a big store like Gamages. The rain had stopped by the 

time we came out, and we were able to spend the rest of our time seeing the 

interest of a Dutch town (very good, too). 

After tea in a café where the menu was also in English and each item of food 

was on a separate plate (thinks: what would happen if one ordered a mixed grill?), 

we left for our journey back to camp. This was along Route 8 for 16 km, crossing 

the frontier at Kranenburg where we had our lights and reflectors inspected. A fuss 

was made about Arthur’s rear light which was on his saddle bag. All Arthur said 

was  

“Englander, militaire,” 

Where a big smile was followed by 

“Goot, Goot, Englander.” 

We were on our way without our passes being checked. 

Our next stop was about five miles in a village where a torchlight procession 

was being held. Everyone was singing merrily, and at the front they were carrying 

a dummy of which I imagine would be their local saint. We made camp at 

Laarbruch without further stops, averaging about ‘evens’ for the 30 miles. A cold, 

damp ride, but enjoyable.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°295 November 1957 

Northern Section C.T.C. Map Reading Contest 

H.Q. BURNHAM GREEN  OCTOBER 20TH
 1957 

Peter Wheeler reports 

Result 1.  P.J. WHEELER EAGLE R.C. 2-00-25 

 2.  P.T. Wardhurst Southgate C.C.  2 -04-50 

 3.  M.M. Gill Crouch Hill C.C. 2-05 -19 

 9.  F.R. Thwaites Eagle R.C. 2-26-41 
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 34.  D.J. Butler Eastern Section 2-56-15 

 48. J.A. Miller Eagle R.C. 3-18-43 

 57. J. Larney Eagle R.C. 3-30-17 

 61. F.H. Bushell Eagle R.C. 3-50-45 

  C.F. White Eagle R.C.    Outside Limit 

  J.C. Hughes Eagle R.C.   Missed a check 

Ladies 1. M.A. STEPHENS EASTERN SEC. 2-19-30 

 4. E. Mawer Eastern Section 2-53-45 

 
Team Races  Men Southgate C.C. (3 riders) 7-27-28 

  Women Eastern Section (2 riders) 5-13-15 

 

No less than seven of us entered for this annual mud-bath and, unfortunately, 

we made the unprecedented move of entering in the name of the Eagles instead of 

the Section, I say ‘unfortunately’ because this deprived us of the premier team 

award. D.J. Butler, a fairly new member of the Section, rode well enough to beat 

Jack Miller, and his time, together with Ron Thwaites’ and my own, would have 

provided a team aggregate 4 minutes inside the wining Southgate C.C.’s aggregate. 

I’m afraid I must take the full blame for this as I sent the entries in (for the Eagles, 

that is) and did so without thinking. 

Maggie Stephens maintained her usual high standard of map-reading and rode 

well to take the Ladies award by over 8 minutes. With Elaine Mawer to support 

her, they were the only Ladies team to finish within the time limit and so took that 

award.  

Ron Thwaites would no doubt have been a strong challenger at the top of the 

result sheet had he not made one or two map-reading ‘bloomers’. These were due 

chiefly, I believe, to his rather unfortunate habit of trying to map-read without 

looking at his map. Despite this, however, to finish 9
th

 out of 64 finishers is still 

creditable and shows that there is ‘life in the old dog yet’. Jack Miller took a few 

chances with ‘white lanes’ and came unstuck once or twice (perhaps that should be 

‘stuck-up’ considering the mud around). Together with a few minor errors he lost 

quite a bit of time but still finished well within the limit. 

Jim Larney, one of next season’s novices, gave quite a good performance 

considering it was only his second ride in this type of event and the first time he 

has finished in one. A little more experience and I forecast that he will be capable 

of joining the lengthening list of winners which we have provided since the event 

was first run. The slowest of our boys to finish was Fred Bushell. The fact that he 

bothered to finish at all when he already knew that he had lost a lot of time 

demonstrates his true sporting spirit. He was saved from ‘holding the field up’ by 

three people, but of course many others were outside the limit. Knowing something 

of Fred’s speed propulsion these days I should estimate that he covered at least 60 

miles that morning (shortest route - 30 miles). 
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Of the other two riders apart from myself I’ll say that they certainly tried hard, 

John Hughes unfortunately missed out one check and so didn’t qualify, Colin 

White failed to plan his route before he started and so spent about 5 hours 

searching for the checks, only to find that they had gone home before he reached 

the check points. At the finish we were preparing plans for search parties when he 

eventually turned up. 

Regarding my own effort, everything went in my favour, I took several 

chances with short cuts, and they all paid off, Pete Wardhurst, Southgate C.C. (2nd 

fastest) wasn’t quite so fortunate with many of the chances he took. It only goes to 

show how large a part the element of luck plays in these contests. 

Cycling did the Club proud in the following week’s edition. There was a cover 

picture of Ron Thwaites pouring over his map at the start with Colin White and 

Fred Bushell in the background, and a full page article covering the event inside. 

Comment by a member of the Westerley R.C.: 

“How much are you paying H.H. England
47

 these days?” 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°308 January 1959 

The Christmas Holiday Tour 

By John Hughes. 

There were nine members altogether in the party, six going by night train, and 

the remainder travelling in Alan Kay’s car. The train journey was uneventful and 

we were lucky to be able to sprawl full length on the seats, ‘we’ being Jack Miller; 

Peter Smith; Fred Bushel; Jim Larney; Ron ‘Tea-pot’ Thwaites; and myself. 

These lads met the ‘motorists’ at Preston Station; they had brought their 

bicycles along to make it ‘legal’ so to speak. The motorists by the way were Alan 

Kay (driver & owner) Roy Smith, and Dave Lewis (navigators and ‘back-seat’ 

drivers)! One can imagine what was said when Roy and Dave, (Dave being the 

fiendish organiser of the trip) decided against riding to dinner and stayed in the car! 

Much to the disgust of the others and the envy of myself. So we set off through the 

Trough of Bowland to dinner, or for those who attended school ‘lunch’. The ‘stoke 

up’ was at Settle where the order was Alan, Roy, and Dave (in the car remember, 

rotters!) whilst leading in the riders was Jack, with the rest somewhere between 

him and poor old Ron, who had announced earlier that day that he was two stones 

over his racing weight, not I think a shining example to the aspiring young racing 

man! On the other hand though, Fred claimed that he was under racing weight (this 

is getting ridiculous). 

The rain that had begun before lunch continued but this did not deter Dave 

and Roy from deciding to ride the rest of the way on their bicycles, a stout effort; 

however I have a sneaking suspicion that this was a desperate attempt to regain the 

respect of the rest of the party! There was an interesting start to the ride as we had 

                                                           
47 H.H. England was then the editor of Cycling (now Cycling Weekly) 
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to cross a river by stepping stones before mounting, but alas, no one fell in and 

despite frantic attempts by those on the other side to splash the people crossing no 

one got wet. Mechanical trouble was encountered before we left the town in the 

shape of Jim Larney losing a front track nut, not so lucky Jim! This was put right 

and off we went. 

The roads had been wet all day and so made the twisting undulating roads 

rather dangerous on the downhill runs. Dangerous that is to everybody, except ‘Old 

Man of the Mountains’ Jack Miller whose break-neck descents were a feature of 

the days ride. It was a pity that the beautiful scenery was spoilt by the rain, but this 

in no way dampened the lad’s spirits, not even Ron’s! On we went, revelling in the 

luxury of a tail wind, through Ingleton on the main road which made a change as 

lanes had been used most of the day. Fred was most pleased as it gave him a 

chance to use his sixpenny Esso map. The capes were still on when we arrived at 

Kendal Youth Hostel and a song ‘I’m dreaming of a white Christmas’ sprang to 

mind. But from inside we heard carol singing (a crack here would be ‘what was 

Carol like’) anyway it seemed to create the festive atmosphere. Jim won the sprint 

for the cycle shed, but unfortunately for him, and some others, this turned out to be 

the potting shed and so there was another sprint out of one shed into the other, 

rather like a Tom and Jerry cartoon, eventually we reached the dormitory where 

Jim was to spend most of the holiday. At supper the Eagles changed to gannets, 

finishing up all the second helpings before Ron had his tenth cup of tea. The rest of 

the evening was spent around the fire, stuffing mince-pies, cake and cups of tea, 

then at midnight things got ‘livened up’ and we did not go to bed until half-past 

two. The evening was spent in the company of some rather boisterous girls from 

Bradford.  

The morning dawned dull but reasonably dry, and the first thing I remember 

was Ron remarking 

 “It’s the first time I’ve had a hangover without drinking anything.” 

Mind you the hostel tea is rather powerful nowadays. Several helpings of 

hostel stodgy (i.e. porridge) was consumed, and so as the first mile or so of the 

day’s jaunt was uphill there was much groaning by the unfit. However the agony 

was offset to a degree by the fact that there was much talk about two lads from 

Stoke who were riding ‘tubs’. As you may or may not know the ‘‘Lakes’ are not 

the place for ‘baldies’ that these chaps were using, and their total equipment was 

three spares and a pump between them! We left these two ‘Charlies’ and headed 

for Lake Windermere. Some took the long way round by Newby Bridge whilst 

Pete, Alan and myself took a more direct route much to the disgust of the others. 

Dinner and Tea was at Ambleside and so some walking was done. 

I was delighted to see some swans and sea-gulls at the lakeside as I was able 

to get rid of my old sausage rolls which succeeded in grounding some of the gulls, 

and sinking the two swans (I will not disclose the identity of the manufacturer of 

the rolls). Before tea Jack Miller entertained us and some other spectators by 
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nearly-taking a plunge into the lake as he misjudged the surface of the jetty he was 

RIDING along, just managing to stop at the end, as Fred remarked  

“Only Jack could have got away with that.”  

After admiring the sunset on Windermere we strolled back to the cafe were 

we had tea. We had been in company with another club member by the way since 

dinner, who was Bill Ash staying at Keswick with some relatives. 

After tea we said good-bye to Bill and rode back through Windermere to 

Kendal. By the way, there is a rumour that the streets of Kendal are paved with 

mint cake, I would like to state here and now that this is not true, only the 

pavements! On our way to Kendal we came over the brow of a hill to come face to 

face with the moon. Don’t get me wrong, but it was so bright, full and low, and 

appeared so suddenly that we were all alarmed at first, especially as Fred shouted 

“They’ve landed.” 

In the evening a party of us, about fourteen in number visited one of the locals 

in the town (local i.e. ‘pub’). Upstairs were two musicians playing ‘pop’ music, 

and so up we went. It was packed but somehow everybody managed to get a seat, 

the bawling of the ‘singers’ seemed to meet with the approval of everybody except 

us, and one of them appeared to be swallowing the microphone. One of the girls 

we were with gave a demonstration of ‘hand jive’ and communicated with the 

pianist across the room whenever she wanted a tune played by whistling with her 

fingers in her mouth. While we were making our way back to the hostel after 

closing tine, our party were conspicuous by the fact that we appeared to be the only 

people walking a straight course down the road. Eventually we went to bed again 

at half-past two, which was good as I have heard regular hours are good for one! 

The morning was dry and mild again, a few miles wore covered and we began 

the ascent of Shap Fell. For me it was quite an adventure for I had not been over it 

before. As luck would have it viewing conditions all the way up were excellent - 

Pete Smith was so taken with the view that he walked the last part. Roy; Ron; Pete; 

Jack; and myself had some bacon sandwiches in Snap whilst the others continued, 

without the company of Alan Kay who was not seen all day until we got back to 

Kendal. Off we set in pursuit of the rest, but, dear readers a catastrophe arose, a 

gale sprang up against us and battered us to such an extent, that our average speed 

was only six miles per hour for the final miles into Troutbeck; in fact we didn’t 

really need our bikes at all. While we were descending into Bampton we viewed 

Hawes Water with a large dam at the one converting the lake to a reservoir. Then 

every mile seemed a triumph and the yards were counted with particular concern, 

at one point climbing slightly out of Askham I thought we would have to walk, 

until we found a downhill stretch to Pooley Bridge where I honked my ‘68’ to 

Ullswater. Here, Ron’s freewheel went the way of all bad, or neglected ‘blocks’, 

and became completely free. But with a few well chosen words (not found in a 

school dictionary) and a bash with a brick everything was normal again, except for 

the weather. 
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The wind was howling across Ullswater to such an extent, that waves were 

breaking over the road! We were forced to dismount on the climb up Little Mell 

Fell and paused to look back across Ullswater to Martindale Common and Barton 

Fell that were partially covered by snow. At the top the clouds wore passing over 

our heads making it difficult to look up without feeling as though one was falling 

over. When we remounted I ended up on the other side of the road, but eventually 

we all reached dinner in one piece. Once again Bill Ash met us, this time with his 

wife and daughter, and so it was just like lunch at the Clubhouse! After lunch we 

split up following the discovery that the wind was dead in our faces or so it 

appeared, the result was that Pete and myself decided to go back by train from 

Penrith, joined at the last minute by Roy and Jim who had incidentally said 

nothing; of this in the café. The route back for these, who were riding, was over the 

Kirkstone Pass, which the lads took in their stride, including Fred on a 76” fixed! 

Actually the return journey was not as difficult as it at first seemed and they 

arrived about ten minutes after us. 

The way back for the ‘railway sponsors’ was back over Shap Fell (that Jack 

Miller took after puncturing and lunching in Penrith, but he went by bike). On the 

train we met one of those elderly gentlemen who say “I was a cyclist once etc.” but 

happily this one was interesting- and so the minutes, passed in lively converse. 

Meanwhile back at the ‘Kirkstone’ the ‘heroes’ were bashing up to the top, in 

attune with ‘you know who’ up the front. All of us came together again in the 

hostel safe and sound that evening. After supper we visited the ‘local’ again, the 

‘Ron & Teapot’, and played one of the most peculiar games of darts I have ever 

known. 

The next morning for Roy, Dave and Alan was spent in getting the latter’s car 

running which was a bit of a farce, considering that it was carried out at the hostel, 

(see Y.H.A. rules about motor vehicles)
48

. While this was going on the rest were 

pedalling straight down the main road (much to Fred’s delight) to Preston, where 

we were to catch a train which was true to form - half an hour late.  

Bill Ash and Jack Miller caught a train about an hour earlier than the rest of 

us, and were snoring their heads off before the others reached Euston. This train 

journey was about the slowest I can remember, enabling us to read all the station 

names and count the rail sleepers! Once I reached out and shook hands with a 

farmer watching the train ‘roar’ past! 

But for all this it was an enjoyable Christmas and we all shall probably go 

again next year! 

                                                           
48 At this time motor vehicles were not allowed at Youth Hostels 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°317 December 1959 

In the Land of the Putnik49 

by Charles W Herring 

For some time past Yugoslavia had seemed an attractive possibility for cycle 

touring with attractive scenery, not much traffic and a fairly cheap cost of living. 

And so this year we decided to make this the target of our annual tour. 

Ronald Clapham and I having obtained tickets etc, from the C.T.C. and our 

route having been decided we left London mid-July for Victoria/ Ostend/ Brussels/ 

Munich/ Salzburg and Villach, Austria, arriving 12.50 p.m. only to find our cycles 

had not arrived and would, we were told, probably be on the next train arriving 

4.50.p.m. This did not concern us greatly as we needed lunch and a walk around 

after the lengthy train journey of about 26½ hours and wandering around the bright 

sunshine of. Villach seemed as pleasant a way as any of starting our tour. We 

eventually collected our cycles, they having followed us on the Tauern Express, 

and proceeded eastwards along a pleasant but busy road to Velden on the 

Wörthersee staying the night at Portschach a little way along the lake. There we 

stayed in a typical Austrian Gasthof only to find how things had changed since my 

last visit to Austria about five years ago - the all-conquering jukebox had found its 

way here too - and rock ‘n’ roll seemed to occupy the attentions of young 

Austrians. 

The following morning was magnificent and we went along the Worthersee 

after having looked around Portschach, on to Klagenfurt for lunch, then south 

towards the Loibl Pass and Yugoslavia. The Loibl is an interesting, but at times 

quite hard, pass over the Karawanken Mountains, towards the top being 24 degrees 

gradient and the descent the other side 28 degrees which is really quite steep. We 

had been expecting a little difficulty at the Yugoslav border having read of 

restrictions placed upon travellers but we found the officials polite and, apart from 

filling in forms listing items we had in our possession, let us through so we pressed 

on down to Plaz in the dusk for our first Yugoslav village where we stopped in a 

Gostilna - which is the Yugoslav equivalent of the Austrian Gasthof - here to our 

disappointment we had sausages for supper although it turned out they were the 

last we were to eat on the tour in spite of misgivings we held about Yugoslav food. 

Later we met two Americans quite by chance also staying- there the night. 

And so on the Tuesday further south enjoying the descent in fine weather to 

Tržič, Kranj and Ljubljana along a well surfaced road in less interesting scenery 

having left the Karawanken Mountains behind. After Ljubljana we left the main 

road for a more pleasant and unsurfaced one in more interesting country to Vel 

                                                           
49 Putnik - A travel and general information office for travellers found in most towns and very useful. It was 

established on October 16th, 1923 in Belgrade as the joint stock Company for transport of passengers and tourists in 

the Kingdom of Serbs, Croats and Slovenians (Since 1929 Yugoslavia and from 1992 Croatia, Slovenia, Bosnia & 

Herzegovenia, Serbia & Montenegro, Macedonia). 
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Lasce. There we stayed the night and were fortunate to discover an English 

speaking student whose father owned the Gostilna so we were able to order what 

we wanted - including the famous Slivovitz, which is a rather fiery Yugoslav spirit! 

And so on in rather cloudy weather to Kočevje which stands out in my memory for 

the huge steak served up in a restaurant there! The tales of lack of meat in 

Yugoslavia are largely fallacy - we were able to get meat in ample quantities 

whenever required. No doubt too expensive for the locals however. That afternoon 

we experienced a thunder-storm and took shelter afterwards stopping at Petrina. Up 

to then we had been in Slovenia which was largely German speaking as well as the 

natural Slovene but we were now in Croatia and the German language used much 

less frequently. The place we stayed at Petrina was Croatian speaking only and the 

problem of making our needs known difficult. An added difficulty was that all 

travellers had to fill in a form giving information regarding previous place of stay 

etc, and as the woman in charge had no forms available this meant a journey to the 

police station for this necessary formality however everyone was polite and we 

were more amused than irked by this documentation.  

We were now approaching the Adriatic but stopped for a drink some few 

miles from it at Delnice where the owner of the place in which we were drinking 

introduced us to his brother, a naturalised American, who promptly told us he was 

on three months vacation in Yugoslavia. It appeared he was born in Delnice, 

emigrated to America and was on a holiday visit to his former home-he said he 

found it very dull after America! And so down a well surfaced road to Rijeka 

which is very industrialised and along the really blue Adriatic to Opatija. This was 

a real luxury resort on the Northern Adriatic and was quite tropical. It previously 

being Italian before being handed over to the Yugoslavians after the last war. We 

went to the Putnik
1
 office for accommodation in the Hotel Brioni where we had the 

pleasure of wheeling our bicycles in the front door and along a red carpet to the 

room where they were kept! That evening and the following morning were spent 

idly in Opatija and a short ride along the Adriatic before lunch and then our 

journey proceeded northwards to Rupa and Knevja. This area is still Italian 

speaking as well as the Croatian and the place names are either Italian or Yugoslav 

depending on the map in use at the time. 

To get to Knevja we turned off the normal route along a very dusty road in 

very attractive and unspoilt country. Knevja itself was rather tumble down and 

reminded one of the type of village featured in Western films. No accommodation 

being available in the Gostilna we were directed to a farmhouse where, much to 

our amazement, the farmer spoke quite good English. It appeared he was born in 

America and emigrated to the then prosperous Yugoslavia during the depression. 

His wife was born in Brazil and they had a daughter who had emigrated to 

Australia. Altogether an amazing family who treated us quite well and charged us 

little. On their wall was a calendar issued by an Ohio undertaker who apparently 

sent them a copy each year and looked somewhat incongruous in a Yugoslav 
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farmhouse. After bidding the family goodbye the following morning we went to 

Postojna which is noted for its famous caves, Something like the ones at Cheddar 

but on a much vaster scale - so much vaster in fact that one goes along by small 

electric train to view everything just getting out at the end of the journey to walk 

round some items that the train cannot reach. At the end of the return journey the 

exit takes one through the usual souvenir shops and - most amusingly - a cafe 

where one can drink coffee sitting at tables under sunshades - the whole cavern lit 

in electric light and never seeing a wink of sunshine! Then through to Planina and 

Kalce to Idrija to stay the night. 

The following day we cycled on to Zelin and to avoid a lengthy detour went 

over a small but steep pass to Podbrdo for lunch before attempting a walker’s track 

across the Julian Alps to Bohinjska Bistrica. Unfortunately however, the actual 

track was non-existent and the one we were on, although very pleasant, took us to 

Sorica where we decided to stay before attempting another track the following day. 

The only alternative was a very lengthy journey round by road. In the evening 

while having a meal at our Gostilna at Sorica a local personality came in dressed 

like a typical mountain walker and who we gathered from conversation had been a 

partisan leader during the war. Seeing us he came over and spoke to us in German 

finishing up by giving us flower she had collected that day for the purpose so he 

said for keeping everlasting friendship!  

The following morning found us leaving Sorica to find our track over the 

Julian Alps with success for we arrived in Bohinjska Bistrica by mid-day to view 

the lake and on to Lake Bled. Here while viewing the place we met an English 

cyclist who, on four weeks holiday, had flown to Prague and had cycled through 

Czechoslovakia; Eastern Austria; had entered Yugoslavia that day and was 

continuing through Yugoslavia and Italy and returning from Zurich! He was able to 

get four weeks requirements into a Campers Long-flap saddlebag with small 

canvas holdall for immediate needs. 

The journey from Lake Bled took us into the best of the scenery we saw in 

Yugoslavia - the Julian Alps area - following the River Radovna up a mere track 

right into the mountains and to Mojstrana for our last night’s stay in Tito-land. And 

so the following morning into Italy for a few hours having a very good meal in 

Tarvisio and making the most of the peaches which had not been available in 

Yugoslavia but suffering heavily trafficked roadways so different from the country 

we had just left. Along the River Fella to Pontebba before tackling the Pramollo 

Pass which was very rough and at times very hard but was at least quiet and 

seemed peaceful after the Italian main road. Crossing into Austria again at the top 

and so down to Tropolach arriving just as it was almost dark, the pass having taken 

longer to cross than we had allowed. 

The morning after was spent cycling along the Gail Valley, which was at its 

best with many wild flowers and the hay being harvested to Ketschach; 

Oberdrauburg; and lunch at Dolsach. From here we started the Grossglockner 
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climb out of the Gail Valley to Winklern and so gradually following the River Moll 

up to Heiligenblut. The morning of the climb up the Grossglockner was 

magnificent and after spending some time in lonely Heiligenblut started off for the 

top in sunny weather and cloudless blue skies to the Kaiser-Franz-Josefs-Höhe: for 

lunch which was crowded with people that day. Never had I seen so many people 

and so much traffic on a pass before. So up to the Hochter and then the wonderful 

descent to Ferleiten; Bruck; and Zell am See where, after some difficulty we 

obtained accommodation on the lakeside.  

After the Glockner the following day seemed rather dull but the tour was 

drawing to its close and after a look round Zell am See cycled westwards to 

Mittersill Krimml for lunch and then over the Gerlos in dull and rainy weather. We 

had intended staying at Zell am Ziller but everything was full as we had now 

arrived in the Zillertall during a popular time of the year. We continued along the 

Zillertall in the dusk in pouring rain having no success with accommodation until 

after many attempts a farmhouse offered to take us in and made us fairly 

comfortable. While waiting in the kitchen we were amazed that although mid-

summer the huge range was fully lit for cooking with the heat attracting many flies. 

The guests were many in spite of somewhat primitive facilities - amongst them a 

French teacher on holiday, and a retired German who went there every year for 

mountaineering. 

So came the last day of the tour to Jenbach; Schwaz and lunch at Hall before 

the last leg to Innsbruck in good time for cycle registration, obtaining food for the 

journey and a look around before entraining for home. 

Finally I would say that Yugoslavia has a lot to commend itself for cycle 

touring. Good scenery, friendly people, opportunity to get well off normal routes 

and food, drink and accommodation although not fully up to the standard of some 

other Continental countries, quite good and ample. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°344 December 1962 

With a Junior-Back on the Glocknerstrasse 

by Reg Baxter 

The Glocknerstrasse, or the Grossglockner High Alpine Road, to give it its 

correct title, is the highest road in Austria, rising to 8,216 feet above sea-level, and 

also one of the steepest. This road, an amazing feat of engineering, took five years 

to complete and was opened in 1955. A company is responsible for the upkeep of 

the road, its income being derived from tolls levied on all vehicles using it. The 

charge for a bicycle is a nominal one, about 5d, and it is good value for money - in 

retrospect. 

My last visit to Austria was in 1952, and as the Glocknerstrasse was not then 

open, I had to cross the Tauern Alps by way of the Tauern mountain railway 

tunnel, which is still the alternative route when the Glocknerstrasse is snowed up, 

usually from October to early June. Having crossed most of the high Alpine passes, 
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I had long been rather sore over the fact that the Glocknerstrasse was not in my 

collection, and I had given up hope of taking a cycle over it when a paragraph in 

the January CTC Gazette caught my eye. A special train with facilities for cyclists 

was to run every Sunday during the summer direct to Innsbruck. Why not have a 

go? I thought. After all, my son Michael was nearly ten years old, and had already 

had experience of three tandem holidays on mountain roads in Southern France. 

Soon I had reserved seats, couchettes and train meal tickets through the CTC 

Club office, and was poring over maps of the Tirol, Salzburg and Carinthia. The 

CTC provided a route covering 352 miles from Innsbruck via the Gerlos Pass, 

Krimml Falls, Zell-am-Zee, the Glocknerstrasse, Lienz, Millstatt Lake and back to 

Innsbruck. In the finish we covered 420 miles in ten days of cycling. 

During the intervening months I chatted to everyone I knew who had been 

over the Glocknerstrasse. I was able to plan everything except the weather. If it 

rained or was cloudy it would be effort wasted, for the magnificent panorama of 

snow-capped mountain peaks would be invisible. Therefore I kept my fingers 

crossed. 

I was advised not to do the crossing at the weekend, when a constant stream 

of cars and coaches uses the road. And so one Thursday evening in late August, 

Michael and I, with a loaded tandem, crept into Ferleiten, 3,762 feet above sea-

level, the last inhabited spot before Heiligenblut, 21 miles away on the other side 

of the pass. 

There is no difficulty about making an early start in Austria, and at Ferleiten 

especially. It was dark soon after 7 p.m. and shortly after dinner at the spacious 

Gasthaus Tauern we went up to bed. Provided the weather was kind, I was 

confident that we could do the crossing. We had already done the Gerlos Pass, with 

its shocking road surface, in blazing sunshine. We had trudged to the top of the 

Krimml Waterfall with its 1,240 feet drop, and beyond into the mountains for a 

nine-hour walk, so we were fairly well acclimatised. 

I awoke at about 5 a.m.; it was dawn. Peering anxiously out of the window I 

was thrilled to see a perfectly clear sky. We breakfasted at 6.50 a.m. on the usual 

rolls, butter, jam and coffee, and after the kitchen staff had supplied us with six 

large ham rolls for our pack lunch, we were on the road at 7.15 a.m. In a short 

while we reached the toll house; at first the girl asked for one schilling (5d), then 

said, “One moment please,” and went inside the house. She was obviously puzzled 

at having a tandem to deal with. When she came out she said “Two schillings, 

please.” We paid up and entered the official road. It was steep and I wanted to 

walk, but Michael said “No, keep riding while they can see us from the toll house.” 

Reluctantly I pressed on until it seemed that a giant hand had seized the back of the 

tandem; we came to a full stop. 

There were twelve steep miles to cover before the top of the pass, I reckoned 

on trudging at 2-2½ miles an hour for five hours to get there by noon. After one 

hour we stopped for a rest, there were one or two cars about and a gendarme on a 



309 

motor-cycle, who, I discovered, patrolled the road. He was to see us several times 

before the summit, and soon we got onto nodding terms. The sun was beginning to 

bear more power and off came all surplus clothing (l had packed gloves, scarves 

and woollies for this crossing - they were never used). Another hours trudge and 

we stopped for a ham roll and a drink from our water-bottle, and also to admire the 

grand scenery. We were indeed extremely lucky to have such glorious weather. A 

few coaches were now appearing, the occupants craning their necks to catch a 

glimpse of a mountain peak through the windows. 

After the third hour the hamlet of Ferleiten, now a small speck far below in 

the valley, disappeared from our view as the road turned into another valley. High 

up on the far side we could see where the road had been blasted out of a sheer 

mountain wall; the motor-cars looked like match-boxes moving slowly along the 

rock face. On some of the ‘S’ bends, each of which bears a number for 

identification, gangs of men were busy widening the curve or buttressing the 

mountainside with huge slabs of stone, The sight of our tandem was enough to 

cause work to stop. We got plenty of advice as to how far we still had to go and 

what it was like farther on. At length we came to a stretch of road we had seen an 

hour earlier. It climbed steeply along the mountainside for half-a-mile. At the top is 

a chapel-like monument on the inside of which are tablets relating the history of 

the building of the road and commemorating those workmen who lost their lives in 

the enterprise. We were sitting on a low wall in the hot sun when we saw our 

motor-cycling gendarme for the last time; he gave us a friendly wave of the hand - 

probably relieved that he had not found it necessary to send for an ambulance. 

After finishing the ham rolls we were glad to get into the saddle and ride 

away, to the evident surprise of the people on the car and coach parks. Hounding 

the bend I could see the road making a wide swoop down in front of us, but in the 

far distance it climbed again and a black speck denoting the first tunnel came into 

view. My schedule was soon to be abandoned; we came to great stretches of 

unmelted snow by the roadside, and parties of motorists were snowballing. 

Nothing could stop Michael from joining in the fun. The sun was now so hot that I 

was glad to let his snowballs land on my neck, arms and knees. 

We had to ride through two fairly long tunnels before we reached the top of 

the pass. Here we found a small refreshment hut selling bottles of beer. I deemed 

this an occasion for a small celebration and ordered two bottles. Michael did the 

same for his Coca-Cola. We sat there in the warm sun for more than an hour, 

watching the stream of traffic winding up the road from the valley. Then we 

mounted the tandem, happy in the knowledge that there was no more pushing to do 

for the rest of the day. 

Gently easing our way down the steep road, we dropped down for nine miles 

to the village of Heiligenblut, a gem in a wonderful setting. Here we went to a 

hotel recommended to us which proved to be the most comfortable and the most 

expensive of the tour. However, we considered that we had earned this luxury. 
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From our bedroom window we had a magnificent view of the snow-capped peak of 

the Grossglockner Mountain, high up above-the far end of the valley, and that 

night we slept with contented minds. We had achieved what many had said was 

impracticable and had taken a junior-back tandem over the highest road in Austria. 

Could we cross it again? Yes, of course, but on single bicycles next time  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°347 January1963 

A Christmas Tour with a Difference 

by Tessa Bushell 

We hadn’t tried camping before, but there is always a first and last time for 

everything. On gathering all the odds and ends together it was becoming more and 

more obvious that there was going to be one grossly over-loaded tandem and we 

would have to watch our axle weight over the bridges. By some miracle it was all 

loaded on, and Saturday morning dawned fine and clear with a light northerly 

blowing Bushell’s Bus left of Wainiu-o-mata to blaze a trail across some of the 

notoriously bad roads in the North Island. 

We climbed out of the valley, the top of the hill affords a magnificent view of 

Port Nicholson and Wellington, down we dipped into the Hutt Valley and another 

minor pass had to be negotiated at the top of this; the Rimutaka Hill (1,800 ft.). 

Near the top of the hill reads an unusual notice, ‘Beware of the Wind’, apparently a 

few cars have been blown off in a gale, and these are a bit too frequent in the 

Wellington area. The hill dropped and we were soon in the Wairarapa, not 

particularly interesting. Our first mistake to learn from came when on the Main 

Highway No. 2, the road forked so we took the minor road. It was tar sealed (this, I 

have learned, means that the road is surfaced. Ed.) up to Mauriceville where we 

camped. After this, for about 15 miles, unsealed road with big flints and hopelessly 

cambered, the tandem just slid into the side of the road on every bend. One 

occasion found the stoker doing a double somersault off the back and sitting in the 

brambles, and with no sympathy. Eketahuna was the next town of any size, and 

apart from a few ups and downs nothing spectacular happened and we stopped in 

Waipawa, in the Hawkes Bay Province, and a friendly family invited us to tea. 

Monday was hot and we plodded through the fruit growing areas of Hawkes 

Bay, Hasting and Napier being the centre of it. At Napier, which is on the east 

coast, we swung across North West to Lake Taupo. The Napier-Taupo road is a 

shocker, we had been forewarned not to take it but, the more we were warned 

against taking, it the more determined Fred became to take it. It is 97 miles long 

and only one small settlement on it apart from two logging camps. We covered the 

first 40 miles which was undulating, the hills being extremely hard and long. We 

stayed at Te Pohue, the only settlement on it, one hotel, garage-cum-store and post 

office. They shook their heads in the store about the next 50 miles, it was unsealed, 

for every hill you climbed you dropped the same, and the dust was fantastic. We 

crept to bed for an early start, at 7.00 a.m. we were on our way. The first hill saw 
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us foot slogging to the top (2,400 ft. A.S.L.) where the seal ended and the dust 

began. What a way to spend Christmas Day! Cars passed and clouds of dust rose, 

the day got hotter, the hills harder and were difficult to negotiate, or so I presume 

from the mutterings from the front. By lunch time we were convinced that it was 

all over and there just could not be any more hills, but no luck, we just climbed and 

dropped, and all the hills were walked as they were far too steep to ride. Mid 

afternoon found us sitting by the roadside with a big bundle, but you just can’t die 

by the roadside in New Zealand as towns and people are few and far between, so 

on we went. Just to help us on our way we had one of those maddening punctures 

which could not be found and we wasted valuable time. At about four-o-clock, 

thoroughly and mental exhausted, a sign heralded the end of the torture and with it 

a cool running stream. The sheer delight of it, we just jumped in and revelled in it, 

never did water feel so good. We staggered on a few miles but had to stop and 

camped anywhere. 

Lake Taupo and Wairakei were our next stops. Just before Taupo the seal 

ended again into pumice and dust, and a scruffy pair of Bushells crept in. The 

weather was overcast and we headed north for Wairakei and the Geothermal 

Project, feeling that after that our troubles would be over and we would head for 

south with a tail wind. The first sign of the Geothermal Works on the road is a 

notice saying ‘Beware of Steam Drifting Across the Road’, and then we noticed the 

thud, thud of steam. To picture it, imagine a collection of railway engines with far 

bigger funnels all blowing off steam, and everywhere the smell of sulphur. The 

project is simply the sinking of bores to tap vast areas of subterranean hot water. 

The reduction of pressure by the bores causes the water to boil and produce steam 

and hot water. This is separated and the steam drives the turbines to produce 

electricity. These bores stretch up one valley and one can follow the pipelines up 

the valley, although it is only steam and more steam. The Bushells did a star turn 

for the sightseers with a beautiful three point landing on the valley road. We saw 

the power station situated on the Waikato River, then came another part of the 

Geothermal area, Geyser Valley, a tourist attraction. A track about 1¼ miles has 

been made in this small valley with a small steaming stream running through. We 

wandered round looking at the boiling hot water, baby geysers, and boiling mud 

pools, and everywhere the sulphur laden air and the weird colour of the rocks. At 

times it appeared that we were walking over a brittle crust of pumice and if we BO 

much as jumped we would go through and end up crashing through the rock into a 

vast cavern of boiling water. I am sure if anyone had let a firework off we would 

have jumped a few feet. The most fascinating thing is the boiling mud, the 

continual slurp, slurp, slurp. This area is not to be confused with Rotorua, where 

there are Maoris still using the mud pools for cooking, etc. 

We headed back for Taupo, stopping to look at the Muka Falls, a water fall of 

brilliant colour and a raging torrent. At Taupo it started to rain, the wind had got to 

know of our turn and whipped round to southerly direction. We then decided that 
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the quicker we got home the better, and we set off into the teeth of a gale across the 

Desert Road through the National Park. It blew so hard we averaged 4 m.p.h. for 

about 5 hours, there were times when it was all we could do to stay upright. 

Around midday we crept off the road for a brew-up, it was cold and wet and we 

were almost ready to throw ourselves in the road and hope some kind motorist 

would help us out. We knew the next town was 20 miles away. The Desert Road, 

although only 57 miles long, is desolate and we passed under the three volcanoes, 

Ruapehu, Ngauruhoe and Tongariro, Tongariro National Park is the main North 

Island skiing area. We came to a signpost which made us realise why we were not 

going so well, we were climbing and had reached the height of 5,400 A.S.L., which 

is one of the highest points above sea level in New Zealand. We then picked up 

speed and at last reached Waiouru for a good hot meal. Another nightmarish ride 

over. 

To hammer home as fast as possible was the cry next day, and we clocked 105 

miles and were only 60 miles from home. Saturday we were gleefully thinking of a 

nice soft bed and a good hot meal. We headed down the west coast, then we were 

on home ground and we climbed over the Akatiawas, a particularly beautiful ride 

through native bush and at the 2,000 ft summit a view of the sea. Dropping down, 

first we were blessed with another unfindable puncture, this stopped us twice. Then 

the back spindle broke, this was mended, a few more yards and the front tyre blew 

out. And we crept home, believe it or not we reached there at 4.00pm, - 

EXHAUSTED!! Our mileage - 550 miles, time - 7 days, average per day 78½ 

miles. Tandems and camping don’t mix, the next tour its accommodation, big 

meals and comfortable mileage. The tandem just missed being thrown on the 

nearest rubbish tip, and the Bushells have their eyes on the South Island for March. 

(When will they ever learn?) Comment from work;-“You went across the Napier-

Taupo on a tandem! Your mad, need your heads tested.”  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°385 November 1968 

French Night Ride 

by Alan Clarke 

Towards the end of our motoring-cum-cycling holiday in Spain this year my 

meagre mileage was unexpectedly supplemented by a night ride from Paris. 

Alan Roberts and I had spent a very enjoyable fortnight, having taken the 

ferry to Dieppe with bikes atop the car and motored down towards Spain. After a 

couple of days in the beautiful little country of Andorra we headed south down the 

Spanish coast and then cut across to Madrid and back to the Pyrenees to see the 

Tour de France. We had done only a couple of hundred miles on our bikes because 

during the day it was too hot, the road are generally very poor and anyway lying on 

the beach was a darn sight easier. 

As I was saying having followed the Tour de France for a couple of days we 

started to make our way home when disaster struck near Saintes in Southern 
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France. The car, which had hitherto been running perfectly, conked out and so we 

had to find a garage. A spare part was required so we spent a night in Saintes 

hoping to be able to leave next day. We were told it would take more than a day 

however so we made the best of it and went for a ride down to Royan on the west 

coast where the Tour de France had recently had a rest day. I had to be back home 

by Monday and when the spare part had still not arrived by Saturday there was 

nothing for it but for me to catch a train to Paris. 

We pooled our resources and I left Alan at about 5 o’clock. The train arrived 

at midnight and having very little money left I set forth from la Gare d’Austerlitz 

needing to reach Dieppe 150 miles away by 9.0.a.m. for the ferry to Newhaven. 

This seemed easy enough barring mechanical trouble but I hadn’t bargained for the 

trouble I would encounter getting out of Paris. 

The first thing I noticed was the terrific amount of traffic careering about in 

all directions and then the multitudes of people who were dancing and singing in 

the street. I had heard of Gay Paris so I thought that this was the usual thing for a 

Saturday night, but I realised later that I had arrived in Paris at the worst possible 

time - midnight on Bastille Day. Knowing that Dieppe was roughly north-west I 

headed in that direction expecting to be knocked down at any moment. I had no 

map of the city so I attempted to ask directions but all I got were invitations to 

dance, or something like that. 

Eventually I found the E.1. (Ah! nostalgic thoughts) and got going quite well 

with a helpful tail wind and a full moon, despite the long drags out of Paris. At 

Pontoise I joined the N.15. and as the dawn began to break I found difficulty in 

keeping awake and stopped a couple of times to eat some of my bread and cheese 

and fruit and finish off the bottle of wine I had bought earlier. I soon overcame this 

bad spell and saw very little sign of life as I pedalled along until I found a cafe 

which was open at about 5.a.m. I quickly swallowed an enormous cup of coffee, 

hoping that there would be no dope tests at Dieppe, and set off again, for the final 

50 miles. I had to make a couple more stops as I was beginning to flag (Union 

Jack, of course) and was surprised to find the last few miles to Dieppe far from flat. 

On the outskirts of the town, the rain started pouring down and at the same 

time I punctured. I had half an hour to go so rather than stop and mend it I 

hammered on over the cobbles towards the harbour. I almost got lost after 

following a detour and reached the boat with very little time to spare feeling wet 

and tired. 

Once on the boat I took the opportunity of resting, had a meal and then felt 

ready for the ride home in the afternoon after arriving at Newhaven. 



314 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°393 Sumer 1971 

A Tour in the Sunny and Rainy South of France 

by Reg Baxter 

Ever since the summer of 1967, when Tom Simpson died so tragically in the 

Tour de France while climbing the Mont Ventoux in Provence, I had wanted to see 

this mountain, which rises over 6000 feet from the flat lands of the lower Rhone 

valley. The nearest large town is Avignon, a useful place from which to start a 

cycling tour in the South of France, being well served by trains which stop there on 

their way from Calais to the Riviera. 

At 6.30 a.m. on Ascension Day, a public holiday in France, and perhaps also 

in England, if and when we join the Common Market, my companion and I stepped 

down from the train at Avignon, collected our cycles and went to the station buffet 

for coffee and rolls. At that hour the streets were almost deserted and, after taking 

photos of the old bridge over the Rhone, or, rather, it’s remains, of ‘sur le Pont 

d’Avignon’ fame and of the fortress like Palace of the Popes, we set out en route 

for the Pont du Gard, some 20 miles away. 

After half an hour we had to shelter from heavy rain and took the opportunity 

to change into shorts. It rained on and off all that day, disappointing not only for us 

but also the natives, who by now were on the road in force in everything on 

wheels. We stopped at Remoulins to buy provisions for our lunch and were glad to 

turn off the main road for the Pont du Gard. This was another place I had long 

wanted to visit and I was not disappointed. The huge red stone aqueduct with its 

three tiers of arches rises nearly 200 feet above the river Gardon. It was built by the 

Romans over 2000 years ago and is in a remarkable state of preservation. We 

joined the crowds of visitors and, like many of them, climbed the cliff path to walk 

across the top where, in olden times, the water flowed through a covered channel. 

Some adventurous spirits were walking along the roof of the channel but, after 

looking down to the river far below, I decided that discretion was the better part, 

and kept the parapet between me and the drop. 

It was still drizzling when we left the Pont du Gard and made for Orange. We 

began to look for a suitable place to eat our lunch: this was not easy to find since 

the French have the habit of locking up any hut or shed which might afford some 

shelter. At last, at the entrance to one village we saw a communal clothes-washing 

place covered by a large over-hanging roof. As it was a feast day nobody was using 

it and we gladly got out of the rain and proceed to brew up some tea to go with our 

lunch. 

Orange is another place where the Romans have left traces of their 

occupation. The huge triumphal arch still has pride of place on the main road 

through the town and the Roman theatre is still used for open-air performances. We 

spent our first night at Carpentras, a fair-sized town at the foot of Mont Ventoux, 

and, on coming down to breakfast, were pleased to see the sun shining, for we had 
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a strenuous day before us. After a gentle climb of some twelve miles we came to 

Malaucène, the last village before the real climb began. Malaucène is a pleasant 

village with a large square lined with plane trees and picturesque houses. We 

visited the charcuterie (pork butchers), the boulangerie (bakers) and finally the 

epicerie (grocers) to stock up with food for the journey. We had optimistically 

planned to have lunch at the top of the mountain, some eighteen miles away, but 

the gradients were much steeper than the average alpine pass and we were only 

half way up when heat and hunger forced us to rest and eat. A curious feature of 

this mountain is the lack of water. Whereas, on an alpine pass, there is usually a 

mountain torrent where one can bathe ones hands and face in ice cold water here 

there was not a drop to be seen. It was past four o’clock when we reached the 

summit through walls of snow. The mists were beginning to blot out the landscape 

when we suddenly caught sight of the gigantic observatory which stands on top of 

the mountain. It was a remarkable sight: the building is shaped like a huge rocket 

and, in its red and white paint, looked like something out of space fiction. We met 

a lone French cyclist on a racing machine. He lived at Avignon and said he usually 

made an annual pilgrimage to see the spot where Tom Simpson died, now 

commemorated by a memorial stone a few yards from the road. He pointed out the 

spot about half a mile down and then proceeded to put on long trousers and a 

waterproof coat ready for the long freewheel down the other side of the mountain. 

We took the hint and piled on all the spare clothing we had, for by now the clouds 

were swirling round us and it was getting cold. 

We stopped to take photographs of the memorial which is quite impressive. It 

shows a racing cyclist in silhouette and bears the inscription 

A la mémoire 

de TOM SIMPSON 

médaille olympique, champion du monde, 

ambassadeur sportif britannique 

décédé le 15 juillet (Tour de France) 1967 

ses amis cyclistes de Grande Bretagne. 

 

We were lucky to have come over the Mont Ventoux for we learned later that 

the road had only just been opened after the winter snows. We were even luckier to 

have had a sunny day. It had been the wettest spring for years in Provence and the 

next day we woke to rain once more. Our route now lay across Provence to the 

Maritime Alps where we planned to visit first the Gorges of the Cians and the 

Daluis. After a night at Forcalquier and another at Moustiers-Sainte Marie, both 

extremely interesting towns, we found ourselves riding through the Verdon Gorge, 

pausing frequently to gaze down the 2000 feet cliffs to the ribbon of river far 

below. It is said that this gorge is comparable to the Colorado canyon in depth and 

grandeur; it is certainly worth cycling to see. A hailstorm half-way forced us to 

shelter in a nearby farm shed. We stood there with the farmer, his dog and a few 
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chickens while it rained in stair rods. A flash of lightning hit a nearby pylon and 

the sizzling sound made us jump. The farmer muttered something .about it being 

‘mauvais temps’. The only consolation was that the heavy rains of the past week 

had filled all the watercourses and there were magnificent waterfalls everywhere. 

We stayed the night at Comps, a useful centre for a visit to the canyon. The 

one and only hotel here has been run by father and son since 1757. It can be 

recommended. Leaving Comps we had a glorious downhill run to Castellane 

passing on the way the Château de Trigance where, six year ago on my sixtieth 

birthday, my son and I had spent the night. At that time we had been unable to find 

any accommodation at Comps and were making for Castellane when we saw a 

roadside sign advertising the château as a place where one could dine and that there 

were ‘possibilities of sleeping’. It was raining hard then and I recalled how we had 

climbed up a narrow road to this old castle which was being restored by its new 

owner, who was turning it into a restaurant for gourmets. He gave us a bedroom 

which was one of the stonewalled rooms of the castle. Two buckets of water, one 

hot and one cold were brought in. When you have finished washing, we were told, 

you can throw the water out of the window. The window was a slit in the wall 

which dropped sheer hundreds of feet to the valley. The food was excellent and the 

bill astronomical but, as it was my birthday it was a unique present to myself. 

It started raining again when we reached the Barrage of Castillon and the huge 

artificial lake. This time we found a roadside hut, where we were able to eat and 

enjoy the view. A climb up the Col des Aures and another run down to Annet, a 

pleasant little town on the Route des Alpes, and then on to Entrevaux. We liked 

Entrevaux, a small town with ramparts and a draw- bridge. We stayed two nights 

here. A very tolerant hotelkeeper, who had no garage, allowed us to stow our wet 

cycles at the far end of his dining room; I later suspected that his wife was not over 

pleased with this arrangement. From Entrevaux we did the circuit of the Cians and 

Daluis gorges. This was a magnificent trip through miles of narrow rocky gorges 

where the torrent raced alongside the road at one moment and then plunged down 

into a deep chasm a short while later. The sun shone until midday. We were then 

about 5000 feet above sea level with another 1000 feet to climb when it began to 

rain. It never stopped for the rest of the day. At the little town of Beuil near the 

summit of the Valberg we surrendered and bought ourselves a hot lunch instead of 

having our usual picnic. It was a very good lunch. 

The following day was a little brighter and we rode over the Col St. Raphael 

and followed, a tough switchback road past fields of lavender back to Comps 

where we were glad to find the central heating on in our bedroom. We had now 

finished with the mountains for a while and a day’s ride brought us to Sainte 

Maxime on the Mediterranean. From then on the sun shone incessantly for the next 

six days and we began to acquire that tan which we had hoped to get much earlier. 

It was now the beginning of the Whitsun weekend and as Whit Monday is a public 
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holiday in France we decided to book up for three nights at Saint-Aygulf and make 

sure of a bed. 

The next two days were spent on stripped bikes. We pottered along the coast, 

admiring the deep red rocks and the glorious blue sea. We then explored the rough 

road-s of the Esterel Forest which rises high above the Corniche. Few motorists 

ventured here for fear of broken springs. One French motorist and his wife gazed 

wistfully at our machines and recalled the day when they had cycled from Toulon 

to Nice and had got far more enjoyment from that trip than they ever had from 

motoring. We left our comfortable hotel in Saint-Aygulf early on Whit Monday 

and rode along the coast to Cannes and Juan les Pins, where I enjoyed my one and 

only swim. We then turned northwards to Grasse, the centre of scent manufacture, 

glad to leave the noisy coastal road with its heavy holiday traffic and leather-

jacketed ‘ton-up’ boys making an ear-splitting din. After a night in Grasse we 

visited the gorges of the Loup, a popular excursion for the coaches from Nice in 

the summer, but almost deserted at the time we were there. Leaving the mountains 

for the second time we enjoyed the long sweep down to Vance, another interesting 

old town where we spent our last night in France. The cyclometer had ticked up 

610 miles when we arrived at the railway station in Nice the following day and 

registered the cycles back to Victoria. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°410 1977 

Eagle-Westerley Inter-Club Run 1977 

By Dennis Sale 

Having often reminisced with my contemporaries of the Westerley Road Club 

over the great times we had together on inter-club runs back in the 50’s and early 

60’s when meeting them at their Annual Dinner and various other times, we have 

frequently parted company with the avowed intention of reviving the series. 

In the event it was Bob Woods of the Westerley in his Annual Dinner speech 

who put the wheels in motion by speaking very enthusiastically of these runs, and 

from the after dinner chat the run was resurrected. Old age has brought some 

prudency, and by previous standards the mileage, was very tame with elevenses at 

The Budgie Café, North Mimms - lunch at The Cosy Café, Sawbridgeworth and tea 

at The Seven Days Café, Hatfield. 

Albert Ayton, Arthur Batty, Peter Beresford, Eddie Hadlow, Charlie Wilde 

and myself comprised the Eagle party who set off from the Clocktower on Sunday 

23rd January, from where we had a steady ride out to elevenses via Waltham 

Abbey, Cheshunt, etc., where we were joined by a party of about 24 Westerley 

who were drawn from the Edgware, Hanwell and Southall and North Western 

Sections of the CTC. 

Alan Gough led the run to lunch over the relatively tough but scenic route 

through Essendon, Hertford, Wareside and Widford. En-route we had to negotiate 

a raging ford at Hadham Cross and all crossed by the footbridge except Brian 
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Alexander who rode through, though many got wet feet a few yards further on as 

the stream had overflowed over the whole road beyond to a depth of over one foot 

in places. 

 The traditional speeding-up to the lunch venue took place after this episode, 

and I am told that it was Brian Alexander with power in reserve over Eddie 

Hadlow in the sprint finish. 

‘Beat’ and Will Townsend met us for a chat outside The Cosy but did not join 

us for lunch or the pre-lunch ale quaffing session which ended with the landlord 

calling ‘time’. We eventually got away from lunch at 3.15pm, and it was left to 

Eddie and myself to carry the Eagle colours to Hatfield where on the way several 

of the Westerley suffered punctures and mechanical faults - not to mention a good 

quota of sags all round and I was on my bends well before we got to Hatfield. 

However, a hot meal worked wonders and in the comfort of a warm bar at The 

Good Intent Upshire and having supped a few pints of draught Guinness, both Ed 

and I reckoned it had been a great day. 

Let us hope that this one-time regular feature on our calendar is not allowed to 

lapse again. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°417 1980 

 London to Brighton Bike Ride 

By Albert Ayton 

It was quite a day “Not a demo,” they said,  

“Not out to prove anything but just to have some fun and go for a ride.” 

And how right they were. Mind you, between 4,000 and 5,000 cyclists, by police 

count, leaving Speaker’s Corner at 7.30 am or the first ones, at any rate, for it must 

have been nearly eight before I came to the line, tend to look a bit like a 

demonstration to the hapless motorist trying to circumnavigate Marble Arch. The 

police stopped the traffic to let us go in batches of 200-500 and of the four traffic 

lanes in Park Lane, two were entirely cyclists. A grand sight! 

There were all types and ages of cycles and cyclists alike. Quite a lot of 

clubmen. Crest, Upton Manor, Brentwood C.T.C.,16 from the North Road, South 

London clubs. West London clubs, and not only from the London area, seven down 

from the Lincoln Wheelers, Wessex D.A., Milton Keynes C.T.C., South Bucks 

Road Club, I saw somebody from Manchester and spoke to a rider from 

Northampton. Singles of all descriptions, roadster, lightweight, small wheel, 

folding, a triplet was out, a tandem trike (which eventually ran out of road down a 

steep narrow hill in Sussex and folded up front and offside sprints), a number of 

single trikes, most ridden by ladies and more tandems than I have seen for years, 

must have been 50 or 60, very smart too new looking Peugeots, Motobecanes and 

one MKM on its maiden ride. 

 Don’t ride more than two abreast, said the instructions and, by and large, they 

didn’t but, of course, with the varying speeds and capabilities there was constant 
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passing and repassing and, until we were clear of the suburbs little chance for the 

column to stretch out. There were various cafes and tea vans positioned along the 

route but, anticipating the service difficulties I was self-sufficient in liquid and 

viands. Entertainment, too, if you wanted it, from various fringe theatre groups and 

the like. The organisers had worked out a lane route avoiding the main Brighton 

Road and, at the expense of about five miles extra to the direct mileage, a pleasant 

way of getting to Brighton. The day was dull and overcast, wind strong and not 

unhelpful but bitterly cold. 

Turners Hill was the designated lunch stop and the village was absolutely 

submerged in bikes, the pubs, emblazoned with ‘Cyclists welcome’ notices, and 

that makes a change, were doing sell-out business, the organiser’s lunch packs, 

good value at 60p were going as fast as if they were being given away. I stopped a 

mile or two farther on for my sandwiches and, for the whole hour I was there, the 

road was not empty of a passing cyclist. Ditchling, too, was packed with riders 

tanking up for the ascent of Ditchling Beacon where a gathering was programmed 

for a mass descent to Brighton seafront. A narrow village street anyway, not two 

car widths in places and the traffic jam was monumental. In no hurry I sat and 

waited rather than to try and squeeze through and exchanged some few words, 

cheerful and friendly, let it be said, with the occupants of the car alongside who 

were ruefully despairing of getting to Brighton for the kick-off of the football 

match against Everton. 

It was such a cold wind I considered fortifying myself with a whisky-mac for 

the next bit, but after ploughing steadily all the way up the climb in my 35” lowest 

gear I was warm enough. The police had the road marked at each end as obstructed 

with diversions in operation, but even the cars connected with the event made 

chaos enough and, after a cup of tea and a chat with an American tandem couple, I 

pre-empted the mass descent to the finish on the Marine Parade where there was 

considerable razz-a-mataz and where, shortly afterwards, the Marines dropped in, 

literally, in a free-fall parachute drop. 

A special train had been laid on for 7 pm., with a separate goods train for the 

bicycles, but I wanted to get away earlier if possible. With usual British Railway 

co-operation I found them refusing to sell London tickets to cyclists for the normal 

services, and the special, which was obviously going to be a scramble, not only 

meant a couple of hours wait but a charge for the bike into the bargain. So I 

decided to ride over to Lewes to get onto the Eastbourne line, 10 miles straight into 

the wind with half of it a climb to the summit of the Downs, with the half mile or 

so right at the top a real stinker. There were about a dozen riders at Lewes for the 

train who had arrived by various means and routes, and the journey to London 

passed quickly. With the ride to and from Central London and the Lewes diversion, 

the 58 mile advertised for London to Brighton had lengthened into a day’s total of 

almost 100 that could only have been improved by brighter warmer weather 

and/or, of course, the company of another Eagle or three. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°419 Winter 1981 

By Reg Baxter 

From the Atlantic to the Alps 

My friend Claude and I have one thing in common, we were born in 1905. On 

becoming entitled to draw a retirement pension from the state, Claude decided that 

he would like to try some foreign touring. He had no practical experience of 

cycling abroad and no knowledge of foreign languages but he had many useful 

assets and, in addition, was a good cyclist, a cheerful companion and ready to ride 

in foul weather without moaning. Knowing that I had been on several foreign 

tours, he asked me to take him to see some of the best mountain scenery in Europe. 

In 1971 we went to Provence, climbed the Mont Ventoux and visited the Maritime 

Alps, just to test the water, as it were. He liked it. In 1972 went over the highest 

passes in Austria and Italy and still he asked for more. So, for 1975 I planned a 

month’s tour via the Pyrenees and the Route des Alpes with a detour into Spain 

and Andorra. 

At that time the French and British railways had not become awkward in the 

matter of transporting bicycles. One could, assume that a bicycle would arrive at its 

destination together with its owner. In mid-June we left Victoria Station at 10.30 

arrived in Paris at 17.20, cycled across the city to the Gare d’Austerlitz and 

travelled to Bordeaux on a night train arriving at 06.40. After coffee and croissants 

in the station buffet, we collected the cycles and set off at 07.30 intending to make 

an early start for Arcachon, a seaside resort on the Atlantic coast about thirty miles 

from Bordeaux. We simply could not find the right road out of town - even a 

policeman in a stationary car at traffic lights was puzzled and could not help. It was 

half past eight before we were on our way. 

To the south of the Bordeaux - Arcachon road is the region known as the 

Landes; it has been described as a huge triangular area, of sand dunes, lakes and 

monotonous pine forests. The quickest route from Bordeaux to Biarritz is via the 

Route Nationale 10, a distance of about 110 miles. A glance at the map shows this 

road as an almost straight line. To avoid this monotonous, traffic-laden road we 

chose the quieter and more picturesque minor roads that skirt the Atlantic Coast. 

After about an hour’s riding a heavy rain shower caused us to seek shelter in a half-

built house; here we changed into shorts. The sun came out and with a favourable 

wind we reached Arcachon around mid-day. 

After cycling along boulevards overlooking the sea, we turned south and 

stopped for a picnic lunch near Pyla-sur-Mer. Here we saw the Dune de Pyla, a 

huge sand dune, 114 metres high, said to be the largest in Europe. We could see 

people climbing laboriously up to the top to admire the view over the ocean and 

the forest. Having no wish to get our shoes and socks full of sand, we did not join 

them. The road, now undulating and winding, passes through thick pine forests. 

The observant traveller is soon intrigued by the sight of small earthenware pots 

clamped, to the trunks of the trees. These pots collect the resin which flows from 
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incisions made in the tree trunk. Every three weeks the pots are collected and 

emptied into barrels which are sent to distilleries where oil of turpentine is 

extracted from the resin. 

The favourable wind was so helpful that we carried, on through Biscarrosse to 

Mimizan. We looked at one or two hotels in this little town and then doubled back 

to the Hotel au Bon Coin (Cosy Corner) situated, near the edge of a small lake. As 

we had not slept very soundly in the train and had cycled ninety miles since 

leaving Bordeaux, we were looking forward to sinking into a comfortable bed and 

that explains why we cut short our after-dinner stroll by the lake. 

It was raining when we awoke. By ten o’clock we were able to start without 

wearing capes and, with a strong wind behind us, we sped through the forest roads 

for about thirty miles to Moliets Plage. The sun was now quite hot and, while 

Claude prepared our picnic lunch, I went down to the beach for a swim. There was 

nobody else in sight. The huge Atlantic rollers were crashing down on mile after 

mile of glorious sandy beaches; this was part of the Cote d’Argent or Silver Coast 

which stretches for more than 100 miles north from Biarritz. The peace and 

quietness of this detour along the coast ended after another 23 miles when we 

reached, the junction with the R.N.10. We rode the last 8 miles into Bayonne 

accompanied by a stream of noisy lorries, most of them bound, for the Spanish 

frontier at Hendaye. Bayonne is a busy port on the River Adour. It is famous for its 

iron workers and armourers to whom is owed the bayonet, named, after the town. 

After crossing the bridge over the River Adour we stopped on the outskirts of the 

town where we found the Hotel Chez Monique, which gave us a friendly reception. 

Having disposed of that we settled down to watch television - a Hitchcock thriller 

with Paul Newman. 

By now we were well on our way to the Spanish frontier and the Lower 

Pyrenees. Setting off on a bright, sunny morning we followed the coast road to 

fashionable Biarritz, then to St. Jean de Luz, a popular seaside resort and from 

there via the Basque Corniche, a cliff-top road with magnificent views of the coast 

and the ocean, to Hendaye Plage. Here we had our last good view of the Atlantic 

and, while Claude looked after my valuables, I went down to the beach for a swim. 

Just for curiosity we rode as far as the International Toll Bridge at the frontier. A 

long line of lorries stretched back for some hundreds of yards, they were awaiting 

Customs clearance. We had to endure about five miles of the busy R.N.10 before 

turning off on to the quiet D4 road at Urrugne. 

Here we stopped for our picnic lunch in the village garden. With a helpful 

wind behind we made our way eastwards towards the Mediterranean, as yet two 

weeks away. We were now in the Basque country, passing through villages with 

unpronounceable names, such as ITXASSOU. After cycling 63 miles from 

Bayonne we decided to call a halt at Bidarray, having seen the attractive Hotel 

Pont d’Enfer (Hell’s Bridge Hotel) on the other side of a 14
th

 century hump-backed 
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bridge. Legend has it that the Devil, in despair at being unable to learn the Basque 

language, threw himself from this bridge into the River Nive. 

We were now on the Route des Pyrenees, making for the giant mountain 

passes which every year sort out the men from the boys in the Tour de France. 

Leaving Bidarray soon after nine we were glad to find that the helpful west wind 

was still blowing. After some twelve miles the pretty little town of St. Jean-Pied-

de-Port (St. John at the foot of the pass) compelled us to stop for photographs. The 

word ‘port’ is often seen in the Pyrenees; it means a mountain pass and, in this case 

it was the Roncesvalles Pass, 16 miles away, used by the Emperor Charlemagne in 

778, when he marched his troops into Spain to fight the Saracens. The road was 

now getting quite hilly and, before reaching Mauleon we climbed our first pass, the 

Col d’Osquich. There was a heavy mist over the mountains which blotted out the 

fine panorama to be seen in better conditions from the top of the pass. Our aim was 

to reach a village at the foot of the Col d’Aubisque, the first and steepest of the 

giant passes. By late afternoon we were riding through the Oloron forest when we 

came to a signboard Route Barrée (Road closed) across the road we wished to take. 

Usually a cyclist can ignore these signs if he wishes; more often than not it is 

possible to cross the obstacle on foot and so we carried on. 

It was pleasant riding, no sign of any other vehicle, not surprising perhaps 

when you think about it, but, after several miles with the grass in the middle of the 

road getting thicker and thicker, we began to wonder whether we had made the 

right decision. Then we met a car coming towards us. It stopped and the occupants 

warned us that the road ahead was completely impassable; there had been a 

landslide. At this spot was a narrow lane not marked on my map, and I asked at a 

nearby farmhouse whether the lane led to a main road. We were in luck so after a 

rough ride we eventually came to the main road about five miles from Bielle. It 

was about eight o’clock when we booked in at the Hotel des Sports at Bielle after a 

day’s ride of 80 miles. 

It should not be assumed, that it is our normal practice to cycle 300 miles in 

four days while on tour. So far the going had been easy, with the prevailing west 

wind behind us, but our daily mileage was soon to drop dramatically as we 

approached the giant cols. 

We awoke to bright sunshine. It was a Sunday and also Midsummer Day. At 

breakfast the Sabbath quiet was disturbed by the continual roar of motor-cycle 

engines. We soon learned that the district motor-cycle club was holding a trial on 

the Col d’Aubisque; there were about 120 riders taking part and we had them for 

company for about two hours. From Bielle to the top of the Col is some twelve 

miles and, as we slowly wound our way up we watched the motor-cyclists roaring 

round the hairpin bends to the cheers of their supporters. . This side of the col is 

extremely steep and it was past one o’clock when we reached the summit (5,610 

feet). The distant views were hidden by haze and low cloud. We put on long 

trousers and rode down a short distance before stopping for our picnic lunch. After 
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a further short climb over the Col de Soulor we enjoyed the long run down to the 

village of Arrens. 

Before leaving home I had arranged to meet Albert Ayton either in Arrens or 

in Bareges. He and his wife, Olive, together with Arthur and Rene Jacobs, had 

planned to spend a motoring cum walking holiday in the Pyrenees National Park. 

We pottered slowly through the village looking at the cars outside each hotel as 

Albert had given me his car registration. We reached the end of the village and had 

almost given up hope when I spotted his car outside the Hotel de Renaissance. I 

spoke to the hotel keeper who was able to provide us with a room. Albert and his 

party were out walking so, after a clean-up and. change of clothing, Claude and I 

went for a stroll around the village. We had covered 27 miles that day but the first 

half of that distance was far harder than the 90 miles of the first day. That evening 

we all had dinner together and celebrated our meeting with bottles of white wine, 

thoughtfully provided by Albert, and it was well past ten o’clock when our party 

broke up and we made for bed. 

Next morning, before saying farewell to our friends, we stood outside the 

hotel and posed for a group photograph. Then we set off to see the Cirque de 

Gavarnie, the most remarkable natural wonder in the Pyrenees. The first few miles 

continued, downhill on a road leading to Lourdes, the world famous religious 

centre. Turning off some seven miles short of Lourdes we began the steep 24 miles 

long climb up the valley to the village of Gavarnie. The sun was blazing hot at 

mid-day; we had our picnic lunch in a shady bus shelter and watched the coaches 

carrying pilgrims from Lourdes on their excursions to the Cirque. Past experience 

had taught me that it would be impossible to enjoy a quiet visit to the Cirque in the 

afternoon, so we did not attempt to hurry and arrived at the village soon after four 

o’clock. We booked in at the Hotel Astazou and, after a cleanup and a short nap we 

made a pot of tea in our room before taking a stroll round the crowded village. The 

principal occupation of the villagers, apart from running gift shops and restaurants, 

is the hiring-out of mules and horses to carry the hundreds of visitors to the Hotel 

du Cirque, over an hour’s walk away. 

We had an early night, breakfasted, at eight o’clock and started off on foot 

through the now deserted village to visit the Cirque. For the first half an hour the 

path follows a swift mountain stream, then crosses a swampy, grassy waste before 

climbing up through huge boulders. Here, we began to get a good view of the 

largest of the cascades, which has a clear drop of about 1,400 feet, and could hear 

its dull roar. The path ends at the Hotel du Cirque, where the horses and mules are 

rested and their thirsty riders can obtain refreshment. We were still entirely alone 

and could enjoy in peace the wonderful panoramic view of the Cirque. It is a 

natural amphitheatre, some two miles wide with 2,000 feet high vertical walls 

down which plunges the Grand Cascade and many other waterfalls. Above these 

walls are three glaciers, like snow-covered, ledges, the highest of which is nearly 

10,000 feet above sea-level. It really is a fantastic sight and well worth the long 
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trudge from the village. We were half-way back before we met the horses bearing 

the first of the day’s influx of visitors. 

It was eleven o’clock when we at last got away from the village of Gavarnie, 

glad to be in the saddle again after our long trudge. The sky was blue and, having 

little or no pedalling to do on the steep 12 miles run down to Luz-Saint-Sauveur, 

we were able to enjoy to the full the magnificent mountain scenery. The road runs 

close to the Gave de Pau, a wild mountain torrent fed by the countless waterfalls 

which cascade down the steep rock walls of the valley. At Luz we rejoined the 

Route des Pyrenees and turned our wheels towards the Col du Tourmalet, the 

famous 7,000 feet high pass which takes its annual toll of riders in the Tour de 

France. It was past lunch-time but we pushed on for another five miles to Bareges 

before stopping to picnic in the sun. The gradient was now getting steeper and we 

were still eight miles from the top of the col. Nearing the top we were forced to 

stop while men repairing the road and supporting buttresses swept away heaps of 

mud and rock from the road surface. Road engineers in these parts have a never-

ending battle with the elements, melting snow and the resultant rockfalls, play 

havoc with the roads and one should ride with care at all times on a winding 

mountain road. As it is possible to turn a comer and find some large stones in the 

road, it is sound policy when descending a pass to ease up on approaching a blind 

corner in spite of the temptation to keep going at full speed. 

We reached the top soon after five. Then came the usual ritual of putting on 

long trousers, woollies, gloves scarf and cap, in readiness for the long run down. 

When there is no sun about it can be extremely chilly 7,000 feet up on a mountain 

pass with no pedalling to do for many miles. I was hoping to get accommodation at 

a hotel I knew in Sainte-Marie-de-Campan at the foot of the pass but, as so often 

happens to me, I called on the day when the hotel closes to give the staff their 

weekly day’s holiday. Six miles farther on we stopped at a rambling old fashioned 

hotel in the village of Payolle at the foot of the Col d’Aspin. Although the hotel 

was somewhat shabby the elderly proprietoress gave us a wonderful meal. Our 

bedroom had no window opening on to fresh air and, to reach it, we had to pass 

along a series of dimly-lit corridors; the whole place had a spooky atmosphere. 

During the night we were awakened by a tremendous clatter followed by a 

complete silence. Nothing in the bedroom appeared to have shifted so we went 

back to sleep. Next morning we discovered that one of the large window frames 

had been blown out by the wind.  

That wind had brought rain with it and we started off in capes to tackle the 

Col d’Aspin. After the Tourmalet we found the climbing fairly easy: on reaching 

the top (4,880 feet) we were able to put away the capes and enjoy a swift run down 

to the village of Arreau. Everywhere was too wet for us to picnic in the open so we 

had a light lunch in a restaurant at the foot of the Col de Peyresourde. The sun was 

shining when we started on the long climb. We were able to ride slowly on our low 

gears (we both had a bottom gear of 32”) and, once over the top, (5,127 feet), we 
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soon covered the six miles into the tourist resort of Luchon. Claude was beginning 

to have trouble with his front wheel, which was making horrible noises. We found 

a quiet spot in the market place - luckily it was not market day - and inspected, the 

offending hub. While we were examining the ball-bearings, some of which were 

pitted, a man came up and spoke to us in English. He turned out to be a member of 

the Ross Wheelers who was living in Luchon while convalescing from an 

operation. Leaving Claude to brew up a pot of tea, I went with our new-found 

friend to a cycle dealers shop in a back street where we got a set of the right sized 

bearings for Claude’s hub. I always regretted having failed to ask the Ross Wheeler 

his name. 

It was past six o’clock when Claude’s wheel was back in place. We had no 

wish to spend, a night in Luchon and decided to tackle the ten miles to Bosost, a 

little town on the other side of the Franco-Spanish frontier. There was one snag; 

between us and Bosost was the Col de Portillon (4,300 feet). Although we had 

ridden two cols that day, we felt fairly fit and rather liked the idea of a third. We 

reached the top at half past seven and, after putting on some extra clothing, 

swooped down to the Custom post at the frontier. After a brief delay we were soon 

in Bosost. We rode down the main street and stopped in front of the Hosteria 

Catalana, a large, smart-looking hotel. Leaving Claude to guard, the cycles I went 

in and began making enquiries in my long-unused Spanish. The receptionist was a 

very pleasant senorita and, after some amusing exchanges, I was given the key of a 

room with two beds costing 200 pesetas (the rate then was 146 to the £). The 

charge for room and breakfast came to 260 pesetas for the two of us - less than £1 

each. A fairly good dinner cost 170 pesetas each. The only other item on the bill 

was for wine 5 this was met by me because Claude never drinks alcohol. 

We were now in the Spanish part of the Central Pyrenees and were making 

southwards. There were two routes to choose from: one was via the Puerta de la 

Bonaigua, a 6,800 feet high pass which led to the valley of the River Nogueara 

Pallaresa and the other was via the four mile long Viella tunnel. I had heard 

gruesome tales about the tunnel - that it was unlit, full of potholes (not altogether 

strange for tunnels in Spain) and had a surface like a river bed. We decided to 

climb the pass. There was a coach party at the hotel and they were given breakfast 

first; we had ours at 8.30. It was 9.30 when we set off in hot sunshine along a road 

which ran along beside the young River Garonne and, after about ten miles, 

reached the town of Viella. Here was the parting of the ways and the start of the 

fifteen miles climb to the top of the pass. There was no shade whatsoever and, by 

mid-day, the sun was beginning to burn our arms and knees. Luckily we saw an 

empty, newly-built house just off the road and had our picnic lunch in its welcome 

shade. The last six miles to the top were quite tough and very often we had to walk 

the steep hairpin bends. But the scenery was magnificent and easily compensated 

for the hard climb. 
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From the top of the pass we had a glorious run down before stopping to rest 

by the side of a river where we dangled our feet in the cool water while sipping 

cups of hot tea which we had brewed on our little solid fuel stove. The 15 miles run 

down from the top of the pass ended at Esterre where we entered the valley of the 

River Nogueara Pallaresa. After a mile or so we turned off on to a steep side road 

which ended after five miles at the little village of Espot. Espot is a popular place 

for tourists wishing to explore the Montes Malditos (Accursed Mountains) and also 

to visit the Lake of San Mauricio, some five miles distant at the end of a rough 

boulder-strewn track. We booked- a room for two nights at the Hotel San 

Mauricio, having agreed that the following day was to be our ‘rest day’. The 

Spaniards never worry much about time but we found, it difficult to wait until half-

past, nine each evening before sitting down to dinner; however, this hotel fed us 

well and, as always, it was a case of ‘when in Rome...’.  

For our ‘rest day’ we had decided on a gentle ride as far as Lake San Mauricio 

and then return for a mid-day meal at the hotel. But before starting we were to be 

present at a little comedy. Our cycles had been locked away in a garage and we had 

to ask for it to be opened. A kitchen maid came with us to the garage, holding a 

key in her hand, after several unsuccessful attempts to open it she went back to the 

hotel and fetched one of the waitresses; she was also unable to open the door. 

Gradually, more of the staff arrived to help but the door refused to open. Then the 

manager came along; he was wearing a long-suffering look on his face, as if to say 

 “What a bunch of fools I’ve got working for me, can’t even open a door.” 

The staff stood, back respectfully while the great man inserted the key in the lock 

and then turned it - and nothing happened. We were just beginning to say goodbye 

to our trip to the lake when suddenly the door opened and a small boy appeared. 

We found out later that he had climbed through a window at the back and 

unfastened the door from the inside.  

Claude had become suspicious of my idea of a ‘rest day’ and today was no 

exception. We started, off at a good pace along a narrow, dusty lane, our stripped 

bikes responding to every thrust on the pedals. After about a mile we entered a 

forest and the lane became a boulder-strewn track, too steep to ride; for the next 

four miles we had to push or carry our cycles. At one stage Claude suggested that 

we should turn back, but I was determined to see the lake having had to miss it on 

an earlier trip to Espot. It took well over two hours to reach it. We sat on the dam 

wall in bright sunshine to have a late ‘elevenses’ whilst admiring the view of the 

lake which is almost entirely surrounded, by high mountains. We got back to the 

hotel within an hour in time for an excellent ‘mid-day’ lunch at two o’clock. Then 

we followed the Spanish custom and retired to our room for a siesta and slept for 

three hours. A walk round the village and dinner at 9.30 where we chatted with two 

English walkers at our table brought our ‘rest day’ to an end. 

After an 8 o’clock breakfast we paid our very reasonable hotel bill and were 

soon on our way down to rejoin the road that follows the River Nogueara Pallaresa. 
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Although it was a Saturday the traffic was light and we sped downhill for mile 

after mile through picturesque gorges until mid-day when we found a shady spot 

by the river for our picnic. As the sun was now blazing hot we decided to have a 

sleep until about three o’clock. Our next stop was at Sort, an attractive old town 

with arcaded streets and archways, where we stocked up with provisions for the 

next few days picnics. After that we carried, on downhill all the way to Tremp, 

where we were to turn off, to Andorra. The Tourist Office in Tremp recommended 

the Hostal La Canonja and here we were given a good room with a shower and 

W.C. Again we had to wait until 9.30 before we could dine. The room with two 

beds cost 170 pesetas: with breakfast at 30 pesetas each our bill for bed and 

breakfast was well under £1 each. It should, be remembered that this was in 1973. 

Since then hotel employees in Spain have obtained substantial wage increases and. 

the foreign visitor can no longer expect to live cheaply at the expense of lowly-paid 

workers. In France we had been paying an average of £1.70 each for bed and 

breakfast. 

Next morning we had our breakfast of coffee, biscuits and croissants in the 

bar, where our proprietoress, a jolly woman, gave us minute instructions on how to 

find our route over the hills. Outside in the square the sun was already making 

itself felt and all the cafe tables were occupied by thirsty excursionists waiting for 

buses to take them on their Sunday outings. 

If Saturday with its 48 miles of downhill riding had been restful, today was 

the reverse. Our route lay across the grain of the country and we spent all morning 

toiling up steep hills on roads with fields of cherry trees on either side. We stopped 

for a mid-morning snack in the shade of one of the trees and at the same time 

adjusted Claude’s gear - the chain was refusing to switch on to the big sprocket. 

After a switchback ride we stopped for our picnic in the only shade available - 

under the arch of a river bridge; here we were able to cool our feet while eating. 

From this river the road climbed to its highest point at the village of Boixols. The 

long, hard grind was over and we now had a glorious ten miles run down to the 

main road at Col de Nargo. The road was crowded with Sunday traffic on its way 

to and from Andorra but, luckily, we had a strong wind behind us which helped us 

up the gradual climb. We carried on until seven o’clock before stopping at the 

Hostal Avenida at Seo de Urgel, after a tough 55 miles ride from Tremp. 

Our room was on the top floor and we were pleased to see that there was a 

shower because we were decidedly travel-stained and needed a good wash. Alas, 

when I stood under the shower and turned on the tap no water emerged. I had to 

dress and go down to find out what was wrong.  

“Ah, senor, it is our reservoir; there is very little water in it and it is rationed. 

It will come on later.” 

I was given a big jug of water (there was more pressure on the ground floor) 

and we had to do our best with that. At six o’clock next morning all was well and 

we both enjoyed a good hot shower. 
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Although we were on the road soon after nine next morning there was already 

heavy traffic on the narrow main road to Andorra-la-Vella, the capital of Andorra, 

some twelve miles away. Before my first visit to Andorra, with my son in 1966, I 

had entertained romantic notions of this tiny principality, the rule over which is 

shared by France and Spain, but they were soon dispelled. Until 1931 there was no 

direct road link between the capital, Andorra-la-Vella and France. The road from 

France ended at Soldeu, the highest hamlet (5,991 feet) in Andorra. In 1931 power 

stations were built high up in the mountains and the Hydro-Electric Co. extended 

the road to Andorra-la-Vella opening up the country, tiny as it was, to the benefits 

of modem living. 

We cycled slowly through Andorra-la-Vella with its rows of shops displaying 

all kinds of gifts and souvenirs. Consumer goods and wines can be bought at very 

favourable prices and many a French car returns to France loaded with purchases. 

The whole place was noisy and crowded and we were glad to leave it for the steep 

mountain road leading to Soldeu and France. The road runs through a wide valley 

and there was little shade from the scorching sun. We had our picnic in a quiet by-

road before continuing the hard 13 miles climb from Andorra-la-Vella to Soldeu. 

We stopped at the Hotel de la Poste in Soldeu and paid our bill next morning with 

French francs. The previous five nights spent in Spanish hotels, together with food 

for picnics, had cost me the equivalent of £12. Our week’s detour into Spain, in 

addition to affording us the opportunity to enjoy some wonderful scenery, had 

enabled us to make considerable cash saving. 

We were now half-way through our holiday and had cycled 630 miles since 

leaving Bordeaux. Soon we would be back in France and heading, for 

Carcassonne, the Mediterranean, Provence and the Route des Alpes. 

The sky was cloudless for the sixth consecutive day when we left Soldeu and 

started to climb the last 2,000 feet up to the Port d’Envalira, the highest pass in the 

Pyrenees (8,025 ft). At eleven o’clock we were at the top and stayed there for some 

time enjoying the views of mountain peaks in every direction; it was like being on 

top of the world. After a steep descent of four miles we reached the Franco-

Andorran frontier at Pas de la Casa, another noisy little town, crowded with 

tourists seeking bargains. Claude was anxious to have his passport stamped here; 

the customs officer obligingly invited us into his office and rummaged around to 

find his stamp. He carefully impressed our passports and then saw that his stamp 

was showing the wrong date; he re-set the date, re-stamped the passports and 

handed them to us with a smile. A downhill run of some twenty miles brought us to 

the pleasant little spa of Ax-les-Thermes. After a picnic lunch by the side of the 

river, we visited a bank and changed our remaining pesetas into French money.  

Carcassonne was still more than 70 miles away and most of those miles are 

downhill. Before we could start on the run down we had to climb the steep Col du 

Chioula (nearly 5,000 feet above sea level). The afternoon heat was stifling and the 

six miles to the top was tough going. It was past six o’clock when we reached the 
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top and stopped to brew up a pot of tea. We had refilled our water flasks in Ax-les-

Thermes and had resolutely refrained from taking too many surreptitious swigs 

which would have left us short of water for the teapot. The tough climbing was 

over for several days and we enjoyed a long freewheel down through magnificent 

scenery to the village of Belcaire where we stayed the night at the comfortable 

Hotel Bayle. Next morning we continued the long run down for another forty miles 

and stopped at Limoux for a picnic lunch in the shade of the giant plane trees 

which surround the village square. These huge plane trees are a typical feature of 

the small towns in the South of France where the shade temperature often reaches 

ninety degrees Fahrenheit on a summer afternoon. They also line both sides of 

most main roads. They were planted in the days of horse-drawn traffic and, of 

course, leave no scope for road widening. Nowadays, where possible, a road is 

constructed parallel with the existing road, each road then becoming one-way. 

Where there is no room for another road the trees on one side are often cut down to 

widen the road. It is sad to see these lovely old trees disappear and, although young 

saplings are being planted it will be many decades before they attain the splendour 

of the predecessors. 

We looked at our Michelin map and picked out some quiet by-roads to take us 

to the busy modem town of Carcassonne. On entering the town we followed 

direction signs pointing the way to the ‘City’ and had to cope with heavy traffic 

until we reached the old ‘City’ which is acknowledged to be the greatest and best-

preserved medieval fortress in the world. The old town is completely surrounded 

by two rows of ramparts, the space between them was used for tournaments; 

around the ramparts are 54 towers, most of them having a ‘pepper-pot’ roof. 

Restoration has been in progress since 1844 and still continues. We wheeled our 

cycles over a drawbridge and entered one of the two gates to find ourselves in the 

narrow streets of the Middle Ages. After wandering around for an hour we left to 

seek our night’s lodging a few miles out of town.  

We had become so used to travelling over lonely mountain roads that we 

found the heavy traffic on the straight main road to Narbonne most unpleasant and, 

what was worse, we had to spend the night in a hotel overlooking that road. So our 

first thought next morning was how to escape from the roar of the traffic. The map 

showed a secondary road branching off not far from the hotel which would enable 

us to avoid Narbonne. It proved to be a delightfully quiet road which ran by the 

side of the Canal du Midi for many miles. With a wind of almost gale force behind 

us we rode for 40 miles before stopping for a picnic lunch in the shade of the huge 

trees bordering the canal. 

We were now riding across the hot coastal plains of Languedoc and were 

almost down to sea level, the Mediterranean being only a few miles away. Our 

route was to take us across Provence and we would not see another high mountain 

before we reached the Maritime Alps, a distance of some 350 miles. Our first sight 

of the Mediterranean was on the coast road from Agde to Sete, the second largest 
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French Mediterranean port. For about ten miles the road is only about 50 yards 

from the sea. Some years earlier I had read that one or two riders in the Tour de 

France, suffering from the sweltering heat had ridden into the sea for a cooler when 

they came to this stretch of road. A few miles beyond Sete the road again ran close 

to the sea and, at the far end of Carnon Plage, I decided to have a bathe. I had to 

walk about 200 yards across hot sands before reaching the sea and the soles of my 

feet were burning by the time I reached the water. The day’s ride ended at Aigues 

Mortes (Dead Waters), a small town completely surrounded by huge ramparts. At 

one corner of the fortifications is the Tower of Constance built in 1241; its walls 

are more than 20 feet thick. In the evening we walked along the top of the 

battlements where we had a panoramic view in all directions. 

The following morning was again hot and sunny and we had breakfast under 

the shade of a large umbrella in front of the hotel. Aigues Mortes is situated on the 

western edge of the Camargue, a vast area of marshland and lagoons in the Rhone 

delta. Most of the area is now a Nature Reserve but to the north the marshes have 

been drained and, in recent years, turned into extensive rice-fields. Our intention 

was to cross the Rhone at Aries some 30 miles to the north-east of Aigues Mortes 

by the main road. There is, however, a far more picturesque route which can be 

used only in dry weather and that is via Les Saintes Marie de la Mer, a seaside 

resort 20 miles to the south. The weather was not only dry but extremely hot and, 

by mid-morning we were queuing along with campers and caravanners, to fill our 

water bottles at what seemed to be the only public fountain there. Les Saintes 

Maries is famous for its legend about the three Marys who gave their name to the 

place. The legend relates how all three, who are said to have been present at the 

Crucifixion; left Palestine with a black servant named Sara, in a boat without sails 

or oars and landed at this spot. The huge fortified church is well worth a visit; 

statues of the saints in a model boat are kept in the church. In the month of May 

gypsies from far and wide gather here for an all-night vigil in the crypt, to pay 

homage to their patron saint, Sara. 

There is no road eastward from Les Saintes Maries but a close look at the map 

reveals a thin black line along the coast and, above it, is the words ‘Digue de la 

Mer’ (causeway or dike). I had been along this track in 1965 with my son and was 

hoping to find the way again. It is rideable for most of the way but, here and there, 

the loose sand is deep and cycles have to be carried. We saw one intrepid motorist 

stuck in the sand - he had to give up. There are warning signs to the effect that it is 

dangerous to use the track in wet weather. After some ten miles the track turns 

north and joins the secondary road which leads eventually to Arles. This road skirts 

the largest of the Camargue lagoons (Etang de Vaccares), a Zoological and 

Botanical Reserve. We saw photographers with cameras on tripods waiting 

patiently for the flamingos to approach the shore. 

Arles is a very busy and large town and we contented ourselves with admiring 

the massive Roman Arena from the outside before crossing the Rhone in search of 
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a quiet road. The one we found led us to the village of Fontvieille where we put up 

at the comfortable Hotel Laetitia, having cycled 60 interesting miles. On the slopes 

outside Fontvieille stands the Windmill of Daudet. Most French people and many 

students of French will have read Alphonse Daudet’s Lettres de mon Moulin 

(Letters from my Windmill), those charming stories of life in Provence in the last 

century. The windmill is now preserved as a museum. 

The prevailing west wind remained with us for the next three days as we rode 

across Provence towards our next objective - the Grand Canyon of the Verdon, as 

it is described on the Michelin map. The sun continued to beat down on us. 

Everywhere the trees and bushes looked shrivelled and we frequently saw notices 

forbidding smoking in the open and the lighting of fires. Every year in this region 

fires break out and cause immense damage. On the third day we left the flat plain 

and began the hard climb up to the Col d’Illoire at the entrance to the Verdon 

Gorges. After the col the road climbs gradually and then runs along the top of 

almost vertical cliffs nearly 2,000 feet above the river. The most breathtaking 

views are to be had from the galleries in the tunnel at the highest point on the road, 

Here one can lean over a parapet and look down the sheer cliff face to the River 

Verdon 2,000 feet below. 

It was not time for another ‘rest day’. I bought a newspaper to find out what 

time the Tour de France riders would reach Draguignan, a town 20 miles to the 

south of Comps-sur-Artuby, the village we had reached after leaving the Verdon 

Gorges. We booked a room for two nights at the small hotel where we had both 

stayed two years earlier. The Tour riders were due to reach Draguignan the 

following morning so we asked to have our breakfast early. At eight o’clock we 

were away on stripped bikes, speeding downhill southwards in brilliant sunshine. 

The tree-lined avenues of Draguignan were gaily decorated and crowded with 

spectators wearing fancy hats. We parked our cycles and stood in a shady spot by 

the side of the road where we could get a good view. After a long wait .the 

‘caravan’ which precedes the riders appeared in the distance. It was the usual noisy 

‘razamatas’ of the advertisers who sponsor the event. Police on motor-cycles led 

the way followed by the official cars, then cars labelled ‘Press’ and then a long line 

of advertisers’ vans, their occupants darting here and there distributing leaflets, 

fancy hats and caps and sometimes bags of sweets for the children. I found out too 

late that Draguignan was a place where a ravitaillement took place, in other words, 

a feeding station. The riders were an hour late and when they eventually arrived 

they came past in one huge bunch, all riding on the tops, to be greeted by loud 

cheering from the patient crowd. 

When the crowds had dispersed we started on the 20 miles climb back to 

Comps. It was a real pleasure on stripped bikes and this rest day was the least 

strenuous. Maybe we were very fit after cycling more than 1,000 miles since 

leaving Bordeaux. If that were so, it was just as well, because before the end of the 
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tour in seven days time, we would have climbed some of the highest passes on the 

Route des Alpes. 

In addition to the geographical regions of Normandy, Brittany, Provence etc., 

France is divided administratively into some 90 departements, somewhat akin to 

our counties. In general a departement is named after a river or a mountain range 

within its area. We were now in the departement of the Alpes de Haute Provence 

and approaching the high mountains. After leaving the comfortable hotel at Comps 

on a hot, sunny morning, we enjoyed a ride of some 50 miles over quiet, 

picturesque roads, climbing gradually through narrow gorges and seeing little or no 

traffic. Shortly before reaching the Col de Saint Raphael we stopped for our picnic 

lunch and afterwards had a snooze in the shade until about 3 o’clock. The view 

from the top of the Col was extensive; far below in the valley we could see the 

little town of Puget-Théniers, where we planned to stay the night and, also, 

winding along like ribbons, the River Var and the Route Nationale 202 on their 

way to the sea at Nice, some 40 miles away. In the far distance were the mountains 

of the High Alps which we hoped to reach in the next few days. A five mile swoop 

down the pass brought us to Puget-Théniers where we booked in at the Hotel de 

l’Univers and saw our cycles safely stowed away in a disused billiards room. We 

then visited the Post Office and collected the letters which were waiting for us in 

the Poste Restante and read about what had been happening at home in our 

absence. 

Next morning, under a blue sky, we sped down the busy Route Nationale as 

far as the Pont de Cians. Here we turned off on to a quiet road which climbs for 15 

miles through what are reckoned to be the finest gorges in the Provençal Alps. In 

many places the road alongside the River Cians is overhung for long stretches by 

huge rocks and the road is so narrow that there is little or no room for a car to pass. 

The road was being repaired and we had to wait for some time while blasting was 

carried out. When we emerged from the shade of the gorge the sun was so hot that 

we were glad to put on our sun hats. Near the village of Beuil we saw a racing 

cyclist, out for a training spin, stop at a fountain at the side of the road, plunge one 

foot after the other into the water trough without taking off his shoes, then fill his 

cap several times with water to pour over his head. We were not quite as desperate 

as that, but we did stop to dip our arms up to the elbows in the ice-cold water and 

have a welcome drink at the fountain. 

We were using the excellent Michelin maps with a scale of 1 cm to 2 km 

which cover the whole of France in some 35 sheets. On these maps a picturesque 

road has a green border, a device which is helpful when planning a route. These 

maps also have signs which denote a panorama or a viewpoint. We were now on 

the green- bordered road leading to the valley of the River Tinée and were 

climbing the Col de Couillole (5,503 feet). We had our picnic lunch in sunshine at 

the top of the Col, where we could enjoy in absolute stillness the views of the 

mountains all around. For the past three weeks, with one exception, we had been 
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able to picnic in the sunshine. It did not seem possible that our luck could last 

much longer and, indeed, a change in the weather was to come sooner than we 

expected. After a steep six-miles drop down to the village of St. Sauveur de Tinée, 

we turned northwards along the Tinée valley as far as St. Etienne de Tinée (3,752 

feet) the last village before the Col de Restefond (8,783 feet) which we planned to 

tackle the next day. 

Our night’s sleep in the Hotel du Chalet was broken at 2 o’clock by a violent 

thunderstorm. We had an early breakfast and were on the road soon after 8.30. It 

was the 14
th

 July, Bastille Day, and a national holiday in France when most main 

roads are jammed with motorists intent on deserting the towns. But there were few 

cars to be seen on the long climb up to the Col de Restefond. By mid-morning it 

was raining heavily and we were battling against the wind in capes and sou’westers 

when, about two miles from the top, we caught sight of a deserted brick building 

by the roadside. Hardly able to believe our good fortune we pushed open the 

rickety door only to find that most of the roof had disappeared. But it was a shelter 

from the wind and, by crouching in the one dry corner, we were able to brew up 

our tea and have lunch in some sort of comfort. We put on our waterproof trousers 

for warmth and left the shelter. The headwind was now so strong that we had to 

push our cycles up the last two steep miles. To add to our discomfort a 

thunderstorm broke out and vivid flashes of lightning lit up the road, now darkened 

by the low clouds. It had been my intention on reaching the top of the col to take 

Claude over the highest road in Europe, the Cime de la Bonette (9,190 feet) a 

round trip of about a mile from the col, but it would have been pointless, 

everything was hidden by dense cloud. 

The descent was even more unpleasant than the climb. Usually one can look 

forward to mile after mile of freewheeling after reaching me top of a pass but there 

was no joy whatsoever on that day. To add to our misery the road was exceedingly 

narrow and in a shocking state of disrepair, made worse by the heavy rain which 

turned the ruts into miniature rivers. The strong wind, now at our backs, was not 

welcome since our brakes were useless on the wet rims. We had to scrape our feet 

on the ground in order to slow down at each hairpin bend. It was one of the most 

miserable rides I can remember. After fifteen miles we reached the village of 

Jausiers where I hoped to put up at a hotel I had stayed at in the past but it was full 

- one result of the Bastille Day holiday. We rode another five miles to the town of 

Barcelonnette where we had a fairly good room at the Hotel de Cheval Blanc and 

were able to change into some dry clothing. 

Our damp clothes were almost dry when we awoke after a sound sleep. While 

having breakfast, coffee and rolls we were dismayed to see the rain beating down 

once again. To rejoin the Route des Alpes we had to double back to Jausiers before 

starting on the 14 miles climb up the Col de Vars (6,914 feet). We climbed slowly 

in cloud and rain and, just before reaching the top we began to look for some 

shelter. By the roadside we saw two houses belonging to the Ponts et Chaussée, the 
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Ministry which maintains the bridges and highways. As it was a Sunday there was 

nobody about, so we pushed open a door which had been left ajar and went inside 

with our bikes. This time there was a roof over our heads and we settled down to 

brew up some tea and have our picnic lunch. We had nearly finished when a car 

drew up outside. We heard the door of the next house being unlocked and also the 

voices of two men and two women. After a while one of the men looked in and 

invited us to go next door where they had lit a fire. It appeared that the men were 

roadmen and were out with their wives on a Sunday jaunt. One man produced a 

bottle of wine and insisted that I had a drink. 

After a long chat about our tour one of the men gave me the name of a good 

hotel in Guillestre, the town on the other side of the col. With much regret we left 

the cosy warmth of the fire and ventured out into the rain. The descent was almost 

a repeat of the previous day: a slow creep down for 12 miles with the rain lashing 

down and our brakes slipping all the time. On reaching Guillestre I saw the smart 

Hotel Imbert which had been recommended to us. As we were looking somewhat 

bedraggled, I told Claude to hide himself away out of the rain while I negotiated a 

very good room. I stood under a tree, took off my cape, combed my hair and, 

donning my horn-rimmed spectacles, strode into the hotel and booked a very good 

room. 

“Where is your car, sir?” asked the hotel porter. I replied that we were riding 

bicycles and, after seeing them safely stowed away in the garage, we lost no time 

in getting under a hot shower. 

Although it had rained heavily in the night, to our relief the sky had cleared by 

breakfast time. The next pass to be tackled was the Col d’Izoard (7,544 feet). We 

were glad to be able to ride in sunshine again and climbed steadily for 12 miles 

before having to use our lowest gear; then the road began to get decidedly steeper. 

On our Michelin map the road was marked with a series of double arrows, 

indicating that the gradients were from 7% to 12%. The road wound upwards in a 

series of hairpin bends and, eventually, reached the fantastic region called the 

Casse Déserte, a bare, rocky circus which, I thought, might well resemble the 

surface of the moon. Clouds came down when we reached the top of the col and 

we shivered in an icy wind. We put on long trousers and woollies before starting 

on the run down. Although it was time for lunch it was impossible to hang about at 

that altitude. It was three o’clock before we reached the tree line and were able to 

find a spot to have our picnic. I had been wearing thick gloves but my fingers were 

frozen stiff; for some minutes I was unable to hold a match in order to light our 

little stove. After our meal we continued our run down to Briançon, an ancient 

walled town and a busy tourist centre. By this time it had started to rain again; we 

decided to leave Briançon and look for a quieter place to stay the night. After 

another 12 miles we reached the little town of Le Monêtier-les-Bains at the foot of 

the Col du Lautaret which we hoped to climb the following day. The Hotel du 
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Cairn where I had stayed with my son in 1965 provided us with a comfortable 

room and we were able to relax after forty miles of tough riding. 

By breakfast time the next morning the heavy rain which had fallen 

throughout the night had ceased. I had woken up with a sore throat which I had 

attributed to my having ridden over the last three passes in rain-soaked shoes: 

moreover my left hand was bruised and swollen as the result of a fall in one of the 

tunnels. Nevertheless I was looking forward to taking Claude over the last high 

pass of the tour - the famous Col du Galibier. The climbing was relatively easy - a 

good road winding up in long sweeps along the mountain sides. In every direction 

snow-covered peaks glistened against the blue sky. As I began to feel once more 

the welcome warmth of the sun my little ailments were forgotten. By mid-morning 

we had reached the top of the Lautaret and also the junction where one road drops 

down westwards to La Grave and Grenoble. We continued to climb, much more 

steeply now, for a further five miles to the top of the Galibier. The sun was quite 

hot by now and we dallied for a while, photographing each other against the huge 

monument erected in memory of Henri Desgrange (1863 - 1940) who, according to 

the inscription, was the createur du Tour de France cyclists. 

Our serious climbing was now over and we free-wheeled happily down the 

Col du Télégraphe for a picnic on the lower slopes. After a steep drop down to the 

valley of the River Arc, we joined the main road at St. Jean de Maurienne. Twenty 

miles of this busy road brought us to the little town of Modane, near the Italian 

border. Modane railway station is on the main line from Paris to Italy, We had 

reached the end of our journey with one day to spare. The train to Paris and 

Boulogne was not due until 2 o’clock next morning so we decided to have a good 

night’s sleep in a hotel bed and have a lazy day in and around Modane before the 

long railway journey home. We had cycled nearly l400 miles and, in our 29 days 

on the road, had travelled through the finest mountain scenery in France. 

If, in this narrative, I seem to have harped on picnic lunches, I should perhaps 

explain that, if one wishes to cover a useful mileage in a day, it would not be 

possible to do so if one stopped for a mid-day meal in a restaurant. Apart from the 

fact that a picnic lunch gives sufficient sustenance until the evening meal the time 

save is enormous. The mid-day restaurant meal in France is often much more 

substantial than the evening meal and it starts at 12 noon sharp. It is possible for 

such a meal to last about two hours and then all one wants to do afterwards is to 

find a quiet spot to have a sleep. It is different in spring when it is often too cold to 

eat outdoors. In the summer, however, it is better and, more important, cheaper, to 

picnic. Almost every village in France has its ‘self-service’ shop, with a 

bewildering array of eatables. But one should shop before 12 noon because they 

nearly all close then for two hours. 

Finally a word about high passes. Until some 25 years ago the highest carriage 

road in Europe was the Stelvio Pass (9,049 feet) in Italy. Then France built up the 

road over the Col de l’Iseran (9,085 feet) to win the title. A few years later the title 
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went to the road over the Cime de la Bonette (9,190 feet), which we had failed to 

climb owing to the foul weather. I might add hereabout that in the year following 

this tour Claude and I climbed the Cime de la Bonette in brilliant sunshine, 

enabling Claude to complete his collection, Although the Stelvio Pass has lost the 

title, I still consider it to be the more challenging, and scenically more rewarding, 

than either of the two higher roads. I have had the good fortune to have been able 

to climb it again this year (1981) in sunny weather and to enjoy the sight of the two 

huge glaciers which are in constant view for the last few miles. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°423 Winter 1982 

‘Bravo Old Simpson’ 
AN EXTRACT FROM THE BELGIAN SUPPLEMENT TO LE CYCLE ISSUE OF JULY 1981 

Comme en 1980, le C.S. Baulet avait, pour son brevet national de 100 km. 

invite un cyclotouriste étranger. C’est un membre du London Eagle Road Club, 

R.V. Baxter également affilié au Cyclists’ Touring Club, qui s’est présenté au 

départ le samedi 25 avril. 

Bien des participants au brevet curent tout d’abord qu’il s’agissait d’un 

aimable professeur retraite faisant sa petite promenade de sante en vélocipède et 

embrigade, malgré lui, dans le peloton. L’on s’étonnait qu’il put suivre l’allure du 

groupe et l’on jetait alors un coup d’œil aux braquets du vétéran. Ces deux 

plateaux minuscules, à l’avant, avaient l’air parfaitement incongru. 

Les questions fusèrent. Quel âge ? Bientôt 77 ? Ans ! Quels braquets utilisez-

vous ? Double plateau de 36/28 à 1’avant et roue libre de 13/15/17/25 et 30 dents, 

ce qui donne la gamine de développements ci-après : 5.81m, 5.04m, 4.53m, 4.44m, 

3.92m, 3.40m, 2.52m, 2.35m et 1.96m. Pour nos cyclos régionaux utilisant le plus 

souvent le 52/42 x 14/15/17/19/21/23, c’était assez extraordinaire. 

UN CYCLOTOURISTE CHEVRONNE…Mais ce cycliste d’un autre âge, 

pédalant sur cette étrange machine était un. Cyclotouriste chevronne. II en fit 

aisément la démonstration, provoquant du même coup la sympathie et 1’admiration 

du peloton qui d’emblée le baptista "Old Simpson"!  Lorsqua après le second 

contrôle que notre ami anglais atteint sans difficulté et le sourire aux lèvres, l’on se 

retrouva face a un vent violent, ce fut a qui protégerait "Old Simpson".  Et ce 

dernier, bien calfeutre dans les .roues, ne se désunissant jamais et gardant bien sa 

ligne fut ainsi amène sans dom- mage au pied de la cote deVelaine, difficulté 

majeure du parcours. 

Au local C.B.S. "Old Simpson" reçut une chaleureuse ovation, c’était à qui 

voulait lui serrer la main, lui offrir le verre de 1’amitié. II faut avouer que notre 

sympathique Eagle Road s’entendait aussi bien à trinquer joyeusement qu’à 

pédaler avec élégance. 
A. Klant 
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IN ENGLISH 

‘Bravo Old Simpson’ 

As in 1980, the Cycling Club C.S. Baulet had invited a foreign cyclo-tourist to 

participate in its 100 km. national brevet. It was R.V. Baxter, a member of the 

Eagle Road Club of London and also a member of the Cyclists’ Touring Club who 

presented himself at the start on Saturday 25
th

 April. Many of the participants 

thought at first that he was an amiable, old, retired professor out for a little cycle 

ride for the benefit of his health who had got himself caught up in the peloton 

against his wish. They were astonished that he was able to maintain the speed of 

the group and then they had a look at the gears used by the veteran.  Those two tiny 

chain wheels in the front had a somewhat incongruous look. 

Then the questions were rattled off. How old are you? Nearly 76. What gears 

are you using? Double chain wheel 36/25 in front and a free wheel with teeth of 

13/15/17/25 and 30 which give the following range of gears 75", 65", 57", 54", 

47", 41", 39", 32", 28" and 23". For us local cyclists who mostly use 52/42 x 

14/15/17/19/21/23, this was quite extraordinary. 

AN EXPERT CYCLOTOURIST... But this cyclist of another age group 

pedalling this strange machine was an expert cyclotourist. He demonstrated that 

with ease and at the same time aroused the admiration and fellow feeling of the 

main group who immediately christened him "Old Simpson"! At the moment 

when, after the second control which our English friend, with a smile on his face, 

reached without difficulty, there was a violent headwind to be faced, then the riders 

vied with each other to shelter "Old Simpson". And "Old Simpson", well protected 

on all sides, never lagging behind and keeping a straight course, was thus brought 

along safely to the foot of Velaine Hill, the hardest part of the ride. 

In the cafe at the finish ‘Old Simpson’ was warmly applauded and riders vied 

with each other to shake his hand and offer him a drink of friendship. It must be 

admitted that our likeable Eagle Roader knew how to enjoy a drink just as well as 

he knew how to pedal elegantly. 

(‘Old Simpson’ is a reference to Tom Simpson, the English professional 

cyclist who won Tour of Flanders in 1961, the Milan-San Remo in 1964, the Giro 

di Lombardia in 1965 and the World Road Race Championship in 1966. He died 

while climbing the Mont Ventoux (6270ft) in Provence during the 1967 Tour de 

France) 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°433 August 1984 

Veteran Cycling 

By Charlie Merrett 

One has been hearing quite lot just lately concerning elderly cyclists riding the 

‘End to End’, but I would like to place on record, very briefly, a description of the 

recent efforts of two friends of mine, both members of the Fellowship of Cycling 

Old-timers. These gentlemen, Rex Baxter and Claude Clarke, have not long 
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returned from a cycling holiday which began at Avignon in the south of France and 

took them, via Montpelier and Carcassonne to Mont Louis (alt.5250 feet) on the 

Spanish border. From here they entered Spain through Puigcerdà to La Seu 

d’Urgell and then climbed over the Canto Pass, a pass which is marked only on the 

latest maps, at; an altitude of 3500 feet, to Ainsa. Their journey then took them to 

Torla and the Cotefablo Pass at 4600 feet, with its rather hair-raising tunnel to 

negotiate. The Spanish section was then completed with the long climb to the top 

of the Col de Portalet, nearly 6000 feet high, dropping down into France to Laruns 

and Eaux-Bonnes  

After this, the Tour do France climbs of the Col d’Aubisque and Tourmalet 

were tackled, leaving some 350 miles through the French countryside back to 

Avignon, with still more climbing to do. 

This tour was accomplished in 25 days cycling in spite of a spell of sickness 

suffered by Reg during the first week, and, quite honestly, I don’t know how they 

did it in the very hot and dry weather experienced. In fact, I take off my hat to this 

pair of intrepid and courageous adventurers, both of whom are in their 79
th

 year! In 

all, 940 miles were covered with many, many climbs to traverse and I can vouch 

for it all because I had the good fortune to be the third member of the party. 

A little story out of the above tour was when we got to a place named 

Campan, not far from the Tourmalet, when we had to stop at a cycle- repair shop. 

The repair man was an old racing cyclist and he had a lot of hiking photos etc. on 

the walls of his shop, one of which showed a chap of 71 years, in coloured racing 

gear, upon a bike. The difference was that this rider was sitting on his handlebars 

riding the machine backwards! The French repairer assured us that this man rode 

the Col de Tourmalet backwards! As it took us about four hours riding normally, to 

do this climb, it all sounds a tall tale. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°435 February 1985 

Was This a Record? 

by Fred Argent 

Wednesday, 6
th

 May 1935 we were given a National Holiday to celebrate the 

Golden Jubilee of the King and Queen. For us this was a day off out of the blue. 

There was nothing in any runs list. Our Secretary and about half of the members 

had no day off anyway. From those who would be free there were about 25 who 

said that a run would be agreeable - but where to and would any place be open? In 

those days it was necessary to book all meals and we stuck fairly rigidly to places 

on the C.T.C. list. 

I do not know who it was that suggested that it should be a training run on 

sprints - not at all a usual thing, then. But the vote being in favour the next question 

was who would lead it? There was only one volunteer - me. Being then official 

runs leader I got everyone to agree that we would meet at 0800 at The Sun Café, 

Epping, have lunch at Moody’s, Thetford and tea at the Abbey Temperance at 
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Saffron Walden. I was able to telephone and get all bookings confirmed. The 

steward at The Sun Café said that he would be open at 0650 and if we got there 

then we could have free breakfast. Some took advantage of this and by 0800 

twenty-four members were ready to ride up the A11 bound for Thetford. 

It was a beautiful day, dry and sunny, and a wind coming up from the South 

and breathing so easy that any speed seemed possible. These ideal air conditions 

were with us all day. Other road traffic was almost non-existent making our ride 

that much more enjoyable. 

On the outward journey maintaining the required 20 miles per hour was not 

too difficult. We had the wind behind us and every milestone from the 15
th

 to the 

95
th

 was in place and frequent time checks were made. Two punctures made some 

delay but our stalwarts Charlie Riche and Arthur Jacobs were ready and able to 

recover any lost time. So we entered Thetford at 1200 for lunch. 

We were all ready to hit the road again at 1 p.m. and the proprietor was full of 

good advice for our best way home. I chose the main road to Diss, then the right 

turn to Bury St. Edmunds and straight on to Haverhill. Then a right turn along the 

A604 with the left into Saffron Walden where we arrived, as booked, at 4.30 p.m. 

These changes of direction along roads that were occasionally sheltered by trees 

took some of the force out of the wind. When we were ready to leave the Abbey 

Temperance Hotel it was still a hot and sunny day. Tea had been drunk ad lib and 

some of us accepted the offered soft drinks. The wind was then still blowing from 

the south. A few other members who had had only a half-day off, met us and gave 

us some needed back wheel. I am sure that all roads on our homeward run had 

grown longer and much steeper than they had been on the outward trip. 

The wind was fairly persistent until we got back to Thornwood Common 

where it eased and then died out. It was very cheering to see the steward giving us 

a wave from The Sun Café and, the road from Epping being slightly downhill, the 

last lap was comparatively easy going for which I, for one, was more than grateful. 

As far as I remember no one took a measure of the miles covered but I feel 

sure that my estimate of 155 miles ridden as a club was correct. I therefore claim 

the record for the longest club-run on behalf of all riders participating.  

Thank you, your ROYAL HIGHNESSES. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°435 February 1985 

The Ideal Way to Start a Good New Year 

by Reg Baxter 

The first day of January 1985 dawned bright and clear over south-west 

London. The knowledge that I had been a few miles short of my modest target of 

5,000 cycling miles in 1984 still rankled; I could have cycled those few miles on 

the last day of the old year had it not been for an invitation to a family gathering to 

see the old year out and the new year in. Thus my decision to celebrate New Year’s 

Day in the best possible way - a long cycle ride. I got out my ‘number one’ bicycle, 
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the one I keep for touring abroad and attached the Christmas present that I had 

bought for myself. This is a new, extra large Carradice saddlebag, to replace the 

old faithful which is getting rather tatty. These bags have two large side pockets 

which hold a flask or water-bottle and are fitted with an extra large flap, to keep 

under cover all the superfluous clothing I take off on a hot day. I did not have to 

use that flap on New Year’s Day but the pockets held two flasks of coffee and a 

box of sandwiches went inside the bag. 

I left home at nine o’clock and within five minutes reached Putney Bridge 

having enjoyed the sight of an almost deserted Putney High Street. A turn to the 

left and then to the right and I was soon riding along Putney Embankment, past the 

boathouses where the rowing clubs keep their craft. One or two boats were already 

on the Tideway; these oarsmen are a hardy lot. The towpath from Putney to 

Richmond has recently been tidied up and I often use it when I wish to escape from 

the traffic-laden South Circular Road. The Port of London Authority is the 

controlling body for the Thames below Teddington Lock while above that point the 

Thames Water Authority controls the river. As I cycled by the course used by the 

Oxford and Cambridge crows I reflected on the changes that have taken place. 

Some 25 years ago the Port of London Authority did not allow cyclists to use the 

towpath. I once had my name taken by an official for riding a junior-back tandem 

on the towpath on my way to Kew Gardens. I protested and pointed out that a 

cyclist had just passed us, shouting instructions through a megaphone to a passing 

boat crew, only to be informed that they had to obtain a licence to cycle on the 

towpath. Nowadays these coaches are rarely to be seen riding cycles; they now sit 

in a dinghy fitted with an outboard motor and follow their respective crews in 

comfort. Such is progress. The towpath is a favourite exercise ground for joggers 

and those that I met greeted me with a cheerful ‘Happy New Year’. 

I rode by the river for about three miles as far as Barnes Railway Bridge and 

then turned away via Sheen Lane to Richmond Park. This is another favourite 

haunt of mine when I feel the need for a little tranquillity. There is a 30 mph speed 

limit in the park, many people, myself included, think that it should be 20 mph. 

However, police speed traps are often in operation and most motorists there drive 

sensibly. On Saturday and Sunday mornings many racing cyclists use the park for 

training - the perimeter road is about seven miles long and includes some teasing 

hills - one is known as the Test Hill; here I sometimes try out my 23" gear. 

I entered the park at Sheen Gate and rode about half a mile to Sheen Cross. 

This is a crossroads; to the left are Roehampton Gate and Robin Hood Gate and, to 

the right, Richmond Gate and Kingston Gate. I crossed straight over and rode 

along a road closed to motors which leads uphill to White Lodge, a former royal 

residence, now used as a Ballet School. This road should not be hurried over. After 

climbing the hill and leaving White Lodge on the left, one has an extensive view to 

the right. One can imagine being in a miniature Lake District. In the far distance 

are two large sheets of water - the Pen Ponds. The Friends of Richmond Park, of 
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which I am a member, have had seats placed at suitable spots where one can sit and 

admire the view. But on this New Year’s Day I had no time to sit and stare and 

continued past the barrier by the large car park and turned along yet another road 

closed to motors. This road passes the Isabella Plantation which is famed for its 

show of azaleas and is well worth a visit in the springtime. Before reaching Ham 

Gate I had to negotiate the busy road at Ham Cross; the road to the right leads to 

Richmond Gate and the one to the left leads to Kingston Gate. I go straight across 

and take a quick look at the new sign recently erected by the C.T.C. to replace their 

old one which has for many years warned cyclists that they should proceed with 

caution down the steep hill. 

I left the park by Ham Gate and cycled along the long, straight Ham Gate 

Avenue, past Ham Common to the village of Ham, crossing on the way the busy 

main road between Richmond and Kingston. Motorists in this district who wish to 

cross the River Thames have to use either Kingston Bridge or Richmond Bridge. 

Cyclists, however, have another, pleasanter choice. After about a mile from the 

main road a cycle path leads to the river at Teddington Lock. Here there is a 

suspension bridge for pedestrians. A cycle has to be carried up a steep flight of 

steps. From the bridge fine views are to be had over the river. To the left is a huge 

weir where, in the summer, canoeists wearing safety belts have great fun in the 

swirling waters of the weir pool. To the right are moorings for luxury cabin 

cruisers and, in front to the left, are the studios of Thames Television. So far I have 

covered about eight miles, so I must get a move on. 

Turning left at the traffic lights I follow the Twickenham- Kingston road for 

about a mile, pass under the railway arch, turn sharp right and, at the end of a quiet 

road, reach Sandy Lane which skirts Bushy Park. Crossing the road on foot I walk 

about thirty yards to a pedestrian gate leading into Bushy Park. This is another 

royal park which has several good cycle paths. I took the path leading to the 

straight wide road between the two main gates. This road runs between long 

avenues of chestnut trees, when these trees are in full leaf or laden with their 

‘candles’ they make a really beautiful sight. Incidentally, on this stretch of road a 

speed limit of 15 mph. is sometimes enforced. Maybe it enables the deer which 

roam about all over the park to cross the road in safety. 

Passing the huge circular ornamental lake with its Diana Fountain in the 

centre, I reach the gate at Hampton Court. Now I have to cope with the traffic 

again. I turn to the right and follow the high wall which surrounds Hampton Court 

Palace, past the main gate where crowds of visitors of all nationalities are often to 

be seen and then over the bridge, past the railway station to reach Hampton Court 

Way. This is a very busy road which leads to the Portsmouth Road and the 

Kingston By-pass. I dismount after about a quarter of a mile and then, taking 

advantage of a lull in the traffic, wheel the cycle across the road to a gap in the 

hedge where a path leads to a remarkable feat of engineering which I never tire of 

admiring. It is the Thames Water Authority’s method of taming the River Mole, a 
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tributary of the Thames, which after the torrential rains in September 1968, caused 

disastrous flood damage costing millions of pounds to road and rail bridges in 

Surrey and to low-lying Molesey where hundreds of homes were flooded. Huge 

sluice gates have been installed and thousands of tons of cement have been used to 

form a deep, wide channel to control the river on its way to the Thames. I cross a 

new bridge and ride through a small housing estate to join Summer Road where, in 

earlier years, one could cross the Mole by a footbridge or through a watersplash. 

The footbridge has been replaced and the watersplash has disappeared. After about 

a mile of main road I turned off just before Esher Station and rode through quiet 

roads until I reached another part of the Mole. I crossed a narrow footbridge to a 

footpath through some woods which took me to more flood prevention works 

nearing completion. Another half-mile of footpath took me to the Molesey-

Hersham road. I keep away from Walton-on-Thames and Weybridge and, after 

Hersham, cycled via Burwood Road to Seven Hills Road. 

At the junction I turned left and, at eleven o’clock, near Whiteley village, I sat 

on a wayside seat and had some coffee. I had covered some 17 miles. Although the 

sun was shining it was too cold to sit for very long. At the end of Seven Hills Road 

I turned right at the traffic lights and continued towards Woking; the traffic was 

beginning to build up now but after climbing, over a new bridge, which crosses the 

River Wey and a section of the M25 under construction, I was able to escape at 

West Byfleet where I turned off into Pyrford Road. A pleasant, winding, narrow 

road took me past the ruins of Pyrford Abbey, over the River Wey to The Seven 

Stars Inn. At the side of the inn is a very narrow lane with passing places. I did not 

meet a soul for the next two miles. This lane took me to the A247 at the village of 

Send. It was now almost mid-day and time for a snack. I had now covered 26 

miles. The bus companies in Surrey have thoughtfully provided substantially built 

shelters all over the county and all of the same pattern. Some are in quite isolated 

spots and are ideal for the cyclist with a picnic lunch. The shelter in Send village 

was deserted and I was able to eat my packed lunch in comfort. I started for home 

at 12.15. After about two miles I joined the old A3 (London- Portsmouth) road and 

passed through Ripley, a village which is much quieter since it has been provided 

with a by-pass. I left the main road shortly after Ripley and took a lane route via 

Ockham, passing by The Hautboy Hotel which became famous in the early days of 

the bicycle. The landlord refused to serve a titled lady 
50

 because she was wearing 

bloomers (the fore-runner of ladies rational dress 
51

); his refusal resulted in a law-

suit. 

Delightful winding lanes took me to Martyrs Green and on to Cobham. Here a 

plaque on the new bridge over the Mole records the destruction of the old bridge in 

                                                           
50 Lady Harberton, a co-founder of The Rational Dress Society, founded in 1881 and campaigned 
against tightly-fitted corsets, high-heeled or narrow-toed boots and shoes, and heavily weighted skirts 

which rendered healthy exercise almost impossible. 
51 The Rational Dress Society promoted knickerbockers suits 
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1968. The main road from Cobham to Leatherhead is usually very busy so, after 

half a mile, I turned off through a private estate which led me to Oxshott Woods 

and the main Leatherhead-Esher road. I left the main road at Arbrook Common and 

followed a bridle-path to Claygate. More quiet roads led me to the Kingston By-

pass at Hinchley Wood where traffic lights enabled me to cross in safety. More 

quiet suburban roads took me back to the old Portsmouth Road where it adjoins the 

Thames at Kingston. Soon I was back at Ham Gate and Richmond Park. It was a 

very different scene from that of the morning. Motorists were out in their hundreds. 

The roundabout at Roehampton Gate was like a miniature Hyde Park Corner I had 

to dismount and squeeze between car bumpers to get out of the Park. Twenty 

minutes later I had reached home. It was three o’clock and the sky was beginning 

to cloud over. My cyclometer showed that I had covered exactly 50 miles. Some of 

my readers may say “That’s not a long ride.” If they do, I think I may fairly plead 

in extenuation that I shall be 80 years old in a few month’s time. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°442 November 1986 

Tour de France ‘86 

By David Youell 

 I thought that as an alternative to the normal, boozy, beach type holiday it 

would make a change to inflict on my torso some sort of cycle touring holiday. 

This idea also appealed to my old semi-retired training partner, Tony Meader so we 

decided to go the whole hog and travel to the hotter climate of the South of France 

and perhaps glimpse some of the action in the Tour de France. Time was a bit short 

so we decided to fly ourselves and our bikes out to Nice. We flew from Heathrow. 

The British Airways check-in girls were very efficient and fetched us each a large 

plastic bag to put our bikes in. We waved them goodbye as they were taken away 

and I must admit that I wondered if we would ever see them again. 

We arrived at Nice and collected our bikes then disappeared into the airport 

toilet one at a time to change into our cycling gear. We got quite a few funny looks 

standing in the Airport in full cycling kit and two bikes with heavily laden 

panniers. Leaving the Airport we emerged into the heat of a Nice afternoon. It was 

late in the afternoon and we decided to stay in a Youth Hostel on the outskirts of 

the town. With a steady breeze behind us as we cycled along the coast, the 

temperature in the 80s and the sea and beach to our right, life seemed pretty good. 

This was the ‘business’. 

To find the Hostel was a problem. The last two miles had been a fair old 

climb uphill and we were reluctant to go back down so I asked a couple of blokes 

if they knew where the Hostel was. My mastery of the French language is limited 

to about a dozen words plus a great deal of pointing and a few other forms of sign 

language. Luckily they were Australians and were staying at the same hostel. They 

told us to get there by 6 p.m. as it tended to get full up. When we arrived there was 

a notice saying “Boys - Camp beds on terrace only.” We decided to stay and paid 
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our 45 francs (£4.50) for camp bed and breakfast. The hostel warden then produced 

two of the oldest sun loungers I’ve ever seen. We carried them up the steps to the 

‘Terrace’, which was, in fact, the roof. I laid down on mine and it was so 

knackered my back was on the ground. After swapping it for one that was a bit 

better, we started to laugh at the situation we found ourselves in. 

Our joviality did not last long, however! We heard the crash of thunder and 

then it started to rain but, luckily, it was only a shower. We decided to walk into 

town and get some dinner. A small restaurant had a set three course meal that 

wasn’t bad and we decided to drink a few beers in the hope that it might help us in 

our endeavours to have a good night’s sleep. This was not the case, however, and I 

can honestly say I’ve never had such an uncomfortable night’s sleep - especially 

when the temperature dropped. We both woke at about 6.30 a.m. and decided not 

to have a lay-in. In fact, I’ve never been so pleased to get up. Breakfast consisted 

of a bowl of warm water, called tea, a hardboiled egg and some bread and butter. 

Tony couldn’t have been hungry as he left the hard- boiled egg. I had worked out a 

route but during the course of a few beers the night before we decided to carry on 

along the coast to Monaco and then to head inland. The reason for this was that 

when Tony sent cards to his many girl friends it would sound really jet-set to 

mention Monaco - and I could see the sense in this. The coast line started to climb 

and we began to find out what the ‘dish pan’ cogs on our back wheels were for. 

Monaco was quite impressive and at 9 a.m. it was quite peaceful. We carried on for 

a few more miles to Menton and stopped to buy some peaches and water. 

While looking at our maps trying to work out our next nove, an elderly 

Frenchman stopped and started to speak to us. He was very friendly and spoke 

some English, He asked where we came from and we told him we hoped to see 

some of the Tour de France. He wished us luck and we departed with a 

“Merci - au Revoir.” 

The decision was to head towards Sospel and stay there for the night. This 

involved climbing the Col de Castillon, our first col. The road started to rise and 

the going was getting a bit tough. We decided to stop and, while admiring the 

view, ate our peaches and finished off our water. It was lovely and hot and we were 

really enjoying it. A few more kilometres and then Tony started to get a touch of 

hunger knock. We hadn’t bought any food in Menton and now we were half way 

up a col with not oven a sign of a village, let alone a shop. We did come to a small 

gathering of houses and it was almost deserted except for a lone girl walking along, 

I started to give her my best “Excusez moi” but she soon twigged I was English (I 

don’t know how) and she replied in perfect English. She told us that down off the 

main road, along a half built road and at the bottom was a large restaurant and so it 

proved. 

We walked in and were greeted, sat down and looked through the menu but 

we were out of luck - no English on the menu. We needed some good cyclist’s 

bulk food. We ordered what we thought was scampi and chips. What turned up was 
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prawns and lettuce. Never mind, we ate it, filled our water bottles and departed. 

After an hour we came to the top of the climb and descended to Sospel. This was a 

nice, small town centred on one of the many fast flowing rivers that come down 

from the Alps. We found a nice two-star hotel, booked in, had a shower and 

changed and then went to explore the town. When we returned the Tour de France 

was on the television and we were able to see Hinault winning the first main time 

trial. We ate at the hotel and went to bed early at about 10.30. 

Next morning after a nice breakfast of croissant and coffee, we bought some 

bread, cheese and pate and left with an open mind on where we were going. We 

started to climb almost as soon as we left. This was the Col de Turini. It was a 

lovely day and nice and hot even at 10 a.m. After a couple of hours we were still 

climbing and the view was becoming quite breath-taking. We were in the Alpes-

Maritimes region and were beginning to wonder quite how hard the Haute-Alpes 

would be. I was in 42 x 25 and was beginning to open up large gaps on Tony who 

was in his smallest gear 44 x 28 (42”). We stopped for lunch, broad, cheese and 

peaches and had just started again when it started to spit with rain. This quickly 

became heavier until it was a fully fledged storm. We carried on climbing with the 

rain gushing down the road. Who says you don’t need mudguards or training 

tights? The road seemed to go on forever, hairpin bend after hairpin bend. I 

eventually reached the top where there was a large café and restaurant. People were 

jumping out of their cars and into the café. The top of the col was at 1607 metres, 

and as I strolled into the café from out of the pouring rain I felt like the gunslinger 

at the O.K. Corral for everybody turned round and looked as I ordered a large cup 

of hot chocolate. I sat down and dripped all over the floor. Tony then arrived and 

he also ordered a cup of chocolate. Needless to say, I had another one as well. The 

Col was 25 km long and it had taken us three hours to climb. 

As we left the café I asked the waiter if he had some paper. He realised what I 

wanted and we promptly stuffed it up our jerseys. We said “Au revoir” and set off 

on the descent. It was still raining and we became frozen as we sped down the 

mountain. There were many hair-pins and my forearms started to burn from all the 

braking I was doing. We stopped half way down to get fresh blood in our arms and 

then continued. Just near the bottom Tony performed a spectacular crash for the 

queue of cars behind him. His panniers took the brunt of the fall and it was at times 

like this he was pleased that he had borrowed them from Glenn Grant. The cars 

stopped and a couple of people offered assistance but with only his pride and 

elbow bruised he remounted and we continued. It had taken only twenty minutes to 

descend. 

The next 20 km climbed only modestly and we rode along in 42 x 21 (54”) 

and occasionally a splash of 66”. We were very tired, wet and cold by now and 

when we reached the large town of Saint-Martin-Vésubie with a couple of large 

hotels we decided to stay. They were all full and our hearts sank. It was now 4 p.m. 

The only thing we could do was leave and climb the Col Saint Martin and hope we 
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could find somewhere to stay. It was quite steep but not too long and it became 

quite misty as we reached the top. We had a quick stop to eat the last of our fruit 

and this boosted our morale. We realised that it had been one of those ‘character 

building’ days. There were several small villages on the descent but no sign of 

accommodation and it was still raining. Eventually we reached a small village, St. 

Sauveur and saw a small café with a one star hotel sign. Tony piled in and came 

out smiling. We had a room for the night. It was now 6 p.m. The room was very 

basic but at least there was a warm shower we could use before changing and 

going down for dinner. The meal was basic too but was just what we required; 

soup, meat, pasta and tart. It was dark and still raining but we decided to have a 

look round the village. This didn’t take long as it was only about 100 m. long. 

There was another bar as well as the one we were staying in but both were 

deserted. We had a drink and then an ice cream and went to bed at 10 p.m. We’d 

only done about 80 km but it had taken us 8 hours. Almost everything we had was 

soaked so we hoped it wasn’t raining next day. 

Our hopes were realised for next morning we were greeted by a lovely sunny 

awakening. We had our breakfast, bought some food and fruit and cycled off into 

the sun and a stiff climb out of St. Sauveur. This was the Col de la Couillole and it 

was a windy climb. The day was a scorcher and we stopped half way up at 

Roubion for lunch. I was searching through my pannier for my drinking bottle but 

was having trouble finding it. I let out a couple of expletives (totally out character) 

but happened to be in earshot of a couple of girls. My phrase must have rung a 

familiar bell as they came over and asked if we were English. They were, too, and 

they were on a walking holiday with a load of other girls. We had a good chat, said 

our goodbyes and rode off into the sun. We reached the top and after a pause for 

photos, started the descent. Passing through Valberg - a nice skiing town, we 

spotted a park which we went and sat in. There was a pool and quite a few girls 

bathing topless round the pool. It was time to eat our melon. After admiring the 

view we continued our descent and stayed in a rural inn in Guillaumes. It was a 

public holiday (14
th

 July - Bastille Day) and there was a big firework display in the 

evening. It seemed strange to us to see several groups of young children supervised 

by French Scout leaders throwing fireworks and rockets at each other. We sat 

outside for a few drinks and then it was time for bed. 

The next day we decided to see if we could ride to Barcelonnette as we had 

planned to meet the Tour in the Alps in five days time. Leaving Guillaumes we 

started to climb the Col de la Cayolle. The day was again very hot and after 

climbing for a couple of hours I came across a large café about half way up. I 

stopped and ordered an orange juice, took off my tops and sat in the hot sun. Tony 

came up shortly after looking a bit salty around the face and regretting he didn’t 

have a larger cog on his back wheel. We decided to eat our bread and cheese here 

and after half an hour continued out climb. 
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Our bikes were very dirty by now and from all the rain our chains were 

squeaking loudly. At the top of the col there was a group of motor cyclists and I 

went over and rather cheekily asked if they had any oil. They were from Holland, 

could speak English and were very friendly and gave my chain and gears a good 

spray of lubricant. Tony arrived shortly after and I asked if he could have a spray 

too. I think the Dutch motor cyclist was beginning to get worried in case there were 

any more of us coming up. We thanked them and took some photos of ourselves by 

the altitude sign, 2327m. We put on some more tops and started a long gentle 

descent along a gorge to Barcelonnette. This was an exciting descent with lots of 

blind bends and arches cut through the rock. Arriving in Barcelonnette our problem 

of finding somewhere to stay began. We eventually found a bar that had 

accommodation. The only drawback was that we had to leave our bikes outside. 

We chained then up and after changing went for a walk round the town. It was a 

large, busy town and we didn’t like it as much as the smaller villages we had 

stayed in. We went out for a meal and had lasagne - our first trencher-man’s meal - 

lovely. We had quite a good night’s sleep but were woken early by the early 

morning dust carts and general town bustle. I was relieved to find our bikes still 

around. We had breakfast in the open outside the cafe and, after shopping for our 

day’s food, left on the main road. 

This was the first time we’d been on a main road but it wasn’t that busy and, 

for a change, a bit flatter. We turned off after twenty kilometres to climb the Col de 

Vars. This was on the Tour route, probably only 20 km long but very steep in 

places. On the way up a young Dutch boy caught us. He was on tubs and a single 

free gear. I was feeling a bit frisky and so gave chase. I caught him and tried to 

have a chat but he didn’t speak much English and I didn’t speak any Dutch. I 

politely put the pressure on and dropped him.  

On the climb, I counted the kilometre stones on the roadside but, nearing the 

top, I was down to counting the 100 metre stones. The Tour was to climb the Col 

in two days time and the road painters had been out in force already. Lots of 

‘Hinault’ and ‘Bernard’ but also ‘Go on Millar’. I accelerated for the summit, it 

was really steep, out of the saddle, sprinting for the top, I reached the summit 

panting like mad and dripping with sweat. There was a large café and it was like an 

oasis in the desert. I bought a cold Perrier (80 pence) and sat down and drank it. 

Twenty minutes later Tony and the Dutch boy emerged at the summit. We decided 

to stay here for dinner and then started a long descent down into Guillestre where 

we stayed the night. 

The next day we decided on a short ride to Briançon by taking the main road 

and not climbing the Col d’Izoard. After about 1½ hours and halfway there we 

spotted a big lake with a few people swimming. We quickly got our swimming 

trunks on and were in the water in a couple of minutes, spending a lovely afternoon 

taking it easy round the lake, which was next to a large camp site. We arrived in 
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Briançon, a medieval town with an old city wall around a castle on the top. We’d 

already phoned ahead and booked a room in a hotel which was right on the top.  

We decided to stay in Briançon for four nights. With the thought of riding a 

12 hour when I returned, I climbed the Col d’Izoard as a training run. What a joy to 

have no panniers. I didn’t stop and got to the top in 1½ hours. Tony decided to rest 

up a bit and catch up on his washing. We were by now regularly buying L’Equipe 

but the only thing I could understand were the pictures and the General 

Classification. Tony fared a bit better and was able to decode snippets of 

information. That night we went for a drink and met three Frenchmen. They were 

really friendly and we all got quite drunk together and had a good laugh. When we 

got back to the hotel it was dark and I ended up missing the stairs and walking into 

the pot plants. 

The next day a stage of the Tour was due to finish on the Col de Granon. This 

was only 15 km from Briançon so we set off with our food at about 11 a.m. When 

we arrived at the bottom of the Col there were lots of people walking and cycling 

up. The Col was only 10 km long but very steep. I decided to ride to the summit. It 

was a scorching hot day and at the side of the road were people selling cans of soft 

drinks immersed in ice. I stopped and bought two. One I drank and the other I put 

in my pannier. The climb was really tough and I was stopping every 500 m to get 

my breath back, I began to wonder how anyone could ever race up anything so 

hard. It must half kill them. I reached the top and there was a tremendous view. I 

took some photos and then descended to find Tony which, in quite a crowd lining 

the road, I was lucky to do. We sat on the hillside and had our dinner. After a while 

some Tour cars came up and then the first rider. It was Maria Canins, the Italian 

woman rider, in the yellow jersey and on her own. . She powered up the climb, 

head down with a glazed look on her white face. She was really suffering but went 

on to win the stage. It was ten minutes before the next rider appeared and then the 

remnants of the bunch. They were all exhausted and almost coming to a halt on the 

steep gradient. The mainly French crowd were pushing the French girls, so we ran 

out and pushed the English girls. In the end everyone was getting a push. 

About 30 minutes later the helicopters started to arrive in the sky overhead. 

The men were coming. First up was a Spanish rider from the Teka team who went 

on to win the stage. Next came Lemond and Hinault. The crowd went mad. 

Everyone was chanting “Hinault! Hinault! Hinault!” They both looked so strong, 

Hinault was in the yellow jersey. Next up came Millar on his own. We were 

screaming at him as he came up, head down and clearly suffering. We learned later 

that he had been caught by Hinault and Lemond. Then the several more small 

groups of riders came up, Yates, Roche, Vanderaerden. Then it was all over and we 

descended back down. There were thousands of people on the hillside and it had 

been fantastic. The next day’s stage was to start in Briançon and that evening there 

was a free pop concert and lots of competitions put on by various sponsors. 



349 

We saw the race leave next day. Millar had lost the climber’s jersey. Then we 

left Briançon and headed for Grenoble. We climbed the Col du Lautaret and had a 

coffee at the summit. Then started a long descent which would take us out of the 

Hautes-Alpes and into the Isère. As we approached the bottom of the Alpe d’Huez 

climb the road was shut as the Tour sped past and up the climb. We sat outside a 

cafe for about 1½ hours as the stragglers continued to come past. When the road 

was opened again we continued on our way. We were caught by a large group on 

racing cycles, gave chase and, for the next 30 km it was like a road race. We all 

regrouped as we approached Grenoble. They pointed out where we could get some 

accommodation and we said goodbye. 

The next day was a long day cycling to Annonay. The weather was lovely and 

we stopped lots of times for refreshments. The final climb into Annonay was a 3
rd

 

category climb on the Tour and basically a right killer. It had the hot spot markers 

already in place. Annonay was a nice small town and we stayed in a large, old 

hotel. 

The next day we set of for St. Etienne. We thought this would be a gentle ride 

but nothing could have been further from the truth. We climbed the Col de la 

République ou Col de Grand Bois. It had the longest name so far but wasn’t the 

longest climb. We stopped for refreshment on the top and then embarked on a long 

fast descent to St. Etienne. We started to look for some accommodation but after 4 

hours of trying, gave up and decided to try elsewhere. We cycled on to St- 

Chamond and found a place called the Chevaux Noir (Black Horse) and booked in. 

The landlady chatted away in French and we couldn’t understand a word. She led 

us through a courtyard to our room. The courtyard had an old, broken-down 

Renault parked in it and was full of pigeons. The smell of pigeon droppings was 

really strong. The room only had one double bed but it did have a shower. We 

protested and she led us to another room which had two beds but no shower. We 

could use an outside shower in the courtyard. I think that if the carpet had been 

cleaned it would have fallen to bits. 

We decided to take the room and cycled back into St. Etienne to see the final 

sprint of the Tour stage. We took a wrong turning and ended up on the motorway. 

We turned off as soon as possible and arrived in St. Etienne. We were late and just 

saw the tail-enders finish. It had been one of those days. We returned to St. 

Chamond and the Madame. She came running up to ask me something and, as she 

stopped, broke wind. I just about kept a straight face. 

The next day’s stage on the Tour was the Time Trial stage of 52 miles. After a 

not too bad night’s sleep in the creepy, seedy Black Horse, we decided to stay for 

another night because the Time Trial passed through St. Chamond. As we went out 

to get some breakfast the Madame asked Tony where we were going. He said that 

we were going out for breakfast. She then informed him that she could do us 

breakfast. I lost my cool at this point and screamed back “NO!” We found a nice 

climb on which to watch the time-trial. The riders started to come past in reverse 
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order from General Classification. Some had disc rear wheels and the drumming 

sound they made was really quite loud. Sean Yates came past looking as strong as 

ever, we gave him a big shout. We met some other English cyclists who were in 

the Eastbourne Rovers. They had driven over and been able to see more stages than 

us. 

Eventually we were down to the top seeded riders. They were coming past at 

three minute intervals, Millar came past and he had nearly been caught. He’d lost 

interest and we were to learn that he was ill and packed next day. The tension rose 

until finally Hinault came powering up the hill. He was followed by a horde of cars 

and was looking so strong. The crowd erupted especially when they heard that 

Lemond had fallen. Then just over three minutes later Lemond appeared. The 

crowd were screaming and cheering the Yellow Jersey. That was the end of the 

day’s excitement and the six hours sitting by the roadside had gone quite quickly. 

That was the last we saw of the Tour. 

The next day we cycled to Vienne. The route was flat and uninteresting and 

we got there in a couple of hours. As we entered Vienne we saw a large Lido. We 

found a cheap hotel and booked in, then it was trunks on and down to the Lido. We 

had a lovely day sitting by the pool taking the occasional dip and viewing the 

sights. It was a good chance to even up the sun tan a bit and there we stayed all 

day. In the evening we went for a meal and got friendly with an American student 

and three French people. We had a few drinks and then they asked us if we wanted 

to go to a pub with them. We agreed and we went to a plush looking bar, a cross 

between a pub and a night club. The American student decided he wanted a glass 

of champagne and the Frenchman and his wife also had a glass. The other girl had 

some sort of cocktail and Tony and I had a beer each. We bought the next round, 

this consisted of three glasses of champagne and two beers. When we got the bill I 

saw Tony visibly wilt in front of my eyes. The bill was £16. I just smiled and 

thought “it’s another one of those days.” We staggered back to our hotel - it was 2 

a.m. 

I woke the next day with a slight headache and we rode off towards Cremiere. 

We had only just set off when part of my pannier got caught in the wheel and I 

heard a big explosion as the elastic snapped and nearly took half my rear spokes 

with it. I finally got it unjammed and we continued on our way - although 

somewhat wobbly. Cremiere was a nice old town and our hotel resembled a 

medieval castle inside, with twisting stone staircase. I got the duff bed. It was so 

hard it was like being on the rack. This seemed quite suitable taking into account 

the surroundings. 

The next day we had a very, very slow ride to the airport at Lyon. We arrived 

quite a few hours early about five in fact, but we were looking forward to getting 

back to rainy, cold, old England. We got back alright and we knew even at that 

time that we hadn’t just been on a holiday, we’d been on an adventure. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°444 May 1987 

Training the Majorcan Way 

by Dave Youell 

For my holiday this year I decided to join the ‘Great Escape’ from the last of 

the British winter and do some early season training in Majorca – Stan Turner had 

organised the Essex contingent and a party of thirty of us flew out to Palma. On 

disembarking from the ‘plane the weather was not quite as hot as I would have 

liked. It was about 60º but very windy. Still it must be better than cold, old 

England. We arrived at the hotel, situated on the North coast of the island, at 

Puerto Pollensa at about 1 p.m. I was sharing a room with Anthony Stapleton of 

the Chelmer C.C. who I knew more through reputation than acquaintance. The 

hotel was good and the buffet style meals turned out to be excellent. 

After dinner we unpacked our bikes and at about 4 p.m. went for a gentle ride 

around the bay to Alcudia, where we stopped for coffee and gateaux, lovely! It was 

quite warm sitting in the sun and we returned via Pollensa at a slightly faster pace. 

I was beginning to wonder what the next two weeks had in store. In the evening the 

rest of the party arrived. Most came from Scotland but there were about twenty 

from Manchester. This brought the total to 1l6 in all. The Scottish party included 

the Scottish road squad and Sandy Gilchrist as organiser. 

The organised runs began the next morning. Anthony and myself decided that 

if we were going to suffer we may as well do it properly so we joined the first 

group. The run was billed as 75 miles although it turned out to be only 66 mile. We 

had a good stoke up at breakfast and the run left at 9 a.m. sharp with the group 

including about 25 Scots and 6 English. We rode along the bay to Alcudia; the 

weather was quite cold, only about 45º and everyone wore tights and long sleeve 

tops. The pace was fast but very steady and we rode two abreast, staying on the 

front for five minutes. I was using 82” and 86”. We continued up the main road 

and turned off through Sa Pobla then through the lanes, passing through Muro to 

Santa Margalida, where came a stop for a couple of puncture victims. 

It was raining now and the lanes were potholed, gritty and muddy. We 

continued through Petra and down to Manacor. I was beginning to freeze by now 

and the rain had turned to sleet. The ride was really dragging on and I was eating 

and drinking with the hope of keeping some strength. We now climbed up through 

Son Serra, a twisting drag. Somebody punctured again and, while most of us 

waited, some did not. When we re-started all hell broke loose to catch the escapees. 

After about ten miles, I could take no more. My breathing became short and sharp 

and my legs buckled in my 100” gear. The bunch slipped away suddenly and I was 

on my own. I had about 15 miles back to the hotel. When I got back I found that 

Anthony had also been dropped. That made me feel better, I needed an hour in bed 

in the afternoon to recover.  
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We were still keen for some more punishment the next day so we went out 

with Group 1 again. The route was the same as the day before but in the opposite 

direction and also going east as far as Arta. The lads from the Bishops Stortford, 

Paul, Kevin, Glenn and Darren decided to drop down a group. This meant that the 

number of English speaking riders was drastically reduced. Learning a lesson from 

the day before I had even more food on me. Energy bar, drink, dried apricots and 

some biscuits. My ride nearly came to an early end on the short twisting climb 

between Son Serra and Ses Pastoras. 

I had been at the front and then moved to the back of the bunch when my 

gears slipped from 66" to 86". Suddenly I was 20 yards off the back. We were only 

25 miles into the ride and I did not want to be dropped this early. I used all my 

strength to sprint up the hill and close the gap. I don’t think I could have suffered 

more but was back on. I was still hanging on as we cleared the top and started 

downhill when we stopped for a puncture victim. What a relief, I was able to get 

my breath back! It started to rain again. The rest of the ride was quite uneventful, 

although it was exciting as we shot through the small towns en route, shouting to 

the locals and getting a good acknowledgement in return. They were impressed by 

the large bunch. The Tour of Majorca was due to start the next week. We all stayed 

together and got back to the hotel soaking wet and covered in grit and mud. We 

were really filthy and cold. The ride had taken about 4 hours, I must admit that I 

indulged in another afternoon kip/recovery session. 

The next day was an 85 mile ride and it was the first sortie into the mountains. 

We left through Pollensa and after about 4 miles we started to climb at the foot of 

Lluc (pronounced Yuc). The group was riding really smoothly and we all climbed 

together, the sun was out and it looked as though we were going to have a nice day. 

Lluc was a six mile climb followed by two miles of undulations up to the summit. 

It started to rain as we reached the top. I enjoyed the climb but the descent down 

into Inca was a bit hairy. There were a lot of sharp, wet hairpins and a few stones 

on the road from small rock falls. I was getting worried because I had my tubs 

stuck on with Dunlop rim cement and the rims were getting hot (unlike me). 

We sped through Inca and then through the lanes to Sencelles and Algaida, 

then climbed steeply at Randa to a monastery on the top. Some of the Scots lads 

were riding a road race on the Sunday that finished here. I was beginning to blow a 

bit. We descended and joined the main road to Montuiri and continued through 

Sant Joan and Petra to Santa Margalida. These roads were all1 minor roads and 

potholed and gritty. We were soaked again. 

At Alcudia we joined the main road and were really going fast. The back of 

the bunch was echeloned right across the right hand side of the road. Needless to 

say, we were soon stopped by the police and given a lecture on riding in single file. 

So, we departed in single file; a string of 30 riders long. Everyone was taking a 

short turn on the front and then dropping back down the inside to get on the back. 

As you can imagine this soon turned into a double file. The speed was fast with 
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everyone in 108”. The speed got faster and faster until at 8 km to the Puerto 

Pollensa sign, (the ultimate goal). I slipped from the front, down the side and 

straight out the back. In a matter of seconds the bunch was out of sight. When I got 

back I was informed that we had been clocking 38 m.p.h. along the bay.  

We got friendly with the Scottish lads and I think it is time to drop a few 

names, so here goes. The group included Brian Smith, David Finnlayson, Drew 

Wilson, Malcolm Little, Martin Coll etc., etc. 

My body was beginning to feel the strain by now. I had been hanging on 

every day and, apart from being extremely saddle sore, my achilles tendon was 

giving me trouble. I decided to lower my saddle about ¼” and also go in Group 2 

the next day. A few others had the same idea and this group was about 40 strong. 

We all sped out down the Inca road (nicknamed the Epping Road) and turned right 

to Matching Green (sorry Bunyola). It was pouring with rain as we approached the 

first climb. This was the Coll de Soller, about 4 miles long. This turned out to be a 

bit of a race and I climbed up in 72”. Four went off the front but we all re-grouped 

on the top. Anthony had been brought off on the way up by someone who slipped 

on a wet corner but nobody was hurt. I hadn’t brought a cape with me on holiday 

and I really needed one. This was our fourth day of rain and our balcony at the 

hotel resembled a Flag Ship with the amount of washing we had hanging out. 

I froze on the descent through Seller and then we started to climb the Col de 

Puig Major. This was a major pig. It was 9 miles long and steep. We were climbing 

into a very strong headwind, for the last six miles on a bottom gear of 42 x 21. The 

group had disintegrated into lots of two and three man groups, spread over a couple 

of miles. It was still raining, cold and misty. We descended slightly through the 

Gorg Blau, leaning into the strong wind to stay on the road. The road climbed 

again up to Lluc then descended to Puerto Pollensa. We were home. The ride had 

taken over 5 hours and we’d done about 20 miles of climbing. It was still raining 

but nobody cared as it was time for dinner. The torture was over for another day. 

Everyone was shattered. 

The next day we opted for an easy ride to the bike shop at Binissalem. I 

bought a cape and, needless to say, it never rained again and the rest of the holiday 

had glorious weather. There’s a moral there somewhere. The next day we rode to 

Randa to see the finish of the road race. Brian Smith came 4
th

 and David 

Finnlayson 5
th

. We decided to try and get back from Randa for dinner, which 

stopped at 3 p.m. There were five of us and, with the wind behind, we covered the 

last 25 miles in 48 minutes. We got back with 10 minutes to spare. 

In the second week the Scottish squad rode the Tour of Majorca, Brian Smith 

finished sixth overall. We continued with our morning runs with the afternoon 

spent around the pool basking in the sunshine. 

The most picturesque run came at the end of the holiday. We climbed Lluc 

and then descended La Calobra. The descent was fantastic. The road looped down 

crossing under the road above. As you looked down you could see all the hairpins 
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stacked one on top of the other. At the bottom of the descent was the sea and also a 

café and restaurant. This was a road to nowhere and the only way out was to climb 

15 km back up. We all stopped at the café for a drink and it must have been the 

most expensive café on the island. (£2 for a can of coke). The Scots were not 

amused! Everybody climbed up at their own pace then we descended down to Inca 

and up the Epping Road home. 

The holiday was finished off with a very late night in Magalluf with normal 

holidaymakers. After the last two weeks this came as a bit of a culture shock. 

Great, though. The holiday had come to an end. It may sound as though it was hard 

work. Well, it was, I suppose, but we also had a great time (and a few beers) and 

covered 800 miles. Nobody wanted to go home but our ‘Stage Race’ was over for 

this year. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°445 August 1987 

3+1 In the Loire Valley 

By Keith Peskett 

 This year is our cheating year, where we only half cycle and half motor. Mick 

Griffiths, our driver, Peter Brown the +1 non-Eagle tuggo hill-climber, Phil Jolly, 

the super-fit navigator and yours truly, Keith Peskett, the back seat super sleeper. 

We four set out from Phil’s at 4-30 Friday 29
th

 May heading for Portsmouth for the 

crossing to Caen. The ferry was the Duc de Normande, the largest ship in the 

Brittany fleet and it was absolutely immaculate. As it was a night crossing we 

decided on having cabins this year. What luxury! Our own toilet and shower, how 

civilized. Not to mention brandy in bed. The only uncivilized thing about it was we 

had to get up at 4-30 for breakfast. 

Arrived Caen at 0600 after a millpond crossing. Now for the 200 mile drive to 

the Loire Valley. Quite an uneventful drive to Ouchamps which is south of the 

river. Arrived at our Gite at midday. What a fabulous place! So quiet and peaceful, 

weather beautifully sunny. Went for a short ride in the afternoon, had a couple of 

beers (to test the water so to speak) and do the shopping which consisted of bread, 

cheese and the old favourite, red wine. Trips to Blois (by car this time) in the 

evening where we had only one drink, a walk round the town and drive back to our 

‘local’, which was closed as indeed were all the ‘locals’ by this time. The trouble 

was that it was only 9-45 Saturday night. 

Up and away early Sunday en route for Orleans hoping to clock up 100 miles. 

Eleven p.m. just got back but we did it via another ‘local’, with a restaurant this 

time. The couple of miles home was ridden in total darkness, of course on the 

wrong side of the road (lane) and only good old Phil’s lights to guide us. One day 

one of us will require a kitchen sink and I bet Phil will have one in his saddlebag. 

On today’s outing Michael did his usual trick a super map reading and found us a 

cart track which led into the forest. On and on we went but eventually came out the 

other side so we reckoned he had planned it that way. Fortunately, none of us got a 
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puncture on the way or he may well have been smothered (not at birth, 

unfortunately). 

Beer was very sparse today but we found a very nice lager called Old Lager 

which is rather like Carlsberg Special Brew. Back to the Loire Valley, what 

magnifique (local language) countryside, lovely quiet lanes where you can potter 

all day only occasionally crossing a main road. Also it is extremely flat. 

Monday morning - just been shopping - we are now in possession of twelve 

bottles of red wine, sorry, only eleven, just had one for breakfast. We decided on a 

day off the bikes after our hundred yesterday. We visited three châteaux, one at 

Chenonceau which straddles the river Cher. Apparently during the war one side of 

the château was in occupied France and the other side was free. Another one which 

was huge called Villesavin but had been left to go to rack and ruin and the third, 

called Chambord which was fantastic. All three had at least 400 years history. We 

were very slow on the beer stakes today, just a couple of halves. Phil is cooking at 

the moment, a nice casserole, two days’ supply, we hope, although Michael does 

tend to eat all that has been cooked, given the chance. We have left the pot 

simmering and slipped out for a couple of Old Lagers. Back to the Gite (which is a 

large farmhouse) for our Chef’s Delight, superb, a few glasses of Vin Rouge, cards 

and bed. 

Tuesday - it is our intention to ride another 100 today, riding south-east to 

Vierzon. The sun is again shining. We finally departed at 9-30 after various 

mechanical problems, Phil having to buy a new tyre. We managed to find a few 

hills although nothing to bother us, not even Mick. However, he had us over once 

more by leading us into yet another dead end. The old boy wasn’t riding too well 

today so Peter and I went belting on ahead and got lost, consequently Mick and 

Phil got back before us as they had the map again, as they did last year in Devon. 

Nearly dark by the time we got back, Phil went searching for us in the wrong 

direction. Anyway, we did manage the hundred miles. 

Wednesday, up and about early but, hurrah, it’s raining which means we will 

have to go out by car. What a drag ; After the shopping for Phil’s magic casserole 

ingredients again we visited the Château de Cheverny, this one is much more like 

our English stately homes with a lot of furniture, weapons and suits of armour. 

Here they still hunt stag and keep a pack of seventy hounds for that purpose. Back 

to the gite to prepare the evening meal and have lunch of bread and cheese and 

wine, of course. Still raining so we lazed about all the afternoon. 

After dinner we drove to Amboise, the road run parallel with the river. Along 

one stretch are some rocky hills with some houses actually built into the rock face. 

Apparently the chimneys for these places protrude from the surface above. We 

have found a very pleasant bar, opposite the Château d’Amboise, where we spent 

the evening. It seems that in the rural towns and villages, the watering holes, and 

the shops, come to that, open and close at all different times, very frustrating. 
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Another thing we noticed, the wives all appear to pitch in helping the men folk 

work the land. 

Oh dear, here it is Thursday and it’s raining stair rods, played cards until 11 

o’clock but decided we should venture out towards Amboise and surrounding 

districts between the rain. Had lunch in Amboise on the 50 franc menu which was 

revolting, tongue and macaroni. Michael did it again, he managed to lead us on to a 

new railway line being built. We all got covered in mud. More washing to be done. 

We finish up at a town called Château-Renault, very nice place, the sun came out 

for a while although about 5 miles out it came over so black we thought we were in 

for a soaking. We managed to cover 70 miles today. 

Another thing we have noticed is that we don’t seem to be drinking so much 

this year. Must be old age. Having said that I think it is old age as we aren’t doing 

the miles, either. By the way, three young schoolgirls kept up with us for about two 

miles on their pneumatic tyred, tuggo bikes. Three of us didn’t really care but Phil, 

our racer, was rather indignant about the whole affair. I think we may have been 

better swapping bikes with them. 

Friday, our destination, Valençay a small town due south of our gite, about 55 

miles distant, giving us another round trip of seventy miles. Our grand total this 

year only being 550 miles as opposed to last year’s 600 without the car. Mostly 

hilly, at that. As a general note, from our base in Ouchamps, we rode out in all 

directions and, as I have said, found the terrain extremely flat. Most of the riding 

we did was down lanes or secondary roads but all in excellent condition. We 

experienced the usual French courtesy from drivers although one driver nearly took 

my left shoulder with him but, once again, he had G.B. plates. 

Out for a meal tonight as it’s our last night in the gite. We all showered and 

shaved, changed into our civilian clothes, whacked on the old deodorant, cleaned 

our nails of bike grease, slicked down our hair, all ready for this sumptuous meal at 

this very nice expensive restaurant. As we arrived, all suited and booted, I noticed 

Phil had got on his knife edged trousers but with an old pair of white plimsolls. I 

think he would have been better off in bare feet. 

Saturday, 10 a.m., packed our gear and left for Le Mans, one week too early 

for the 24 hours race. Incidentally, it is pouring with rain again. Stopped in La 

Châtre for lunch, superb, and waited about until 2-30 for the local vets around the 

town cycle race. The course was about three miles long, one and a half uphill and 

the rest down. One of the contestants had quite the largest calves we have ever 

seen. Mick and myself tried to get Phil and Peter to enter on the line but to no 

avail. One nice touch about it was the local gendarmerie and race organisers and 

officials all had lunch together before the race. 

Race over we arrived in Le Mans at 6 p.m. at the Hotel Ibis. What a lovely 

clean, well appointed establishment. Twin room with bathroom and colour T.V. 

and breakfast all for £7.50 each. I bet it will be ten times that next week for the big 

race. 
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Sunday morning - continental breakfast, left at 9-30 for a quick drive round 

the town centre en route for Caen and the boat. Arrived too early and had to kick 

our heels for about three hours in the rain again. What a smooth, boring trip back, 

played cards most of the way with the odd brandy thrown in. Arrived at our various 

homes from 11-30 onwards. 

Lovely holiday, lovely company, lovely food and wine, I love France!  

Next year, Southern Ireland - all by bike. Watch this space. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°452 August 1989  

End to End 

by Albert Ayton  

It was after that 1000 mile sponsored ride back in ‘77 that I got the ambition 

to go Land’s End to John O’Groats but didn’t do much about it, for holidays were 

always committed to other activities. Ah! So I’ll do it when I retire but something 

always seemed to get in the way and I decided it really had to be now or never. 

Some sessions with a road atlas worked out a route, a good compromise, I hoped, 

between traffic-ridden main roads and using up a lot of time map-reading round 

little lanes. In the end it so proved and, at 890 miles, but surprisingly little on to the 

record-breakers shortest route. It was hillier, though, and I thought it prudent to 

reckon on 11 days at 80 miles per day although, if I was going well it could come 

down to 9 days. 

Timekeeping appointments, club events and other things dictated the last half 

May as the time - there was a CTC organised ride going about then but it was 

taking a full two weeks and I really didn’t want to be away that long. A bit early in 

the year for the weather to be set fair so I didn’t commit myself until the last 

minute but, on 11
th

 May, it was the Cornish Riviera express down to Penzance then 

a hard nine miles into a strong wind to the Old Manor House in Sennen. 

They are well used to End-to-Enders and I found I had company in four 

cyclists, all supervisors with Leyland-DAF at Preston, starting on a sponsored ride 

with a nine day schedule and hostel accommodation booked - the first night at 

Exeter - a 125 mile tread along the A30 - definitely unappealing. 

A mile up the road next morning to Land’s End and I left at 8 a.m. with a 

strong wind, helpful but with a touch of north in it, 20-25 mph from WNW, I 

would judge. There was rain about, heavy shower clouds could be seen driving in 

from the sea but they all missed me and, eventually, it improved to a sunny day 

with cotton wool clouds passing over. I missed the turning for Marazion and, when 

I did see the lane for St Erth and Hayle, it was 20 feet below me with no way of 

getting on to it, so I went up through Leedstown to Camborne, Redruth and 

through the lanes to Chacewater and Truro. Rather than the by-pass I went through 

the town centre (with Paris-Roubaix type cobbles) then on to the A390 through St. 

Austell, St. Blazey, a long 1 in 10 up then a 1 in 6 down to Lostwithiel. Extensive 

views from the high points inland to Bodmin Moor and seaward over St. Austell 
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Bay. Bluebells and other spring flowers in the verges in the lanes, wild garlic also, 

no weed killers used here, apparently. On one road a crow made a struggling take-

off with a complete double sheet of a tabloid in its beak, Page 3, perhaps, to 

decorate the nest? A good café by the car park in Gunnislake then into Devon and 

the 11 day schedule point in Tavistock by 5-30 with enough time to go on over the 

edge of Dartmoor to Okehampton. A biggish town, early in the year, no problem 

with finding accommodation here. Is that so? Next day was the ‘10 Tors Walk’ and 

the place was full. I eventually found a rather swish-looking but comfortable and 

reasonable country house hotel seven miles on at North Tawton. 

Next morning was grand, yesterday was good but hard, 115 miles of constant 

up and down, steep hills with constant braking when descending and with the 

‘twitchy’ steering that comes with a bar bag, but now, along through Crediton and 

Tiverton, slopes that gave value for the collar work up, where the bike could be 

given its head with minimum braking. Spotted a buzzard soaring over Dartmoor. 

The afternoon clouded over with rainy-looking clouds and the A38 seemed endless 

from Taunton up through Bridgwater to Bristol. After the 1 in 7 up to the Clifton 

Suspension Bridge I treated myself to an ice-cream and got an extra helping when 

the van driver discovered what I was embarked on. Down to Aust then hard over 

the Severn Bridge in a cold, cross wind with a spattering of rain. Found my night’s 

lodging from the CTC Handbook in Tintern. 

A ‘phone call next morning to our good friends in Farndon, near Chester, 

gave me a target of 110 miles to there up through the Welsh Marches. The A466 

from Monmouth has a hard start with the climb up to Welsh Newton but, 

thereafter, is a wonderful ridge ride with views to the Black Mountains on the one 

hand and the Forest of Dean and the distant Cotswolds on the other. A pot of tea in 

the sports centre in Hereford then over Dinmore on the A49 to Leominster then a 

parallel, quiet back road to Ludlow Apart from a short stretch through Church 

Stretton it was then A49 to Shrewsbury but not too bad for traffic, possibly 

beacause being Sunday there were no commercials. From Shrewsbury I opted for 

Ellesmere and Bangor-is-y-Coed, rather than the Cheshire Plain through 

Whitchurch and Malpas, to a warm welcome and a luscious meal. Something like 

336 miles so far so a nine day ride was on. 

Monday would be different for it meant breaking through the Cheshire- South 

Lancashire industrial belt to get back to something greener. The A56 through 

Frodsham was a good choice, reasonably quiet and countryfied, then Warrington 

and the road to Wigan Pier proving to have some surprisingly rural patches. 

Hereabouts, I patronised a MacDonalds, drive-in one what’s more, for the first 

time ever but only for a pot of tea! Preston was long drawn-out but, with the M6 

close by, the A6 has bearable traffic and, in a Lancaster café, I discovered that here 

they spread their Chorley cakes with butter! A bit of a tedious day so far, with 

stops at traffic lights and junctions and roundabouts to negotiate but now I turned 

off up the Lune Valley to Kirkby Lonsdale and it was magical. The hills of 
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Bowland Forest lining the valley, curlews calling and a lovely evening ride, 

rounded off beautifully when it proved that the couple keeping the B & B I found, 

were cyclists who gave me a tremendous welcome. 

It had rained overnight so the start was on damp roads next morning but sunny 

with those cotton wool clouds drifting over. Up the valley almost to Sedbergh then 

a climb and drop down to Tebay and Orton, which village served to supply both 

my week’s pension and morning coffee. Then it was up, up, past Orton Scar, on to 

the fell then drop through Crosby Ravensworth and the Meaburns to the Eden 

Valley at Temple Sowerby, through to Langwathby, Lazenby, with the best pub 

lunch of the trip in the pub by the viaduct of the Settle-Carlisle Railway, and 

Brampton. Sheer, unalloyed delight, all of it. Fine views, oystercatchers, curlews, 

wagtails, lapwing in their courting flights, reasonably warm without being too hot 

because of the cool west wind blowing across. As the road bent westwards that 

made the stretch to Longtown not too easy and, as the sun dropped, Langholm to 

Eskdalemuir was quite cold, indeed, that night I’m sure it was down near freezing. 

Still cold next morning but the wind still generally helpful and across by the 

Tushielaw Inn and Ettrick Water to Innerlieithen for coffee was, according to my 

notes, ‘very pleasant and unstressful’. Then to the Forth Bridge by way of Peebles, 

Penicuik (where I had lunch in a pub with no beer!) and the suburbs of Edinburgh. 

The approach to the Forth road bridge is a bit grotty and, were I going again, I 

think I would go for a higher crossing of the Forth at Kincardine or Stirling. The 

Kingdom of Fife was nice, though, and not as noticeably hilly as my memories of 

1977 told (perhaps I was particularly saggy then), Inverkeithing, Hill of Beath, a 

pot of tea in a chippy in Kinross, then by way of Glenfarg to Perth which had a 

good B & B, recommended by a taxi driver, an excellent pasta meal in an Italian 

restaurant and the theft of the bottle from my bike. 

Back down South they were starting the heat wave but here there was a strong 

and cold west wind. The upgraded A9 has a lot of traffic and a diabolical surface of 

large aggregate that gives a rough ride to a bicycle but it’s possible to escape a lot 

of it by using the old road through Bankfoot, then again through Pitlochry, 

Killiecrankie and Blair Atholl. It showered quite heavily in Pitlochry but a 

judicious wait under the trees avoided capeing up. The old A9 stretches are 

signposted as a tourist alternative to the new road but this ends at Calvin although I 

achieved another 6 or 7 miles of tranquillity by continuing to follow the squiggles 

on the map, through a gate signed as ‘No Through Road’. No alternative over 

Drumochter Summit though and it was into the wind but, once over, off through 

Newtonmore, Kingussie, Kincraig and Aviemore to Carrbridge where the CTC 

handbook yielded another good address. The Grampians were looking grim today 

with clouds sitting on the tops and snow still showing in the corries. 

A steady climb next morning over Slochd Summit (is this Scottish for 

‘sloshed’?) then off the main road again through Hoy, return to it for the Kessock 

Bridge then a coffee in the North Kessock Hotel, very peaceful, down on the 
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waterfront. Disliking the surface and the traffic I turned off and went along the 

Black Isle through Fortrose to Cromarty, was lucky with the ferry timings across to 

Nigg Ferry then on up to Tain and, with the wind now in the cold NE, the only 

wind assisted stretch of the day along the south side of Dornoch Firth to Bonar 

Bridge. The Chequered Flag café here yielded an excellent pot of tea and a 

talkative proprietor who advised the next stretch (which I had been going to do, 

anyway) along by Loch Buidhe to join the A9 again at the Mound. An ancient 

drove road, it had given his grandfather, starting as a crofter with a still in the croft, 

the foundations of a well-stocked farm, by supplying the drovers, who staged with 

their herds by the waters of the loch, with his liquor, after which they wouldn’t 

notice the shortage of a boast or two when recovering next morning,  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°459 May 1991 

The Smiths Six Day Epic..... 

by Christine Smith 

.....which turned out to be three days for Martin and I, four for Peter and for 

Simon six weeks! But I will begin at the beginning. 

When it comes to holidays we do tend to leave everything until the last 

moment and this year (1990) was no exception. As it was to be here rather than 

abroad, I wanted to go to the Peak District and see something of the Kellogg’s 

Tour, Martin wanted to go to Wales but Peter refused to go north because last time 

we did it rained every day. Simon was hoping to get a holiday job and only wanted 

to be away for one week. So we left the car and tents and all the other camping 

paraphernalia at home and went hostelling in Kent and Sussex. It also meant that 

we would not miss the Viking Club 25 on E34 or the Eagle Club 100 on E1 and 

would be back in time for the Counties 12. 

We had made no bookings and about a week before we were due to go we 

decided to get the maps out. The first night was to be Canterbury Youth Hostel and 

as we all needed new sheet sleeping bags I phoned to make sure that they had four 

in stock. They did but were fully booked; this caused a change in plan and a few 

more phone calls. The first night was to be Kemsing - not nearly so far and just as 

well as Peter rode the Eagle Club 100 the day before we went. 

With this in mind we did not rush about on Monday morning. In fact we had 

only got as far as the Abridge Golf Course when I realised that I had forgotten 

those two indispensable items - very sharp bread and vegetable knives. So Peter 

and Simon went back for them. After this we found ourselves having lunch in the 

garden of The Bull at Herongate, and I can recommend the cakes and pies from the 

bakers at the top of Doddinghurst Road. 

We arrived at Tilbury some time later and in the absence of any signs tried to 

remember the way to the ferry, not easy as it had been some time since we had last 

passed this way. Then we saw a road named Ferry Road - it took us straight to it. 

The building looked deserted and derelict but we found what looked like a booking 
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office and there was a man inside fast asleep. He did not like being woken up and 

told us this was not the ticket office but the next ferry was in 10 minutes. We found 

what looked like a quay and waited not very hopefully, but 10 minutes later there it 

was coming across the river towards us. It was only for pedestrians and cyclists so 

that accounts for the lack of everything I suppose. 

As we alighted on the other side it started to rain - the only day of the whole 

summer when it rained all the afternoon. We caped up and were soon riding along 

the lanes through places like Southfleet and Longfield (alas no longer any sign of 

the Merrythought). We arrived at Kemsing at a few minutes to five. It is a typical 

hostel and was once a Victorian Vicarage. 

It is some time, I’d rather not remember exactly, since we stayed at a hostel, 

but to our surprise found them little changed.  The main differences were that we 

were always well outnumbered by foreigners. We have never been very keen on 

hostel meals and they have not changed either, but it is a lot easier to use the 

member’s kitchen because hardly anyone else does these days. The knives are still 

as blunt and although they all had teapots, strangely there were no kettles at any 

hostel, so there were always saucepans of water on the gas rings. 

The next morning we set off for Dover following as much as possible the 

Pilgrim’s Way. It started off as a well-metalled lane but after about five miles 

stopped at the gates of a quarry and continued on as a stony track, but the views 

across the valley were very good. Then we found lots of white lanes, some of 

which we wanted and some we did not. After crossing the A25 Maidstone to 

Sevenoaks Road, which was a bit hairy, we took the wrong fork and ended up in an 

apple orchard. 

Dover Hostel was what you might expect for an overnight stop for the cross 

channel ferry. Our next objective was to take a look at the Channel Tunnel, which 

is not at Dover at all but near Folkestone. The main road out of Dover was so awful 

when we saw a quieter one marked ‘Old Folkestone Road’ we took it. After several 

miles it ended at a pair of large gates and a fence with lots of barbed wire, all that 

was missing were the watchtowers. This was the start of the tunnel. The only other 

road turned sharp right through a housing estate and back to the main road. As we 

were deciding what to do next a local, walking his dog, recommended that we take 

the cliff path - much shorter and terrific views of the tunnel and everything else. He 

was right too, although at times as I pushed my bike up the side of the hill, which 

we discovered afterwards is called Shakespeare Cliffs, I thought it was going to do 

a backwards somersault and take me with it. 

When we got to the top we looked down the other side of the cliffs and could 

see it all. They have built a wall out from the bottom of the cliffs and in filled it 

with what has been dug out of the tunnel. We watched them still doing it at one 

end. There is a tunnel from the side of the cliffs where the road is to the seaside for 

cars and lorries. There were great piles of concrete bricks, cranes, railway tracks, 

sheds, and everything else needed for the undertaking. From the cliff top it was like 
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looking down at a model except that the cars and men were moving. It was all 

great stuff. 

We got back onto the road again and soon found ourselves at the Channel 

Tunnel Exhibition, and more importantly, there was a cafeteria with cold drinks 

and chairs. Refreshed, we took a stroll around the exhibition, but we had already 

seen it all real. As we went out through the main entrance (where we should have 

gone in) they were charging £2.50 each! I suppose ‘normal’ people, who arrive by 

car, need refreshments after they have walked around. 

We bought some lunch in a nearby Tesco’s, Martin likes to give them the 

once over, then we rode on to Hythe were we stopped beside the Royal Military 

Canal for a picnic. After lunch we climbed up the short but very steep road to Saint 

Leonard’s Church, built in 1100. Our interest was in the crypt, mentioned by 

George Borrow in Lavengro where there is housed the largest collection of 

mediaeval bones in the world. Some 8,000 thighbones and 1,500 skulls dating from 

1200 to 1400. In most cases death was from natural causes and it is thought that 

they were collected there either from disturbed graves in the surrounding 

countryside or, when at the time of the Black Death, more space was needed in the 

already crowded churchyards. The skulls are all around the walls on shelves. The 

thighbones have been placed, end on, to make the walls of a rectangle, just like a 

dry stone wall. It is about eight feet long and four feet wide and five feet high. 

Inside this are all the other bones of the skeletons. There are examples of broken 

bones, which have re-joined. A skull with a sword cut in it, which was not the 

cause of death, and one that had been trepanned. Quite a few showing evidence of 

rheumatism after living on the neighbouring marshland. Then it was heads down 

and eyeballs out across Romney Marsh to get to Guestling before dark. Fortunately 

the hostel was almost next door to a pub were we got a good dinner at a reasonable 

price. 

The next day dawned bright and clear, we set off for Arundel intending to 

stop for lunch at Herstmonceux and although the Royal Observatory has been 

moved we thought it might still be interesting. But before that we stopped at Battle. 

The site of the Battle of Hastings and the remains of Battle Abbey are no longer 

privately owned, and have been purchased by the National Heritage with a gift 

from the people of America. It is now open to the public, which, with models and a 

film, was very interesting, and if you are ever that way well worth a visit. 

It was soon after this, when we were almost at Herstmonceux when disaster 

struck. We had gone up a long steep hill, Peter in front, then Martin and Simon 

with me struggling at the rear. Then down the other side Martin and Simon were 

sprinting to catch Peter and as they did Martin eased up, but Simon still had his 

head down and touched Martin’s back wheel. His front wheel spun round and he 

hit the deck with his hand caught up in the handlebars and brake lever and his legs, 

feet and bike in the air. We got him to the side of the load and could see that apart 

from cuts and bruises that his wrist didn’t look right. So Martin and Peter went off 
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to find a phone. After knocking on several doors they at last found someone in who 

phoned for an ambulance. They had struck lucky for she was a physiotherapist and 

came with an ice pack and bandages for his wrist. The ambulance eventually 

arrived after having difficulty finding us - our map is old and they have changed all 

the road numbers. 

They took him off to East Sussex Hospital at Hastings. They could take his 

saddlebag but not his bike. As we were discussing the best thing to do next a very 

kind man in an estate car stopped and offered help. He lived just a few miles up the 

road and said we could leave Simon’s bike in his shed until we could collect it. He 

put it in the back of his car (luckily it wasn’t like ours) and gave us his address.  

We set off for Hastings, which seemed to take forever although it was only twenty 

miles. 

After X-rays the doctor told us that Simon had a fractured wrist, appropriately 

a ‘Smiths Fracture’ which meant he had chipped the bone as well. He would have 

to stay in overnight so we went back to Guestling and were able to get in for 

another night. The plan was for Peter to leave as early as possible the next 

morning, ride home, and come back in the car for us.  I phoned and cancelled the 

bookings at Arundel and Crockham Hill and later was later able to get a refund. 

The first night at Guestling, which had been very hot anyway, was made worse for 

the others because the dormitory they were in also housed the hot water tank. The 

second night they made sure they were in a different one. The result was that they 

slept much better and at 7.30.am. there was no sign of Peter. I waited a bit but he 

didn’t appear. I listened outside the dormitory door but there were no sounds of 

any movement. Time was getting on, so when no one was around I opened the 

door, and without looking, let it slam shut, but still nothing happened. I opened it 

again and had a look around - lots of bare legs but none that I recognised - so I had 

to go in and just keep on looking until I found him and then wake him up. The 

early start was not so early after all. 

Martin and I spent a leisurely time getting ourselves ready, leaving the hostel 

at 10.00am. and made our down way to the hospital to spend the day until Peter 

arrived. It was the hottest day of the century, what a way to spend it. Next door to 

the hospital was a museum, which was quite interesting. Apparently, Robert 

Tressell, the author of The Ragged Trousered Philanthropists, lived in Hastings at 

the time, around 1906, that he wrote it. He based the characters on a local group of 

painters and decorators and his experiences working as one of them. It describes 

the workman’s life of that time, the subjection, deception, and destitution of the 

people whose labour helped to create the luxury and glitter of the Edwardian age. 

Owen, the main character, tries to tell them how Socialism could level out riches 

and give them a little more to live on, but they won’t listen, so he calls them 

philanthropists, benefactors in ragged trousers who willingly hand over the results 

of their labour to the employers and the rich. There are lots of photographs and 

mementoes of him. 
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Martin visited the Sea World’ in Hastings and we can both find anywhere you 

want in Hastings Hospital. Peter made good time, seventy-six miles in four and 

half-hours and arrived back in Hastings at about 5.00pm. We collected Simon’s 

bike and after stopping for dinner we were home by about eleven. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°478February 1996 

Bali by Bike 

by Tracy Ames 

All my family and friends thought I had completely taken leave of my senses 

when I announced Les and I were going on a holiday to Bali - touring by bike. I 

explained that marriage is about compromise, I have always dreamt of visiting Bali 

and Les wanted to go on a cycling holiday. After scouring many travel brochures I 

discovered a small Australian company called Intrepid, advertising ‘Ball by Bike’. 

Now I consider myself a 4 Star Hotel holiday maker. Intrepid promised small 

clean Guest Houses in areas of scenic beauty away from the masses. The list of 

items we had to take made me wonder if I was going to Outer Mongolia camping. 

More distressing was the dictate on how few clothes to take; obviously evening 

cocktail dresses were not de-rigueur each evening. As Les kept reminding me - 

especially on the trip to the tropical diseases hospital for the injections - it was me 

that had booked the holiday? 

Well, finally departure day arrived. Armed with two rucksacks with cycling 

helmets dangling from them we set off for Gatwick. Bali is a long way for those 

who don’t know. Take a good book for the journey as you travel for in excess of 

twenty hours. 

The first night in Bali was spent in the Grand Hotel in Ubud. Accommodation 

wise this was as good as we were going to stay in, during the next 14 days 

accommodation varied from bungalows to cane huts on the beach. Despite our 

weariness we eagerly went off to the Café Bali to rendezvous with the rest of our 

Intrepid group. The café was set next to a paddie field and did not have any walls 

so you could admire the view. 

The tour guide was called Angela who, not surprisingly, was Australian. It 

was an international group, five Australians, three English, one Canadian and one 

American. The real shock was the fact that there were only two men in the group. 

It soon became apparent that with one exception of Les no one cycled regularly 

which was a huge relief to me. My brief training of the London to Brighton and the 

London to Cambridge should suffice. Les of course was in his element - cycling, 

hot weather and eight women hanging on to his every word about cycling? Joking 

aside Angela did not take a repair kit and Les had to fix all the bikes for the entire 

trip. 

The first day’s cycling in many ways was the best of the whole holiday. The 

bikes were a pleasant surprise - mountain hikes, 21 gears and brakes which 

worked, the group set off hesitantly along Monkey Forest Road amid scooters and 
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bemos (open-air minibus). Within minutes we were in the countryside and the 

scenery is spectacular. Emerald green paddie fields, lush palm trees, blue sky and 

glorious sunshine. The Balinese are Hindus and the island is dominated by temples. 

We soon learnt to carry a sarong and sash so we could explore the temples we 

cycled past. We made an interesting site, bikes, helmets and sarongs - the height of 

fashion. It has to be said both tourists and locals thought we were mad! 

One of the most attractive aspects of cycling round Bali is the fact that you 

travel off the beaten track. We explored villages where tourists are never seen. In 

the more remote areas the children were actually afraid of us and our cameras, a 

complete contrast to the commercialism of resorts like Kuta. One of my lasting 

memories of Bali will be cycling through villages with the children running after 

our bicycles waving and calling “hello” We all had to remember to wave with our 

right hand as the left is ‘unclean’ 

With the exception of two rest days we cycled every day for between three to 

six hours. There were only two days when I thought I was completely mad for 

spending so much money to torture myself. The first time was on the second day 

when we got p late so cycled in the mid day heat, through endless paddie fields but 

no shade. The second time was when Angela misread the map and we ended up 

cycling nearly 100 kms. The main problem for me was the roads were so rocky I 

was in agony with my back. Thankfully all the other days the roads and paths were 

relatively smooth. I could write for pages about our wonderful holiday but I have 

been told by Les to keep it short. During that fortnight we cycled across a black 

volcanic beach, Les cycled over a snake! We cycled up to lake Batur which is a 

two thousand metre climb; what a triumph to reach the top (most of us gave up at 

various stages and got a lift) but Les and Angela cycled the whole way. We swam 

in the water at a water palace, watched magical Balinese dancers, bought beautiful 

Batik clothes and wood carvings. The food is delicious and we ate traditional 

Indonesian meals. Sadly the oldest member of our group hit a dog and fell off her 

bike and she needed facial stitches and had two black eyes. Not deterred she was 

back on her bike within a week. The atmosphere within the group was excellent, 

everyone got on really well. Meal times were interesting discussing lifestyles and 

politics in each, of our countries. 

I can honestly say it was a memorable holiday, not just because Ball is like 

paradise and the people are always smiling; but because by cycling we gained 

much more of an insight into the Balinese culture and lifestyle. Both Les and I 

would recommend ‘Bali by Bike’ to anyone. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°482 February 1997 

Holiday in Spain (with no beaches) 

by Christine Smith 

In his spare time Peter likes to surf the Teletext
52

 and early in 1995 he found 

two nuggets (a) the best rate of exchange with the pound were Spanish pesetas and 

(b) a phone number for the cheapest charter flights to anywhere, including Malaga. 

Before I was an Elvis fan I was a Frankie Laine fan, and I used to think that one 

day I would like to go to Granada, and maybe see the Alhambra, little knowing that 

when we did we would also see the sun come up over the Sierra Nevada too. The 

plan was to ride from Malaga northwards through Spain, about 700 miles, and 

catch the ferry home from Bilbao to Portsmouth. 

We decided to avoid the hottest time of year so in early May we packed our 

tent and Rough Guide and set off for Gatwick. The original plan had been to go to 

the CTC Home Counties Rally at Lewes in Sussex over the Spring/VE Day Bank 

Holiday Weekend and then ride from there to Gatwick for our flight on the 

Tuesday following. We were in a quandary over what to take in the way of clothes, 

it had to be the minimum necessary to save weight, but it was still overcoat 

weather with frost at night here and in Sussex. The problem was solved by a phone 

call from the travel agent to say that our Tuesday flight had been cancelled but 

could we go on the Sunday before, or the Friday after, instead. We decided to 

forget the CTC Weekend and winter woollies, and have a few more days in Spain. 

On Saturday afternoon we cycled down to Lingfield and stayed the night at 

their excellent campsite, as we had to be at the airport early the next morning. Soon 

we were ensconced on a BA flight, next to a window, with no delays, and being 

asked  

“Would we like an aperitif” and “did we want red or white wine with our 

meal?” It was still not yet 9.30 am! 

The views as we flew over Spain were quite spectacular and soon we were out 

over the sea again as we came in to land at Malaga. Once out of the airport we 

turned east and took the coast road to Torre del Mar where we found a campsite for 

the night, with no campers apart from us. The grass was a bit sparse, as there had 

been no rainfall for months and drought conditions for four years. The toilet and 

washing facilities were of a very high standard and looked like a miniature 

Alhambra. If this standard is always required it is probably the reason why 

campsites, which are plentiful along the coast, are almost non-existent inland. 

Next day we continued along the coast road, which was not too busy at this 

time of year, passing through Nerja until we reached Motril. This was where we 

were to turn north and take the pretty way to Granada, over the Pica de Veleta, the 

highest road pass in Europe at 3,398m or 11,145ft. The campsite at Motril was 

                                                           
52 Teletext was a television information retrieval service used until the late 1990’s when the Internet became available 

to all 
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almost on the beach, which was three miles south of the town, and downhill all the 

way, which added three more uphill miles to the next day! After studying the map, 

the road to take to the Pica de Veleta passed through somewhere called Los 

Tablones so when we got back to Motril and saw a sign we thought we were on it. 

It did not seem to be going north so, after a short distance, we went back and asked 

some workmen who assured us “Los Tablones Si Si” so up it we went again a bit 

further, but still the sun was on the wrong side of the sky. We looked at the map 

again more carefully and found that there are two Los Tablones, so it was back 

down to Motril to start again. Motril is a warren of one way streets and when we 

eventually got onto the right road it was almost noon. 

Soon we were in the southern foothills of the Sierra Nevada but not too steep 

yet and very picturesque. The road passed through Orgiva, then got steeper. Peter 

had an upset stomach and had to stop and visit the toilet in an isolated roadside bar. 

They seemed to know what he wanted by the look on his face. We intended to stay 

at a campsite at Pitres a few miles off the route at Pampaniera, but when we got to 

Pampaniera, due to the delayed start, it was almost 8 pm and the first thing we saw 

was a hotel so that was it for the night. We had a room, tapas, evening meal with 

wine, and breakfast all for about £20 between us, and watched football on TV with 

the locals in the bar, Arsenal playing Zarratoga. 

Next morning, not knowing if there were any more shops on the way up, we 

bought food and drink for lunch before we left Pampaniera. The road continued 

gently up until we reached the last village before the pass, Capileira, at 1800m. 

According to the map this was where the tarmac road finished and the rough road 

began, and continued over the pass as far down the other side. But in fact the 

tarmac continued for another 4 steeper miles, and this was where our calculations 

started to go wrong and we began to realise that the Michelin maps of Spain leave 

a lot to be desired. 

We stopped for lunch where the tarmac ran out, it was warm and sunny with a 

slight breeze and superb views. The sign in the road warned that the next 32km 

were unmade and we were in a National Park. We assumed this meant 10 miles 

either side of the top because the 1994 map showed rough stuff on both sides. The 

surface was a bit loose so with the panniers it was easier to walk than to try and 

ride, we had previously decided that if necessary this would be possible, and was 

very pleasant at first. As we got up above the tree level the wind got stronger and 

stronger, straight into our faces, blowing grit and stones about and was most 

unpleasant. It made progress very difficult, but we pressed on hoping that the top 

would be round the next bend. But each time we got round the next bend the road 

stretched on up into the distance.  

Earlier a few cars had come past us then some people on motor bikes, but no 

more for some time. Then in the distance coming towards us were two cyclists on 

mountain bikes. They were dressed in tracksuits and long socks, gloves, 



368 

balaclavas, goggles and scarves looking like extras from Mad Max.
53

 They stopped 

to talk to us, they were German, and told us that we would not get to the top before 

nightfall “because it is another 13km.” We said, “it is only another 2 miles,” they 

insisted “no it is at least 13km” and they knew they were right as they had just 

done it and their computers showed it. “It was much colder and windier at the top 

as well. We must go back.” There was no way we were going back after having got 

this far. Peter has an altimeter on his computer and we were at 2900m, only 350m 

from the top and we thought it could not be that much further. What we did not 

know was that the road was also to go down several times before we got to the top. 

Very soon after seeing the Germans the sun went down behind the mountain 

and it was suddenly very much colder, we realised now that we were not going to 

reach the top today, and had to find somewhere to stop for the night. We passed an 

outcrop of rocks some yards up off the road giving some shelter from the wind, but 

the ground was uneven and rocky so we went on hoping to find something better. 

There was nothing, either side of the road just went straight up or straight down, so 

we went back. We put on all the clothes we had with us and got the tent out, put 

one of the poles in and Peter managed to tie the guy ropes to some rocks and 

boulders, although it was so cold his fingers nearly did not do it. We got the 

panniers inside, got into our sleeping bags and survival bags and wrapped the tent 

around us to stop it blowing away. We made ourselves as comfortable as possible, 

ate an everlasting Eccles Cake each and shared a Mars Bar and drank some fizzy 

lemonade and Contreau (duty free), and hoped it would soon be morning. At least 

we were not lost, on the right road and no chance of taking a wrong turning. 

It was ‘rocks for our pillow and stones for our bed’ but panniers can be 

surprisingly comfortable to lie against. The wind was blowing so hard that you 

could hear it banging on the sides of the rocks sounding like thunder. Then we 

heard a pattering on the top of the tent, if it was rain we would soon be soaked as 

there were gaps and we were touching the sides everywhere. After a while we 

peered out through a gap, with a torch, ‘fortunately’ it was snow, so we would 

either be buried or we could brush it off. It reminded me of A Night on the Bare 

Mountain
54

. Lifting up the edge of the flapping tent was like the devil opening his 

wings and the glimpse of hell was our bikes lying in the snow. 

Eventually it got light. There was ice on our sleeping bags where the 

condensation had frozen (just like it used to at ‘Christmas on The Broads with the 

Eagles and the Vikings’). It was so cold we stayed put until the sun was shining on 

us. While we were waiting Peter remembered that he had a thermometer in his 

pocket, it was -2c! This was in a comparatively sheltered position - who knows 

what it was outside. We had some bread and lemonade left over from our picnic 

the day before, so breakfast was stale bread and jam (when touring never throw 

your bread away as it is always useful in emergencies) and lemonade. We packed 

                                                           
53 Mad Max is a 1979 Australian SiFi (dystopian) film starring Mel Gibson. 
54 A Night on the Bare Mountain – An orchestral poem by Russian composer Modest Mussorgsky. 
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everything up and fortunately no damage to the tent. The water, which was in the 

bottles on our bikes, was frozen solid, and the snow, which had fallen powdery, 

had frozen into white pancakes. 

The wind was still blowing a hooley against us but the sun was shining and 

not a cloud in the sky, and the track stretched on and on twisting and turning its 

way up. We must have looked a sight; it was so cold we had put on all our clothes, 

not that we had taken any off. I had on two pairs of shorts, tights, two short sleeve 

and two long sleeve jerseys, a jacket, a racing cape and sou’wester and sandals. 

Peter was similarly dressed except that instead of tights he had leg warmers (which 

soon were round his ankles) and Rohan trousers over them and his rain jacket with 

a hood, and canvas shoes. We did not have any gloves with us but luckily Peter had 

a couple of spare pairs of socks which we put on our hands. 

After some hours we had not seen any signs of life apart from birds, no cars or 

motorbikes, the wind had blown large rocks onto the road in places and the 

landscape was barren and desolate. It was getting more difficult to get along; 

breathing was becoming more laboured in the thinning air. The gusts of wind were 

so strong it felt as if we were being sand blasted with all the grit and small stones 

blowing about and we had to get down as low on the ground as we could and hang 

onto our bikes or either them or us would have got blown away. I was finding it 

impossible to push mine and the pannier kept banging into my leg, the wind was 

making it difficult for my puny arms to keep the bike upright and far enough away 

from me. So Peter kept going ahead with his and then coming back to help me, 

going past his bike, then back in a kind of relay, all the time crouching down when 

a big gust came. It was just as hard going with the wind as it was against it. As he 

walked back to me he was bent double with socks like mittens, his hood tied tightly 

under his chin and only his beard visible he looked like that picture of Captain 

Oates when he went out for his last walk. 

In several places the snow had drifted and frozen solid all over the road, there 

was no way a car could have passed these drifts. Then there were two climbers 

coming down towards us, in anoraks and boots with ice axes and ropes, we were 

feeling decidedly out of place sitting on the ground, eating a frozen Twix bar we 

found in our bag. They stopped to talk, they were Swedish (with some English) and 

told us first the good news. The top was just around the next bend, about ten 

minutes walk. Then the bad news, the wind was very much stronger and we might 

not make it with bikes. So the last ten minutes took a lot longer and we managed to 

crawl to the top, needless to say - with bikes- it had been 20 miles of rough track! 

We had hoped that once on the other side of the mountain the wind would be 

blowing less, but no such luck. The snow was much worse, all over the road, which 

was now tarmac and blowing onto us from the sides of the mountain, so we 

slithered down the other side. Once we got past the snow, the wind seemed to drop 

as if it had never been there and we could freewheel down, but only slowly, as it 

was so cold. We saw a Spanish cyclist out training. He had ridden up and had 
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stopped at the roadside to put on some more clothes for the return. He asked were 

we had been and we told him, then we continued down, but he did not come past 

us until much later, when he said that seeing us had inspired him to go on to the top 

also. 

We passed the tops of the ski lifts then a ‘road closed’ barrier; this explained 

why we had seen no traffic. The pass must have been closed after we passed the 

barrier going up. Then we saw some English cyclists on racing bikes who were out 

for the day and had ridden up from Granada. They wanted to know if it was worth 

going any further as it was getting a bit hard. We told them where we had been, but 

did not tell them that what they had done was the easy bit.  

Further down and we passed the deserted ski resort of Sol y Nieve (sun and 

snow). The total downhill distance from the top to Granada is about 35 miles but in 

the afternoon we saw a sign for a campsite, supposedly 3km off the main road. It 

was more like 6 and very hilly, but worth it when we got there. The showers and 

washing facilities were good and very welcome. The camping, drinks and tapas in 

the bar, evening meal of poached egg and fish soup, rabbit and chips, fruit, beer 

and coffee, and bread and milk for breakfast came to less than £10.00.  

The next day I had a bruise on my leg, caused by the pannier, it was a bit 

painful to walk on, but not so bad once I got going on the bike, and so we rode to 

Granada. It is the capital of Andalucía, and dominating the city on a rocky outcrop 

is the Alhambra. It was the last fortress of the Moors as they retreated before the 

advancing Christians, and still is a spectacular palace and gardens. 

In Arabic al-hamra means ‘the red’, the colour of all the walls and buildings 

and the earth. There are many rooms with intricately carved walls and ceilings and 

the mathematical patterns of different shaped and coloured tiles, which must have 

been the inspiration for artists like Escher. The most fascinating is the one which, 

when turned ninety degrees, the pattern remains the same but the light and dark 

parts are reversed. In the Koran, Paradise is described as a shaded leafy garden 

refreshed by running water where the fortunate ones may rest. Walking around, 

with pools full of goldfish and water lilies, orange trees, the scent of the countless 

roses and the contrast with the dry and barren landscape outside of the gardens, 

they came very close to it.  

After leaving Granada we cycled on through Andalucía, hoping that my leg 

would be alright if I took it easy, but it was impossible in this part of the world, 

with hills and olive groves that go on forever. Eventually we came to Iznalloz then 

to Úbeda. There are no official campsites when you get away from the coast so we 

made our own. We had planned to go via Cuidad Real, Consuegra and Toledo but 

with the problem with my leg we went directly to Valdepeñas and then to 

Manzanares. 

The next stage was across the plains of La Mancha, the terrain was easier, but 

not so interesting.  We had noticed buses going from town to town and that they 

had large boots for all sorts of luggage including bikes. So we decided to catch one 
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to Madrid hoping that I would recover with a rest. The next day we got on an early 

bus and arrived in Madrid just before noon. After a picnic we rode on to Miraflores 

in the Sierra de Guadarrama, and the next day by lunchtime we had reached 

Buitrago del Lozoya, but I could go no further! 

We enquired about when and where the next bus to Bourgos stopped. It was 

outside a bar in about two hours time, so we bought some drinks, found seats in a 

shady spot and waited. When it arrived there were quite a few people on it and 

when the driver opened the boot there was no room for two bikes.  We suddenly 

realised, with sinking hearts, it was Friday and everyone was going away for the 

weekend. The driver raised his arms to say there was no room. But he was very 

helpful and went into great detail about what we should do, if only we could have 

understood (our Spanish does not go any farther than “si, que and adios amigos”.) 

After a few repeats and some mimes we grasped his meaning - there was no 

problem, the next bus was at 8pm and all we had to do was telephone Madrid and 

book seats on it and book space for two bikes!  

He was pointing towards the bar and when we looked across everyone was at 

the windows watching the pantomime. With relief we realised that they would all 

know what to do. We went back there and to our amazement the proprietor 

produced a mobile phone from his pocket and in a flash had phoned Madrid and 

booked us on the 8pm bus, and he would take nothing for it. We ordered some 

more beer and by now were hungry, so included some tapas, a whole tray of 

pickled fish, which was delicious. 

It was nearly ten o’clock when we arrived in Bourgos, fortunately our Rough 

Guide contained a street map which included the bus station and the campsite so 

we found it easily, passing the statue of El Cid, but no time to look at his tomb. By 

now my leg was much worse; it looked as though I had one-legged elephantiasis 

and was very painful, so we decided that we had to get home as soon as possible. 

Next day, while I lie on my sleeping bag, Peter went off for some supplies and to 

phone P & O to change our bookings on the ferry from Bilbao to Portsmouth. We 

got the bus from Bourgos to Bilbao then the ferry and then ignominiously, the train 

from Portsmouth to Waterloo where I waited, as I could no longer even walk, 

while Peter rode home and came back for me in the car.  

Once home, a visit to the doctor who said I must now rest, because as I did 

not rest at first, even though it was only a small bruise, it continued to bleed. The 

blood escaped from the damaged area first to my knee then all my leg and the 

nearer the feet the worse it was due to gravity. A fortnight off my feet and it was 

all right, except that I finished my holiday fat and unfit instead of the reverse. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°485 February 1998 

Go West, Young Man, Go West! 

by Albert Ayton 

That exhortation was quoted in the editorial of the Terre Haute (Indiana) 

Express in 1851 and, although I didn’t read it there, it has stuck with me since I 

first came across it. Because of the emphasis given to the trip a good many people 

wrongly think of the North-South points of the U.K. mainland as Land’s End - 

John O’Groats instead of the Lizard and Dunnet Head and even fewer would know 

the East-West cardinals of Ness Point and Point of Ardnamurchan. I did the Le Jog 

(Land’s End-John O’Groats) in 1989 and had got interested in going crosswise, 

especially when I found it was an Audax UK Permanent Randonnée. The idea 

(originally for 75 miles per day to mark my 75
th

 birthday) simmered tor a couple of 

years but got no further until early this year when enquiries about the route 

disclosed that nothing was laid down but one’s own ideas could be submitted for 

approval. So I got out the maps and devised a route that promised some good 

cycling without too many main road stretches. At ‘Tourist’ level the Audax 

regulations involve a minimum average of 100 km per day and an absolute 

minimum of 50 miles in any day and my ideas (measured with a map measurer on 

a 3 miles/l inch map) gave a total of 565 miles. 

By this time it was early June and I really hadn’t done enough miles with 

about 500 only since the beginning of the year but I thought that even so, I could 

manage 100km a day, after all my riding this year included the Hot Cross Bun and 

the Hainault RC 100 kms and I sorted out a clear spell between club events; 

timekeeping etc. to give a start date of 1
st
 July. Talking about my idea to Peter 

Beresford a couple of weeks beforehand he surprised me by coming back a couple 

of days later asking if he could come with me and, furthermore, that Rita would 

like to come along as a support car to carry luggage, book accommodation and so 

on. Such companionship sounded great and although I had some misgivings that 

Rita would get bored stiff, I was pleased to have their company. The route we 

slightly amended to cut out one expensive ferry crossing and which thereby 

increased the mileage to 599 miles but that we could live with. Peter Smith had run 

my original proposals through the Auto Route programme on his computer and the 

distance he had got suggested that my measurements underestimated by about 8%.  

Ness Point is at Lowestoft and the farthest East point of the U.K. mainland is 

not very impressive, that area of the seafront being industrialised with an oil 

refinery just along the road. But they’ve done their best with an area of paving 

marking the point and giving a distance circle pointing to other notable points with 

Ardnamurchan Point given a crow flying distance of 451 miles. John Thompson, 

who administrates the Permanent for Audax UK, took a day off to come down to 

the start and had arranged a reporter and photographer from the local rag which got 

us a fine mention in the next edition. He gave us our brevet cards and escorted us 
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out of town to get us through the one way system and put us on the road to 

Beccles. Our start had been a bit delayed by the photographs and so on and our 

ideas on the lunch stop looked as though they would need to be amended and he 

had mentioned a good place in Bungay, of which more anon. 

Our aim was basically north-West but it had got to be more easterly to start to 

get round the Wash and the shortest way was Norwich and King’s Lynn but I had 

gone for roads that I knew or estimated would be quiet rather than a shorter main 

road. The wind was light but not unhelpful and we made good progress so kept to 

our original idea of Wymondham for lunch. When we arrived - no Rita! Pete 

toured the town almost deciding to back-track to find her but I managed to 

dissuade him. It turned out, when eventually they were re-united, that she had 

taken the mention of Bungay as definite and was waiting there. Which goes to 

show one of the dangers of having a support car. Some of the regulars in the lunch 

pub in Wymondham evinced a good deal of interest in Pete’s ‘curly’ Hetchins and 

his spiel to one of them resulted in a £5 donation to my charity, the Timber Trades 

Benevolent Society. It’s the Society’s centenary this year and a big fund-raising 

effort is in progress so I had told the President that although I hadn’t, now, the 

contacts to be able personally, to raise a lot as with the 1000 mile ride in 1977, he 

could, perhaps, use the ride to persuade some sponsors.  

The rolling roads of Suffolk began to flatten out as we approached the edge of 

the Fen country and, about four o’clock, to set the pattern of the first four days, it 

began to rain. We stood up under the only trees on a long stretch of road until it 

slackened and went on but should have caped up straight away for, when it really 

fell down, we were on the outskirts of some deserted Army camp with no shelter 

and not even anywhere to lean the bikes while we caped up. It slackened but 

continued as we skirted the northern edge of Thetford Forest and we were wet by 

the time we arrived at Downham Market. My cycle computer also threw up the 

alarming suggestion that my estimation was even a bit more under than thought as, 

against the scheduled 66 miles, it read 75 miles! My comment to Peter, as we 

approached the day’s end that this had been five miles too far, was justified. 

Up through the heart of the Fens could give a tendency to saddle soreness 

with little opportunity to get out of the saddle up hill, the bridge over the River 

Nene just on the edge of Wisbech about the only occasion. Nice, quiet roads, wild 

flowers on the edges of the watercourses, astilbe, irises just coming into bloom, 

Peter saw stoats a couple of times when he was naturally stopped and I had a barn 

owl float across the road not more than about 12 feet in front of me and then away 

across the fields. Charming small villages also and lunch in bulb country at 

Spalding. To avoid main roads in this sort of country demands a sort of zigzag 

course to find a way of crossing the rivers, canals and all the water that always 

seem to run at right angles to the direction one is seeking and, during the afternoon, 

on what was a deserted road, Peter had a stroke of luck. Rita had lingered in 

Spalding and just as she had eventually overtaken us, Pete found that his left-hand 
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crank was loose. Frantic signals to Rita, luckily looking in her mirror, and he was 

able to get the use of the comprehensive tool kit he had loaded. A minute or two 

later and the next the next time we were due to see Rita was about fifteen miles up 

the road. 

That meeting place was intriguingly marked on Peter’s map as The Pea Room 

in the village of Heckington, a nice village with a railway station maintained by a 

local Society and the only remaining eight-sailed windmill of the seven ever built 

in Britain. The Pea Room is a two storied building originally used as a sorting 

system for dried peas, the local ladies as a work force sat upstairs sorting the dried 

peas by hand to size and they, the peas, that is, then went down to the ground floor 

to be packed. It is now maintained by Sleaford Council and has a café, craft shop 

and so on. It started raining lightly again late afternoon but as we were but about 

three miles only from Metheringham, I said to Pete, “I’m riding through it.” How 

wrong can you be? It absolutely fell down, soaking us right through before we 

could do anything. Then Metheringham but no Rita! She had had to go on to 

Scopwick as there was nothing in Metheringham but had fixed up a quite a good 

place that dried our wet things in the tumble dryer. 

After Pete and Rita had visited the financial centre of Lincoln we took the 

B1398 northwards which runs along the escarpment of the Lincolnshire Wolds and 

gives extensive views over the Vale of Trent. This area is the power house of 

England judging from the number of power station cooling towers sprinkled about 

like dried fruit in the rice puddings that used to be the food in 12’s. Quiet roads 

again through the various Slows, Stow itself being blessed with a Minster rather 

than just a village church, to lunch at the pub by the bridge crossing the, by now 

navigable, Trent, Pete had his second bit of good luck this afternoon. I left the two 

of them huddled over a map with him detailing the way to negotiate a couple of 

roundabouts on the short stretch of main road we had to do and defining the next, 

meeting place about tea time twenty mile or so up the road. After the second 

roundabout I waited for Pete, who had been delayed by a motorist who flagged him 

down and wanted to know where he could buy a bike like that! We hadn’t gone a 

further half mile before Pete’s block, which had been given out a rock and roll 

drum rhythm for some time, finally gave up the ghost and his motive power 

disappeared. What to do? I gave him a push but the impracticability of that became 

obvious on the first upward gradient. So I was to go ahead to the rendezvous with 

Rita, send her back to the rescue with the spare block (I said his tool kit was 

comprehensive) and then go on to Selby to find accommodation as it was going to 

be late when Pete arrived. I had ridden about five miles when, much to my 

surprise, Rite hooted as she overtook! Realising, after some miles; that she had 

taken the wrong road at the second roundabout, she retraced, got on course and, lo 

and behold, there was Peter walking! So he was changing the block while she 

caught me to give me the situation. 



375 

This area is the Isle of Axholme and north of here is a tangle of main roads 

and motorways with no quiet alternatives and it led to the least pleasant miles of 

the whole ride. Thorne was a desert as far as refreshment went and, and I climbed 

over the bridge that crosses both the River Don and the Aire and Calder 

Navigation, it started to rain again. By Snaith it was steady and on the nine miles to 

Selby it poured. It was home-going rush hour, a narrow road, big, deep puddles, a 

head wind and constant traffic passing close by. An absolute nightmare. Rita and 

then, Pete arrived quite shortly after I did for it took me about five minutes just to 

cross the road to the information centre (which was closed, anyway) but I had 

managed to sort out what proved to be a good B & B close by that, again, dried our 

things for us. 

B roads and lanes up through Tadcaster to Wetherby after which our heading 

was along Wharfedale by a twisty lane route avoiding the main road although a 

missed turning did bring us down on to it for the last couple of miles into Otley. 

All the way along we were really paralleling the main road on the other side of the 

dale and our aim was Grassington or Threshfield but it started to rain again. By 

Appletreewick we had had enough and it couldn’t have been a better decision than 

to stop there despite the day’s mileage being but 56. The New Inn there I can 

recommend, five star storage for the bikes, comfortable bedrooms and a great 

welcome, the lady not only dried our clothes, she did our washing as well? 

From here over the tops there isn’t any alternative, up to Buckden and then 

through Oughtershaw climbing over Fleet Moss to Hawes. This was the morning I 

had problems, a slow puncture in the rear wheel that was difficult to locate and 

repair then two or three miles farther on the front valve seating gave up the ghost. 

The others were in front down in Hawes getting the lunch on the table without 

knowing of the second incident so lunch was a bit late. We went over Mallerstang 

rather than going up the Buttertubs over to Kirkby Stephen, then via Soulby to 

Appleby in Westmoreland, Here Rita revealed that we hadn’t finished for our B & 

B was in the Parsonage at Kirkby Thore, about 7 miles fort her on and we finished 

with 59 miles which, with the delays, wasn’t bad I suppose and we had reached 

about halfway in our journey. 

Next morning along the lanes running close to the high fells of the Pennines 

passing close to Cross Fell and its radar domes, through Melmerby where a visit to 

the Village Bakery is usually a must for all those who appreciate good fare but it 

was too soon after a large breakfast although Rita got there before us and we had 

some of their cakes later in the morning. Brampton for lunch then up to Longtown 

and crossed the Scottish border at Gretna (Rita chose to do it at Gretna Green, 

funny, I thought they were already married). We had a headwind along by the 

Solway Firth, through and up to Dumfries and another good B & B with 38 miles 

under our wheels. The first twenty miles next morning was, for me, probably the 

best of the trip, gradually climbing up through Moniaive, lovely, sunny morning, 

not too hot, fluffy, white clouds, glorious scenery, no traffic, gradients not too 
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severe mid quiet, almost unbelievably quiet. This is what cycle touring is all about 

and why people crowd together on the Lake District roads when such delectable 

country is only fifty miles or so up the road, I cannot imagine. The climb peaked in 

a forest and then it was a fast but not hectic descent to Carsphairn where what 

seemed to be a combination pub/café/shop provided our lunch and a pint (or two, 

in one case). We lost Pete in the afternoon when he left me to go on while he found 

Rita then passed the two of us unseeing and unseen on the opposite side of the 

road. We found him about five miles up the road at the right turn for the lanes that 

circumnavigated the Ayr/Prestwick/Troon complex. Then we lost Rita again. The 

nominated meeting, at the Information centre, marked on the map, in Irvine proved 

not to be there and we must have spent nearly an hour, up, down and roundabout 

seeking each other to eventually be re-united by a local Good Samaritan who 

conducted Rita to the Harbour where she had been sent and we were but she 

wasn’t, if you follow me. Which all made us a bit late to find the rather nice B & B 

on the outskirts of Ardrossan and a scramble to get out to find an evening meal. 

To avoid the urbanised Glasgow-Edinburgh belt I had reckoned on using the 

Clyde so next morning we were on the ferry over to Brodick on the Isle of Arran. 

The last time I was afloat on this stretch of water was 55 years ago (1943 - Ed.) at 

the start of a rather long tour that took in South Africa, Egypt, Libya, Tunisia, 

Sicily and Italy! The Isle of Arran on this morning was much more enjoyable and 

the brief taste of it that we had suggested that it would be very worthwhile 

exploring a bit further (not in the Glasgow holiday period, perhaps). The plan was 

to ride up the coast to Lochranza and cross back to the mainland at Claonaig and 

the timings looked right for a steady ride. Right by the water, squeezing past Goat 

Fell round Merkland Point it was delightful. The roadside verge on one stretch, 

was plentiful in wild orchids and, although the rest of the verge lad been mown 

close, there were patches where were the orchids was left wild. When the road left 

the sea to climb over to Lochranza we began to revise our timing estimate because 

it was a long, dragging climb and the next three miles took us about half an hour, 

once at the top the corresponding drop to Lochranza took us a hair-raising three or 

four minutes- depending whether you were Pete or Albert. Then we found that, due 

to a misreading of the timetable, we had to wait but that enabled us to have lunch 

in the café, including some liquid refreshment for the weather was now turning 

quite hot, (there was even a brew of which Peter approved!) rather than taking 

sandwiches on the boat. 

This brought us on to the Kintyre Peninsular, and another area I want to 

explore a bit more at some time. Tarbert, a charming place was the start of a 

coastal stretch alongside Loch Fyne up to Lochgilphead, then across to the west 

coast, a good B & B in Kilmelford and along through Oban, the road climbing and 

falling, twisting to the shore then away, sunny but nice white clouds for 

photographs, this was the life. Up alongside Loch Linnhe to Onich, ferry across the 

Corran Narrows and along Glen Tarbert to Strontian. This was the only occasion 
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when we couldn’t all get into the same place and it appears I got dealt the best 

hand with an extremely comfortable and welcoming stay in the cheapest B & B of 

the trip. 

This was the bell lap with just about 35 miles to go, all single track road with 

passing places, along the Ardnamurchan Peninsular alongside Loch Sunart. A 

gorgeous road, twisting back and forth to the shore, sharp, steep little climbs, as the 

only road along this bit of country, more traffic than one might expect on such a 

road but in no way at all disagreeable. After Glenborrodale the road leaves the 

shore for a longer climb over by Loch Mudie and a long drop to Kilchoan. We took 

the opportunity to book up for the night at the Kilchoan Hotel and then it was the 

last stretch. When I rode Land’s End - John O’Groats I was disappointed with the 

end bit as being something of an anticlimax, nothing like that here, the road 

twisted, rose and fell but the trend ever upwards, wild, rocky country, lonely, the 

last village, Achosnich, seemed to consist of two house and two cows. One turns 

left here up a steep rise and climbing all the way, round the headland, the last 

quarter mile, really narrow stone walls to keep one on the road and round a blind 

bend such that they have installed traffic lights! And there it is, Ardnamurchan 

Lighthouse, nearest place on the mainland to the American continent, well, 

precisely, the massive foghorn is marginally nearer than the actual light but let’s 

not worry. Not now manned, automatically controlled and some of the buildings 

being developed as a visitors’ centre which gave us a pot of tea and signed the 

brevet cards. After, that is, we had toasted each other with a wee dram which Rita 

had had the foresight to bring along. 

Terrific view from here, rocky cliffs with little sandy beaches below both 

north and south along the coast, half left out to sea is the Island of Mull, Kilchoan 

has a ferry connection to Tobermory there. To the right are the islands of Rhum, 

Eigg and Muck and beyond, in the far distance, the Cuillins on the Isle of Skye, a 

grand panorama of most of the Inner Hebrides. The cycle computer showed 649 

miles to here, we had been 9 days and 5 hours, our daily average for the full days 

fractionally under 110km per day. It was great to have some company and I must 

thank Peter and Rita, two better companions it would be difficult to find and it 

makes quite a difference from a lone ride. We all felt very pleased such that the 

ride back to Kilchoan felt downhill all the way, Peter said “What’s next. Albert” so 

he must have enjoyed it as well. It has to be said, I suppose, that for me most of the 

highs had come after the Scottish border, over roads most of which were new to 

me, but it was really all enjoyable (I’ll even be charitable about that last ten miles 

into Selby), particularly in the variation in the terrain and the villages from one end 

of the ride to the other. Next day Peter and Rita left in their car for a further few 

days in Scotland and I got home via the sleeper from Fort William. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°488 February 1999 

Tour of the Volcanoes 

or Naples-Palermo-Naples in 14 Days 

by Christine Smith 

Last year in one of the lighter moments of our ascent of the Pica Valeta, we 

got to discuss where to go for next year’s holiday, always assuming there would be 

one! Peter suggested Sicily as he had always wanted to see a volcano. At the time I 

hoped he would forget it as volcanoes mean mountains, and I would rather have 

gone somewhere else. But by the New Year he was checking out the cheap charter 

flights and found that there were none to Sicily, they all seemed to go to Naples. 

Then we had the bright idea of flying to Naples where we could go up 

Vesuvius and visit Pompeii, then take the coast road south to Sicily, go up Mt Etna, 

then across to Palermo and catch the ferry back to Naples in time to fly home. All 

to be done in a fortnight as cheap flight return tickets are for two weeks maximum. 

After much map measuring and allowing for the snaky bits of road which are 

always further in real life, Peter decided that it could be done as long as we did not 

hang about too much! So after Easter I had to seriously start getting the miles in. 

When we have booked charter flights in the past they have been cancelled at 

the last moment and we have been transferred to a scheduled flight. This time we 

were not so lucky. We were told that bikes must be put in bags, the airport no 

longer supplied them they did not know where you could get them. Time was short 

and for once Tesco’s carrier bags were no good! Then Peter had another bright idea 

and went to the local mattress shop were they had lots of large bags which he could 

help himself to. We put some polystyrene pipe lagging around the frames, as 

baggage handlers are very careless. 

We caught the Airtours plane from Gatwick along with all the package 

dealers, their suitcases and sun hats, going to Sorrento for a week or two. Across 

the channel, over the Alps and we were soon approaching Naples. There was a 

delay so we circled for a while and were able to see a quite spectacular view of 

Vesuvius from above. After landing and collecting our belongings, always easy to 

spot amongst suitcases that all look the same, we left the airport at about 5pm. The 

plan was to wrap up the bags and packing, hide it somewhere as near to the airport 

as possible, and hope it would still be there two weeks later. The best place would 

be bushes or undergrowth. I spotted some greenery not far from the entrance. It 

was the overgrown garden of the Aero Club of Napoli, which was closed and 

deserted. We pushed the bundle under the fence and covered it with dead leaves 

and brambles, where it safely resided until our return. 

According to our map the airport was to the north west of the city. The nearest 

campsite was at Pompeii, which was ideal. All we had to do was to get on the coast 

road and keep going south until we got there. As Naples is a large port we thought 

this would be easy to find. We soon saw a sign showing the way to the motorway 
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to Sorrento and that was it. In Naples there are no signs of any sort, no direction 

signs, no road names and not even road markings of any sort. Where there are 

traffic lights everyone ignores them, weaving their way in and out, but we never 

saw any traffic jams either. They all know how to use their steering wheels and 

were so considerate to us cyclists, which took a bit of getting used to. The road 

surface is mostly made up of large diamond shaped slabs of black volcanic rock, so 

at least you do not have to worry about the ruts, only the bits where the slabs are 

missing. So after extensively touring the back streets of Naples, which are 

everything you can imagine, we finally found ourselves on the right road. The 

surface made progress slow, remembering to stay on the right and with traffic in all 

directions, it was a bit of a nightmare, but I always think that if you have ridden a 

bike in London traffic you can ride it anywhere. By 9.30 and darkness falling we 

found ourselves still riding over cobblestones and had reached Ercolano, Pompeii 

was another 9 miles further down the road. 

We started to look for an Hotel; the only one we could find was all marble 

staircases and chandeliers, so that it had to be. It was very nice, but cost more than 

the next five nights campsites. It was worth it though, as next day we planned to go 

up Vesuvius. We were able to leave our bikes and baggage at the hotel and catch 

the bus, which takes you to within a one-hour climb, over stones and ash to the 

crater. It is quite literally a mountain with a hole in the top. We got back to the 

hotel in the afternoon, collected our belongings, and pushed on to Pompeii where 

the campsite is very conveniently, directly opposite the entrance to the ancient city. 

We spent the next day here. It was like being in a time capsule wandering 

down the old Roman streets where you can still see the ruts worn into the paving 

stones by wagon wheels (the stones are exactly the same as the ones we had come 

over from Naples). You can see the graffiti on the walls, mostly election slogans, 

houses with wall paintings and shops including a baker’s with an oven. There are 

plaster casts of people buried in the debris of the eruption. When excavations were 

being made they found hollow cavities made by bodies which had decomposed, 

leaving skeletal remains. They filled these with plaster, and you can still see the 

facial expression of horror as they were engulfed. 

It was a city of some considerable size and as we strolled down the ruined 

streets it was with a distinct feeling of déjà vu. It reminded me of my schooldays in 

the nineteen fifties. When whichever school I went to and whichever route I took, 

there were always on the way, places of interest like bomb sites and crater strewn 

roads, although by then most of the rubble had been cleared away - just like 

Pompeii. 

The next day we continued on our way to Salerno and then followed the coast 

road south east across a flat fertile area where sweetcorn, bamboo and citrus fruits 

are grown. We saw lots of buffalo, kept for their milk, which is made into 

mozzarella cheese. There were lots of campsites, although not all of them were 

open yet, the season seems to be very short here. We stayed the night near 
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Agropoli, and next day stayed on the minor road which continued along the coast –

very hilly, but also very scenic, passing through Palinuro and Sapri. This is the 

Cilento Coast and its tunnels and cliff top hairpins were used in James Bond films’ 

car chases. There is a huge white stone angel perched on top of one cliff and quite 

impressive. From time to time we caught sight of the motorway high above us on 

the hillside, crossing any gaps on great concrete legs. We also kept seeing traffic 

cops, often the same ones, who gave us a cheery wave and grin. 

We had reached a fork in the road and stopped to consult the map. We wanted 

to keep on the coast road but it appeared to drop steeply down and we had been 

caught before. A great freewheel down, only to find a dead end, the way froward 

being blocked by cliffs and the sea, and having to re-trace back up. A bus drew up 

on the other side of the road; the driver stepped down and crossed the road to us. 

His English was as good as our Italian, but it seemed he was telling us the lower 

road was the best one, the other had too much traffic and not so pretty. Then he 

fished about inside his shirt and pulled out a large solid gold medal with a racing 

cyclist embossed on it, he had won it when he was younger. We thanked him and 

said good-bye. All the passengers in the bus, which was almost full up were 

looking on with interest and as the bus pulled away they all waved goodbye. I can 

just imagine that if it had been an 86 on the way to Romford! 

All the campsites had gates of some kind or another and as we went further 

south they got bigger and more elaborate, was this necessity or fashion, we asked 

ourselves, hopefully the latter. Where they were building new houses, the walls 

and gates seemed to be very important and were built before the building of the 

house started. The last campsite before we crossed over to Sicily was near Palmi 

and admittedly we arrived there a bit late, but it had a great black iron door which 

was closed. There was a little hand bell in a niche in the wall, which I rang, not 

very hopefully, but a little old man appeared and rolled back the door and what is 

more he spoke perfect English. He showed us around and told us where to pitch 

our tent - next to a lamppost, which as it was now dark, he would switch on. Next 

morning we had a look around and found that the campsite was high up on the cliff 

tops with fantastic views, definitely one to go back to. 

We continued on our way to Villa San Giovanni where we would catch the 

ferry to Messina passing lots of grapevines growing on steps on the hillsides – very 

high, narrow and steep. I would not like to be a grape picker there. We arrived in S. 

Giovanni after lunch and after a tour of the back streets found the ferry and were 

soon on our way to Sicily. We would have liked to also go to Stromboli but time 

was too short. From Messina we took the main road – the only road south passing 

through Taormina, eventually turning off east to Nicolosi where we stayed for two 

nights for the ascent of Mount Etna. We could have walked, but as this was 

supposed to be a rest day we caught the bus that stopped outside the campsite 

gates, again large and iron, at 9 am. There was only one a day and it took us to the 

bottom the cable car, waiting in the car park until the late afternoon, to take 
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everyone back again. On the way up we could see where the road had been 

destroyed in the 1991/2 eruptions and remade again. There were the inevitable 

souvenir shops and bars and in every direction miniature craters, all dead, looking 

like black pimples on the mountainside. The cable car, which had been rebuilt 

since 1992, took us up to the next stage where we got on a 4-wheel drive bus, and 

then you have to walk to the top up snow lined tracks. 

At 3323m Mount Etna is the world’s biggest active volcano, and as you climb 

up, the ground is alternately black, grey or red depending on the age of the lava. 

Since the recent eruptions the unpredictably means that it is no longer possible to 

get close to the main crater. The highest you are allowed to go is to 2900m. There 

is only a rope across the ground to stop you going further, but beyond that gaseous 

explosions and molten rock are common. In fact the ground we were standing on, 

although covered in snow was quite warm in places and you could blow down a 

crack in the rocks and billows of smoke appeared from other cracks all around. 

After leaving the campsite at Nicolosi we had two days to reach Palmero. We 

continued on around Mount Etna and then had to cross the middle of Sicily to 

reach the northern coast. In all the guidebooks the interior is described as being 

poor, wild and desolate and advises tourists to stay near the coast, but we like a 

challenge also time was short. There were two routes to choose between, one via 

Cesarò or the other through Troina, at 1120m the highest town in Sicily, we 

decided on the former. 

It was a delightful ride, picturesque, no traffic and full of interest including 

wild pigs wandering across the road and wild flowers everywhere. We stopped in 

the town to buy more provisions and to our surprise they were much cheaper than 

in the more populated parts. The people and children were friendly and interested 

in where we had come from and were going to. After leaving Cesarò the road 

continued up past the ruins of an ancient castle until eventually we reached the top, 

the pass of Miraglia at 1524m! But then it was all downhill for 25 miles to the sea. 

The coast road to Palermo was gently undulating passing through Cefalù and 

Termini Imerese, and when it was time to stop there were no campsites so we 

booked into a small hotel. We had to go out to find something to eat, it was only 

about 6.30.pm and nowhere serves dinner before 8.30.pm, We were too tired for 

walking so found a Gelateria and ordered ice creams, hoping to make them last as 

long as possible. It was quite interesting watching the locals promenading, rich or 

poor they were all immaculately turned out. In fact we never saw any scruffy 

people the whole time we were in Italy. We also saw some shady deals being done. 

Next day we had only 18 miles to go to Palermo and were soon there. We 

found the shipping office and booked our passage to Naples, the boat leaving that 

evening. With a whole day left we rode out of Palermo and on to Mondello where 

we spent the day on the beach. We caught the ferry with no problems and were in 

Naples the next day. We retrieved our packing and bags from their hiding place 

and made our way to the airport and home. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°520Autumn 2011 

Journey Through Italy 

By Tony Paolino 

It had always been an ambition of mine to cycle through Italy when I retired. 

The fact that I had seen more of England in my lifetime than of Italy seemed 

wrong, and this voyage seemed the perfect way for me to explore my home 

country. On Thursday 26
th

 June I left my home and set off on the long drive to 

Italy. I spent a week together with my family in Italy before setting off on the 

following Sunday.  

The route to Genoa was 130km, so I set off early and arrived in plenty of time 

to catch the ferry to Sardinia. I had a night crossing and was meant to arrive in 

Porto Torres early Monday morning. However, during the night, a lady on board 

went into labour, so we were diverted to Corsica for three hours! After finally 

arriving in Sardinia I began the beautiful route along the Costa Smeralda all the 

way to Cagliari, where I picked up a ferry to Trapani in Sicily. 

Here, I spent a week cycling through the Sicilian countryside. Along the way I 

passed through the town of Erice, which offered a taste of history and spectacular 

sites. Just as well seeing as it required a 750m climb to reach it! I also made time to 

complete the 2000m climb up Mount Etna, which was certainly a unique 

experience. On the 18
th

 June I caught the ferry to mainland Italy and began my 

journey through Calabria, my birth place. I met up with relatives in Papasidero, a 

small town where I was born, and spent an emotional time there reliving memories 

of my childhood.  

After this short break I made my way northwards up the Amalfi coast towards 

Naples, pass ing some beautiful places on route, including the famous Positano. I 

allowed myself some time to visit Pompeii and to appreciate the beauty of the Bay 

of Naples. My route then took me onwards and upwards to Rome, where I spent a 

long day sightseeing, and then onto Pisa, a beautiful city well worth a visit. From 

Pisa, I carried on upwards along the coast, passing into Liguria and back towards 

Genoa.  

I began my final day of cycling on Tuesday 5
th

 July, and arrived back home in 

Riva Ligure in the early evening, completing the 3,200km round trip  

It was a wonderful experience of reflection, exploration and discovery, and 

I’m proud to be able to say that I’ve toured my home country and seen the sights it 

has to offer...on my bike. 
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7.   F I R S T   C L U B   R U N 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°213 November 1950 

My First Club Run 

by W J Waller 

When I was a regular rider with the Romford Section of the C.T.C., about 

twenty four years ago I made the acquaintance of two Eagles, Jimmy Davis and 

Dick Darlow. Jimmy lived in Romford in those days, and very occasionally he 

would turn out with his local section and whenever he did so his presence usually 

brightened things up a bit. He used to entertain us with yarns of the doings of the 

fellows in this racing mob of his, of how they almost always rode far and fast, of 

the acid received and bundles dispensed, and, of course, their racing prowess. 

(Jimmy came out as a novice that year). As a youngster I had often longed for an 

opportunity to take part in some sort of organised competitive sport, and therefore I 

probably showed more interest in these yarns than others in the company. This fact 

was apparently soon obvious to Jimmy for he lost no time in introducing me to an 

Eagle enrolment form, said he would like to propose me, and began to explain how 

his club almost gave gold and silver medals away; particularly for riding 12 hour 

events, an event at which, as a tourist, I could reasonably be expected to make a bit 

of a show. From this point I needed no further persuasion and with form duly 

completed. I went round to 106 Woodlands Road to see that spellbinder, Jack 

Torrance. I must have somehow contrived to satisfy Jack that I wasn’t the type his 

Club did not want, and after a short interview he said “OK boy that’ll be all right,” 

or words to that effect and off I went feeling that everything was all right. Within a 

few days I had a nice letter from Billy Williams, the Hon. Racing Sec., telling me 

how pleased he was to hear of my ‘laudable’ ambition to ride a ‘twelve’, and 

offering to enter me for the forthcoming E.C.C.A., event, and for an attempt on a 

Club standard as well. I readily accepted both invitations, my mind now set on 

winning a medal and thus it was that I turned up at The Wilfred Lawson
55

 on the 

Saturday afternoon prior to the event, to meet the Club and at the same time to 

experience my first racing weekend (September 3
rd

 1927). 

I cannot remember who, or how many others, were there when I arrived, but 

as the number grew I began to feel quite nervous and insignificant among this 

gathering of racing men, of whom I had heard so much about from Jimmy, and 

also read about in Cycling. It seemed to me quite in the proper order of things even 

then that the faster men should arrive last, and when Harry Cross and Reg 

Livermore, the Club’s two real cracks, arrived, the caravan moved off. It also 

                                                           
55 The Wilfred Lawson was a Temperance Hotel (one which professes to supply no alcoholic liquors) on 

the corner of Woodford Green High Road and Chingford Lane, then a popular cyclists’ meeting place. 

It was demolished in 1974 and replaced by flats 
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seemed quite in the proper order of things that Harry and Reg should take the lead, 

and I fully expected to be allowed to trail behind the lot, but somehow someone 

steered me into the middle of the bunch and I then began to feel quite at home, 

although was almost a perfect stranger to these fellows. I hope I shall always 

remember that first club ride. There wasn’t much conversation, the morrow was a 

big day and each had his own thoughts I suppose but I was very much impressed 

by the quiet, orderly and business like way these fellows were making their way up 

to Potter Street, their headquarters for the following day’s struggle. 

I well remember studying the clothes, equipment and easy manner of riding of 

those ahead of me, and then become aware of a feeling of pride or a sense of 

achievement at the realisation that I had been admitted to, and was actually riding 

in, the company of real top-notcher racing men, and that I had got the chance to see 

if I could make the grade. 

We eventually pulled in at Jack Stevens place, The White Horse, Potter Street, 

our overnight abode (the Counties 12 started at the 17
th

 in those days), and after the 

usual tea of salad, etc., did our bikes, which in my case meant removing the bag 

and mudguards and reversing the rear wheel, and then we mooched around until it 

was considered time for supper and bed. It was here that I got my first shock, for I 

had been allotted a place on one of three double bed mattresses spread on the floor 

of a room over the bar, and my room-mates were Harry Cross, Reg Livermore, 

Charlie Turner, Harry Torrance, and I believe Bill Wortley and another. It had been 

a terrifically hot afternoon and evening and we all agreed that sleep wouldn’t be 

easy, but as we had to get up at times varying from about 3.30am onwards, we got 

down to it. And here it was, of course, that I got my introduction to the racing 

men’s final overnight preparation for the following day’s fray. 

Each fellow diligently applied himself to the business of massaging his lower 

limbs with weird-smelling embrocation, each according to his own particular 

fancy, and finally the lumber regions were reinforced with belladonna plasters, and 

I may have begun to worry whether I should, be able to get round on the following 

day, as I had neither of these aids. I found sleep impossible, the bed was hard, 

unyielding and strange, I was not used to company, the night was stuffy and not 

unnaturally, I kept thinking of the morrow. We were of course, all in the same boat 

more or less, and I can remember Charlie Turner having a smoke, and also Harry 

Torrance cheerfully telling me how easily it would be for me to get to sleep the 

following night. Needless to say, we were all glad when the time eventually arrived 

for us to get up, wash, have our breakfast (fried steak and eggs was the order of the 

day), and get down to the start. 

Most of the course, was new ground to me, but as I was somewhere about the 

middle of a huge field I had no difficulty in following the route. I do not remember 

much about the event, excepting the feeding; tea, lemonade, grapes, oranges, pears, 

rice, prunes and custard, chocolate, and of course, sandwiches galore. I didn’t 

know more than a few of the other riders, so didn’t know who was doing what, and 
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so kept plodding along at a fairly even pace until somebody called “Time,” 

somewhere around North Weald, by which time I was feeling very, very tired. As I 

sat resting by the roadside, a very nice looking young man, Jack (Bubbles) 

Gaymer, riding on the back of a tandem steered by, I believe, Billy Williams, came 

along and offered me his congratulations on a “good ride,” and this, I remember, 

pleased me almost as much as the news that I had covered almost 195 miles, and 

had done what I had set out to do - won one of those gold medals. Yes boys, a gold 

for less than 200 miles. The Club really was giving them away I suppose, but I 

couldn’t see it that way at the time. 

Arriving back at The White Horse I followed the example of all the others, 

washed, changed and went in for some tea. I had another shock whilst washing my 

face because it was then that I first became aware of the existence of my 

cheekbones; yes, I had been trying all right, and for a few days I was, I believe, 

secretly proud of these signs of it. 

At the tea table I learned all the ‘gen’ as to what had been done, and by 

whom. Harry Cross had been just pipped for first place after covering almost 220 

miles (a wonderful ride in those days). Reg Livermore was fourth with nearly 216 

miles in his first twelve, and Bill Tilley was seventh with nearly 214 miles. The 

Club had cake-walked the team race prizes, and I felt very sorry for Harry 

Torrance who had done 212 miles and was not in the team. It had been a wonderful 

day for the Club, for we had 12 finishers out of 13 starters, and everyone was in 

high spirits, although very tired.  

Yes, that was a memorable occasion for me, and one which perhaps 

influenced my life more than any other single event, and I would not have missed it 

for anything. I had got in with a fine crowd of fellows, and somehow, even then, I 

knew it. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°226 February 1952 

When We Joined the Club 

by Fred Argent 

George and I made up our minds that we were going in for racing long before 

we joined the Eagle Road Club, When we were about sixteen we both belonged to 

a very local club (in fact it was little more than a street corner mob, which never 

had more than a dozen members), but we did ride our bikes. Our programme 

included Sunday runs of very varied length, Tuesday evenings to Guy’s Retreat 

and Fridays to Abridge, and in every case a ‘blind’ home. It was in the homeward 

blinds that we got mixed up with ‘real’ racing men, and it did not take us long to 

learn how to cling to a back wheel, and when the moment was ripe, sprint by and 

combine in our efforts to drop the victim. Regular ‘meat’ on our Friday night 

blinds were the Templar C.C., they were not much of a mob really, but some of 

them had done some racing. We used to tear it up with them along the Abridge 
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Road and at Hermon Hill away we would go in a pre-determined breakaway, and 

never a Templarite held us. Such was our cycling apprenticeship.  

The racing clubman’s equipment in fashion in those days included acetylene 

lamps, celluloid, mudguards, Pelissier brakes, Lauterwasser handlebars, and even 

shockstop rubber grips. Most of those things we had, although our machines were 

not exactly the best to be found. George favoured a 69” gear, while I used a 66”. 

High pressures were yet to come, and anything other than 26 x l¼ Endricks with 

fully rubbered tyres was practically unheard of for club riding. 

By the time we were seventeen we were taking what stock we could of the 

best clubs on the Eastern Roads, and trying to make our minds which to join. A 

certain family friend of George’s, Dennis Atkinson, got wind of this apparently, 

and he belonged to the Eagle R.C., (which nevertheless was on our short list), and 

so an invitation came our Way. Another of our little mob with similar aspirations 

to ourselves came with us. He was Wally Hey, but he only got as far as the novices 

‘25’, in which he insisted on using an 89” gear and that was the end of him. He 

failed to finish, and never touched his bike again. 

Our introduction to the Eagles was a Section run to Buntingford and tea at 

Nazeing, with a debate afterwards on the subject of the physical harm of cycle 

racing. But the following week 4th February 1934 to be precise, was our real debut 

with the Club, when the fixture was a tandem week-end to Cavendish. Sam King 

was our contact man, and he rather apprehensively suggested that we should join 

him in making a day run of it on the Sunday. His suggestion that we might find it a 

bit hard rather affronted us. We were quite sure that where any other cyclists could 

go, we could go too. But we accepted quite politely, and not too boldly - just in 

case! Sam, George and I lived in the same street, so we made a 9am start together, 

picking up Reg Baxter (‘Baggy’) at The Wilfred Lawson
Error! Bookmark not defined.

. Our 

route was via Harlow, Hatfield Heath, Dunmow, Finchingfield and Clare, and the 

pace was steady enough as far as we were concerned, but ‘Baggy’ kept lagging 

behind. This was incomprehensible to us for we never knew what it was to be 

unfit, and we took rather a poor view of R.V.B. (A view soon completely reversed, 

we should both hasten to say). Any sort of fireworks, on the outward journey at 

least, were ruled out by Sam’s steady pace and perfect conduct of affairs. So it was 

that we reached Cavendish, to find an excellent lunch already being attacked by a 

horde of our future clubmates. These were the tandemists, of whom we remember 

Dennis Atkinson in front of Jack Torrance; Frankie Stokes steered by Reg 

Atkinson, and another solo rider, Dick Andrews (then Aarons); of whom much was 

expected in the coming season. After what seemed to us a wasteful dallying we set 

out, Dick Andrews taking the lead with the Atkinson/Torrance tandem. Dick had 

an extra low gear, he was training really seriously, as always with some fad or 

other, and I marvelled at his twirling foot as I fastened onto his back wheel. George 

was comfortably tucked in, and we were well set for any possible developments. 

But there were no fierce bursts of speed, a fast steady pace was maintained, and 
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much good natured chaff was flung back and forth between the rank and file as we 

sped along. This was, of course, an Eagle training run, and the journey from 

Cavendish to Toot Hill for tea at the Green Man was made without a stop at a pace 

pretty close to ‘evens’.In all something a bit new to us.  

The last lap home after tea found the legs a trifle weary, but there were 

wearier bones than ours. We reached home tired, but happy and contented. Thus 

ended the first day in a new cycling life for us, which found its fulfilment in many 

more days that ended in the same state of mind. 

On our first few runs, like all other new members I suppose, we were anxious 

to identify the Club’s hero and star rider, Bert Tuck. We sized up all sorts of likely 

and unlikely fellows until we heard them addressed as Bill or John or something, 

or until they got dropped on a hill. We were far too apprehensive about exposing 

our ignorance by asking who or where was the great Tuck! 

Joining the Club complete strangers, as we did, less than two months before 

the Novices ‘25’, it was perhaps not surprising that our chances or abilities were 

generally considered very slight. Great faith was obviously placed in the brothers 

Ron and Hugh Gullick, already well established in the Novices Event. Ron Gullick 

was a tall awkward looking fellow, very different from his brother Hugh, whose 

physique and riding style quite justified the confidence that was held in him. On 

every club run Hughie was pushed up the front and enjoined to ‘keep it steady’. 

However, when it came to the event, not only did Ron beat his brother, but the 

devils of this story beat both of them. It may be fitting to conclude with a short 

account of the E.C.C.A. Novices ‘25’ run on the 32nd course, on 18th March 1934. 

It was a cold, bright morning, with a westerly wind, and the watch in old 

‘Dad’ Harvie’s hand ticked no more regularly than formed and fell the 

characteristic dewdrop from the end of his nose. The race itself was uneventful so 

far as memory is concerned. As to the result, Ivor Jones of the Viking was the 

winner with a 1.10. Charlie Riche, then of the Brook Whlrs., was second in 1.11, 

followed by George, 3rd with 1.00., and myself 4th in 1.12., and the winning Eagle 

team completed by Ron Gullick. This was the first appearance of Riche-Venus-

Argent ‘in line’ and by no means the last – but that’s another story. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°246 October 1953 

My First Club Run 

by A.L.R. Kay 

In the autumn of 1948 my family and I moved to Woodford from Clacton 

where previously I had always cycled with one or two local friends. Now I was 

living in a strange district and knew nobody with an interest in cycling so I decided 

to join a local cycling club. One Sunday morning over a cup of tea in a cafe a near 

Epping I got chatting with a C.T.C. member who told me of the club's activities 

and the address of the club's office. He also told me of several sections and that I 

would be at liberty to enjoy the functions of these. 
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I returned that day with the feeling that I had discovered a new and grander 

cycling community than I had ever imagined. The first Sunday after receiving my 

membership card and runs list I sorted out the Eastern Section but feeling a little 

backward about presenting myself I decided to ‘black my nose’ and casually ride 

by The Clock Tower where the Section were to meet. Clothed in my Sunday best I 

set off from home with the excuse of collecting the Sunday newspapers. I found a 

couple of fellows at the meeting place and after plucking up courage I nervously 

asked “are you the Eastern Section?” These fellows realised that I was a new 

member and a little nervous but soon put me at ease and made feel I was one of 

them. 

It was a foggy November morning and I knew it was madness to go on the run 

with them clothed as I was and in such severe weather so I told my new friends 

that I would not becoming with them on this run but would be out the following 

Sunday. At ten o’clock only six had arrived and it being such a dreadful day it did 

not appear that more would turn up so that those assembled decided to make a 

start. As I bade them farewell I felt like a fish out of water and could not stand the 

idea of being left behind so with my enthusiasm boiling up inside me I hurried 

home and changed into my cycling togs. 

I thought I knew the route they had planned to take to elevenses and might be 

able to take a shortcut. What a surprise they would have I thought if I got there 

before them. Unfortunately I did not know the road to Billericay as well as I 

thought I did and in the fog I took several wrong turnings. Eventually after a 

muddy and foggy ride I arrived at the cafe and as I entered I sensed that my new 

friends (who arrived ages before) seemed very amused and on looking down at my 

knees discovered that they were no longer bare but covered with mud about an 

eighth of an inch thick I looked a really comical sight and I had to have a good 

laugh at myself. One of them recognised me and came over, followed by the others 

to give me as warm a welcome as I have ever had from anybody. Their welcome 

was warm in a double sense for they took me back to the big open fire they had just 

left and lost no time in getting me refreshment. 

No lunch was booked that day and the destination was Southend but as the fog 

was thickening and my late arrival had put them well behind time it was decided to 

go through the lanes to Chelmsford. Arriving there we eventually found a cafe 

open and had lunch and another thaw out. Revived a little we set off but were soon 

stopped by as shout of “Puncture!” After a long delay we were off again and 

having lost a lot of time the pace hotted up and with my novice’s gear of 78 inches 

I was beginning to feel the effects but managed to hang on. Possibly the thought of 

being dropped without an idea of how to get out of the maze that I felt I was in, 

urged me on. 

Arriving at Potter Street for tea I was able for the first time that day to remove 

some of the mud I had collected and the tea was more the than welcome. Having 

once again refreshed ourselves we set off this time for home. It was not long before 
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the fog and the dark separated us into pairs and on several occasions my partner 

and I found ourselves on the wrong side of the road. Eventually I reached home 

feeling very tired and grubby but on looking back on my day’s adventures I would 

not have missed it for anything. 

Since that Sunday in November 1948 only one Sunday has gone by when I 

have not been out on my bicycle and then only because I had to work. I look 

forward to many more years of cycling with my friends and comrades of the wheel 

and road. You may be interested to know who the members on that run were and I 

am glad to say that they are still riding with and have an interest in the Section. 

They were ‘Pop’ Stephens and his son ‘Steve’ then Runs Secretary, Brian 

Meopham, Arthur Douglas, Arnold Davey and Vernon Wiggins. To these members 

in particular I would like to offer my sincere thanks for giving me such a good start 

to club cycling. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°261 February 1955 

My First Club Run 

By B.L. Walters 

I suppose I really ought to blame Les Barnett for my first big bundle, but 

having got to know him better since then - and having a few more miles in my legs, 

I can look back on the occasion with a smile, or is the word ‘grimace’ more 

suitable? It all started with a trip one Friday night to the Club’s meeting place at St 

Edward’s Hall in Hainault Road, Leyton, early in 1950. 

I was sitting in a corner minding my own business and listening to the more 

experienced men of the Club discussing the ridiculous idea that anyone could need 

a bigger ‘iron’ than Ron Thwaites, whom I heard referred to as the ‘Piston Pusher’, 

I didn’t understand that then, not having seen that worthy riding what, until then, 

had been the tallest frame in the Club, Anyway, there I sat, when Les, who was the 

Runs Secretary, asked me whether I was coming on the Section run in a week’s 

time. On enquiring where it was, I found that the objective was ‘somewhere in 

Kent’- the place meant nothing to me at the time. 

I was assured that a fixed gear would be O.K. and anyway, there would be 

plenty of back wheels I, for my part I fondly imagined that a brand new bike would 

be a great advantage and a gear of 76 quite in order, I hadn’t heard the very true 

saying that “You’ve still got to push it,” at that stage. The next problem was 

getting to the starting point which was East Ham. I was given detailed directions to 

get there, and was told the time was 9 a.m. Not knowing the distance I started out 

in good time and arrived at 8.45. - the next cyclist arrived fully twenty minutes 

later, during which time I was sure I had dropped a ‘clanger’ and been left behind. 

Soon we were vibrating over the cobbles towards Woolwich Ferry, with the 

sun now becoming pleasantly warm. While we were waiting for the voyage to start 

we watched a car man-handled into position by a process called ‘bouncing’, - 
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similar action to the way we inserted a certain van into an almost non-existent 

parking space one rainy evening up West on a social ‘do’ recently. 

As it was quite chilly when I left home, I put a sheet of paper up my shirt to 

keep the draught out, having observed that it was the accepted thing to do. 

Someone soon noticed it and remarked that I would shortly have some paper pulp 

if I got hot, so I discreetly slipped it out and ‘lost’ it. Incidentally, the aroma stirred 

up by the ferry-boat’s paddles was most refreshing. Eventually we disembarked on 

the. Kent coast and the ride proper was on. The first thing that struck me (not that 

way) after leaving the cobbly area was that we rarely touched a main road - and 

rode by a map - all this being a new experience to me. At one point there was some 

doubt and argument as to the route we should take and one of boys spotting a man 

cutting a hedge with some electric shears, suggested that he should cut the map up 

into-pieces, and we each choose our own way. Shortly after this we arrived at the 

elevenses rendezvous, The Merrythought where we were regaled with tea and 

‘wads’. 

We pressed on further into the hillier country until at the top of a hill known 

as Holly Hill the sun came shining through the trees, and one or two of the boys 

stopped to take photographs of a very fine view across the Downs. On restarting 

down the hill I was the last to go, I with a chap who rode an iron equipped with 

numerous gears and a double-clanger, whom I later learnt was known as 

‘Woofer’(Eric Bass). Half-way down the hill we saw one of the fellows lying in 

the road, on a corner with his bike wrapped around him. At first I thought it was a 

joke but when I was close enough and saw the state he was in, I thought otherwise. 

‘Woofer’ and I saw that he was ‘out’ to the wide and badly knocked about, but he 

recovered a few minutes later and tried to sit up, remembering that an injured 

person should lie still for a while, I told him to be good and lie back, which he did, 

although he was suffering from concussion and didn’t know much about it. 

Just then a car came down the hill and we stopped it, the people in it agreed to 

take him down to a doctor. So with ‘Woofer’ bringing the bike down and I 

following the car we got to where the rest of the Club were waiting. In the 

confusion that followed someone shouted to me, 

“Follow the car to the ‘quacks’ and we’ll see you at lunch, at Lenham.” 

Without further delay I pedalled madly after the car which was rapidly 

disappearing. I was barely holding my own, with a gap of about two to three 

hundred yards between the car and myself and I began to wonder why I the least 

experienced of the lot should be twiddling my legs off, when the car pulled up at 

the doctor’s house. After a brief examination the ambulance arrived and took the 

casualty to a hospital near-by. 

It was now left to me to re-join the Club and I was soon on the main road and 

trundling, along with a very helpful breeze. The road lay between fields which 

were full of strawberries and the smell was marvellous. In a short while I was past 
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Maidstone and had turned off for Lenham which fortunately was signposted, for I 

had no map. 

I found the boys in the main street (probably the only one by appearances) and 

although I greeted them casually and answered their queries I was really thankful 

to have found them so easily. After an excellent lunch we turned our wheels into 

the wind and started for home, in spite of a very comfortable back wheel I was 

feeling a bit saggy from the morning’s exertion, and the situation was made worse 

when I slipped my chain, just before we reached West Malling. Les Barnett waited 

for me, and after we had re-placed the offending items, we decided to go up to the 

doctor’s house to enquire about the condition of our fallen number. After 

considerable delay on the phone, the lady of the house passed on the message from 

the hospital that he was ‘comfortable’ which being the usual phrase, didn’t mean a 

thing. We pressed on against the wind and now the bundle settled more firmly 

about me. Every time we approached a café, I said I must stop but Les said 

otherwise! I thought he was being very callous at the time, but we did stop to stoke 

up a couple of times. 

As the miles went by - with a struggle my brand new lightweight got 

weightier all the time, and I become convinced my bearings were packed with 

Scotch glue! At last we could see a pylon on a hillside, and Les told me that the tea 

place was the other side of the hill. I was relieved that we rode around, and not 

over the hill, and soon we went down a short stony path to arrive at the Section tea 

place, at Shoreham, There were some friendly cyclists from other clubs there, and 

after a welcome salad tea and a ‘natter’ we started on the homeward trip. The 

hunger knock had gone now and I was in a condition to appreciate the sociable ride 

home through the lanes, on a warm, still evening. 

As we approached the Woolwich Arsenal a tear-up developed, and we found 

ourselves rattling over the cobbles doing ‘bit and bit’ and riding zig-zag on the 

tram lines which mercifully, have now become a thing of the past. It was probably 

these lines which caused Ton Everett and Brian Daniell to overtake a couple of 

potterers on the near side, bringing forth some unusual suggestions as to where 

they should do their riding. Perhaps this was when Tom decided to dabble in the 

massed start game, and Brian to desist altogether. We were still discussing the 

incident when we went down the road to the ferry, and were just in time to beat a 

large car into a gap on the deck. 

Once on the northern shore, people began to peel off from the bunch, to take 

their own route home and the surroundings became more familiar as we reached 

Wanstead - the furthest I had ever been before that day! That was the lot! I had 

survived my first Section run, and in spite of the stack-up, and what at the time I 

thought must have been the most shocking bundle on record, I was very content. I 

think I must have been caught by the enthusiasm of a good club. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°408 Spring 1976 

An Introduction to Cycling 

By Eddie Hadlow 

I had been wondering how the experienced chaps managed to pack clothes, 

shoes, cape, repair kit, sandwiches etc. into their diminutive saddlebags. The 

Eagles had made arrangements and it was recommended that I take my gear to Pat 

for transport in his ear. The destination was Middleton Stoney - the meet was at 

Aldgate pump at noon. 

The weather was hot and sunny as I fell in behind Gerry and Arthur and we 

set off through the City and West End via Little Venice and out onto Westway. 

After an hour or so the pace quickened noticeably for an all out effort to make the 

furthest pub possible before closing time. Hot and dry a pint soon began to refresh 

the parts other beers cannot reach such that the barmaid commented very 

favourably on Arthur’s enlivened calf muscles. 

Another hour’s pedalling and my first puncture mended with great panache by 

Gerry (they really do look after you). Conversation centred on the serious decline 

of the cyclist teashop industry. I was told of the days when every small village had 

a ‘Mrs Thompson’s’ who served gargantuan teas of sandwiches and homemade 

cakes, where one was unable to get a table if a prior booking had not been made. 

The best Eagle eyes could espy was a small tea stall where thirsts were quenched 

again. 

The route took us over Bledlow Ridge where we all decided to get off and 

walk (in order to better admire the view) but we raced down the other side. Further 

stops were made for tea, and more drinks which were purchased by three fellows in 

shorts who filed through the supermarket checkout carrying a soft drinks can each, 

to the amusement of the locals. Half a mile later we stopped to hurl abuse at the 

motorist who had been hooting behind us only to discover it had been Win and 

Harry - about half a gallon of water was then consumed at great speed. 

The remaining three or four miles were soon completed, Win and Harry were 

already brewing up and introductions were made all round. The evening meal 

brought everyone together for the first time and after an excellent meal we were 

invited to view George’s Magic Lantern Show interspersed with shove ha’penny, 

ping pong and rearrangement of the slide magazine. 

Saturday morning saw 10 starters well breakfasted, complete with packed 

lunches and ready to set off with Ron doing the map reading. We were soon into 

the rough stuff; - across a field track, cornfield, across a main road, up a thirty foot 

embankment and another main road. Ron had got it right, however, and a quiet 

lane appeared ahead. It really was an excellent way to see the superb countryside in 

this area. For interest a detour to the Rollright Stones, and when we arrived Win 

and Harry were already brewing up. The ancient circle of stones and King Stone in 

the field opposite were well worth the effort - so was the tea! The route had been 
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fairly level and the pack had not diminished appreciably, however only the 

diehards chose to undertake the few testing climbs and fast descents that followed. 

The pace quickened with Denis breaking away from the pack muttering something 

about closing time. Lunch was arranged in the village of Lower Slaughter, very 

picturesque with a pleasant green beside a stream but the only village for miles 

around without a pub. Beer was ferried in copious saddlebags. After lunch a steep 

hill over ½ mile long out of White Rissington played havoc with Cornish pasties, 

fruitcake and beer, but gradually the route eased and we had time to admire the 

scenery. I began to notice cycling terminology – ‘oil up’ had nothing to do with oil 

cans, and I didn’t see anything untoward going in the fields when ‘watching out for 

the loose’; ‘a blind’ appeared to be the state one was expected to end up in at the 

end of the afternoon, and if one tried to get back first, it might be considered ‘half 

wheeling’. ‘Prohibited Traffic’ was what cyclists are called on motorways amongst 

other things. 

Mid afternoon found Win and Harry brewing up again and everyone seemed 

to be egging on prospective blinders whilst declaring that they weren’t all that 

interested themselves? We arrived back at Villiers Park in the expected state. After 

a shower and another excellent meal, for those that had kept a little something in 

hand George had arranged another slide show. This time things were ‘propitious’ 

and the projector behaved. Those that didn’t view the slides ended up worse off 

optically after several nightcaps at The Jersey Arms. 

On Sunday, early morning walks around Villiers Park, to the church, breakfast 

goodbyes and thankyous and hopes for another weekend next year. The way back 

was very undulating with long climbs and long descents. After Ivinghoe Beacon 

the route became more urban through Tring and Hemel Hempstead. The traffic was 

more prolific and we were nearly involved in an accident with two cars, apparently 

racing. At St Albans the weather broke and the weekend was finished under capes 

and an exceptionally heavy thunderstorm. Spirits weren’t dampened and everyone. 

I am sure looks forward to 1976 with enthusiasm. Hope to see you there. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°427 Winter 1983 

When We Joined the Eagles 

by Fred Argent 

The men concerned in this story are George Venus and Fred Argent. With the 

great increase in cycling activities after the First World War they joined the flood 

of young men anxious to escape the confines of the city. A second hand bicycle 

was no handicap to a youngster in those days and there always seemed to be plenty 

available. I got mine from an uncle for a modest five shillings and George had to 

pay a bit more for his from a local shop. New clubs were being formed everywhere 

and one of the main ideas was to form a club that could, in some way identify itself 

with its own name. The majority of our group came from Lonsdale Avenue (East 

Ham) and Humberstone Road (Plaistow). So, in 1930 we formed a club called the 
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Dalestone C.C. and duly joined the National Cyclists’ Union (now the British 

Cycling Federation after amalgamating with the British League of Racing Cyclists) 

The only rider to possess a hand built Hobbs Lightweight was, of course, made 

Captain. The club eventually did some time trialling on the Old Southend Road 

but, by that time, Venus and Argent had left it. 

In those days it was an accepted fact that one did not start racing before the 

age of 17. We could see that touring and racing were going to be our main interests 

but time trials were a mystery to us both. We unearthed some of these by going to 

see the great Frank Southall riding in the Forest ‘50’ in 1933, he being beaten in 

that event by H.J. Wheatley of the Kent Road Club was something of a shock. We 

had heard that Southall was not bothered about a bike that was four inches out of 

track also road racing tubulars were a mystery to us, so we examined his machine 

closely in every detail. It was all perfect. We overheard him complaining to one of 

his clubmates that no one had told him that Wheatley was up on him at the turn. It 

seemed they were losing interest in him because they knew he was going to turn 

professional - which he did in October 1933. By this time George and I had made a 

list of five clubs that we thought might be good enough for us. The Eagle Road 

Club was on that list - the Norwood Paragon was not! 

According to the fixed ideas that existed cycle touring and racing were two 

different things and could not be joined together. But racing and touring seemed a 

useful mixture to us. When we found that membership of the Cyclists’ Touring 

Club was necessary to join the Eagles we could see the advantages. We were 

regular readers of Cycling and the reports on the rides of men like A.S. Tuck, R.J. 

Livermore, Reg Baxter, Harry Cross, George White and several others made us 

realise that the Eagle must be a remarkably good Club. George was able to turn to 

a family friend Dennis Atkinson, working with him at Tate & Lyle for some 

necessary information which was readily given. So in 1933 we decided that that 

was the club for us but, had it been a mixed club, we would certainly never have 

joined.  

Clubruns in those days found cyclists to be kings of the roads. Our first run 

with the Eagles was in the autumn of 1933. They had arranged a tandem weekend 

at The Bull at Cavendish and we were invited to join them by making a day run 

there on Sunday with Reg Baxter and Sam King. Our minds were full of Crisp and 

Tilley who might also have been present. It was a brilliant day with a slight wind 

behind us through a lane route with Reg Baxter knowing the way to lunch at The 

Bull. I think that there were four tandems there but can only remember two pairs 

namely Dennis Atkinson/Jack Torrance and H.R. Atkinson/ Frankie Stokes. On the 

homeward trip the tandems could have dropped us at any time had they wished. 

But their riding was so skilfully done that we were always protected from the 

southerly wind. The cheerful chatter was audible by all and if a murdering motor 

car came our way I do not remember it. For we cyclists those were most assuredly 

the days!
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8.   MIDDLETON   STONEY 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°372 February 1966 

A Visit to Middleton Stoney 

By Alan Clarke 

The Eagles were very kindly invited by our President, Mr. Villiers, to spend 

the weekend at his estate at Middleton Stoney in Oxfordshire. After several 

withdrawals, only three of us met at Whipps Cross at 8.45 a.m. on a Saturday in 

November. The three, Ken McDonald, John Passfield and myself, set off along the 

North Circular but it was not long before the rain began to fall. This was followed, 

to provide variety, by hail and then rain again, leaving us with the gloomy prospect 

of cycling sixty miles in such conditions.  

Our route went via Edmonton, Friern Barnet, Whetstone and Totteridge to 

Mill Hill where we joined the A 41. The rain stopped before we reached Hemel 

Hempstead but as it was obvious that we would not arrive at our destination by the 

pre-arranged time of 1-30 p.m. we stopped to have lunch. On leaving the café we 

found ourselves up against a very strong westerly wind which kept our speed, for 

the rest of the journey, down to less than 10 m.p.h. It did, however, help to dry our 

damp shoes and socks. 

We stopped two or three times to warm our feet because, although the sun 

was then shining, it was still very, very cold, Mac found some energy and time 

trialed the last few miles before Bicester along a very straight and flat Roman road 

which, we thought, would be ideal as a time trial course. We have since discovered 

that it is and will probably ride it next season. 

Bicester seemed a very interesting old town but, unfortunately, we did not 

have enough time to look round. Middleton Stoney was only three miles further (it 

seemed like thirty) and when we arrived there we were greeted by Derek Marsh of 

Eton Manor, his wife and small daughter and Mr. Villiers’ chauffeur. We found the 

house to be very large and a lot more modern than we had imagined. The huge 

lounge upstairs had a bookcase filled with books along one complete wall and, as 

the whole place was centrally heated, it was never cold.  

After a cup of tea we each had a bath, which was very welcome, followed by 

an excellent evening meal, kindly provided by Mrs Marsh. We spent the remainder 

of the evening reading and watching television before retiring at about 12 o’clock. 

After breakfast the following morning we toured round the estate in the Bentley, 

which we rated a good second to the bicycle. 

We were shown the extensive work which was going on. Land was being 

developed to make it suitable for camping and an old schoolhouse was being 

modernised, the idea being to run educational courses in the near future. The whole 

area, incidentally, was once owned by the Earl of Jersey, Mr. Villiers’ father. We 

also visited the local church and saw our President’s private chapel. 
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After another very good meal we left, reluctantly, at about 2 p.m. only sorry 

that we hadn’t had longer. The conditions were much more favourable, the sun was 

shining and the wind was blowing in our direction. Consequently, we kept up a 

fairly good speed for the first fifteen miles or so. Just before Aylesbury we met 

Peter Palmer of the Glendene who was on his way home from Stratford-on-Avon, 

so he accompanied us for the rest of the .journey. 

Soon afterwards John, despite the good conditions, decided he had had 

enough and so sabotaged his gear mechanism, breaking his chain and mudguard at 

the same time. As none of us had a link extractor, we were forced to take turns at 

pushing him the four miles into Aylesbury. John, with a quick grasp of all modern 

techniques, then telephoned his parents who agreed to come and pick him up in the 

car. 

Immediately after this I punctured but was able to repair it without too much 

trouble. We left John in a cafe in Aylesbury and continued on our way. The 

weather was considerably colder by then so we stopped once more at The Busy 

Bee, Watford, finally getting home at about 8 p.m. 

 All in all, it was a very pleasant weekend and I, for one, hope that it was the 

first of many. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°392 Spring 1971 

Middleton Stoney Week-End 

by Gerry Lumsden. 

It was during a race week-end in the Oxford area last summer that our Hon. 

Gen. Sec. had a sudden inspiration to call on our good friend, Derek Marsh, at 

Middleton Stoney, to see if there was any chance at all for those of us who still ride 

bicycles in the Club, to spend another week-end at this seat of learning where our 

dearly beloved Mr Villiers had, once before, invited us. 

Well, the idea behind the visit by Dennis last year eventually turned into 

reality this year, because on one week-end commencing Friday night 26
th

 March 

until Sunday morning 28
th

, ten of my clubmates, headed by Harry Cross, with his 

missus to keep him company, spent a most enjoyable time, grub-wise, comfort-

wise and weather-wise at this sumptuous place situated in the heart of Oxfordshire, 

and on the doorstep of all those nostalgic place names in the Cotswolds. 

On the Friday, straight from work, Dennis Sale and Alan Clarke had arranged 

to ride all the way as part of their training scheduler Arthur Batty, Mike Clare, Paul 

Gibbons, Steve Moore, Pete Smith and myself decided to do our training in a little 

more comfort, from Marylebone Station to Aylesbury, Arthur and I arrived in good 

time to catch the 5.57 as arranged, and were soon joined by Pete, who found us 

having a ‘cuppa’ in the buffet. We waited until the last minute for the other three to 

show up, then decided 1to leave without them and wait at the other end. As we 

emerged from Aylesbury Station we espied Harry’s car with bikes aloft. He had 

volunteered to transport Mike Beasant and Stephen Batty from home to Aylesbury 
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to meet us at 7.15.p.m. The other three were not on the next train and, as Harry had 

told us that the road men were quite a way back, and as dinner was booked for 9.15 

p.m., and we had 22 miles to do into a stiffish wind, and as the party was made up 

of old men and young boys, we set off on the first club run I had been on for nearly 

twenty years. The ride was accomplished without much incident except that 13 

year old Stephen Batty (who will insist he is nearly 14) kept his old man and me 

amused by an intermittent whistling solo (it must have been easy at the back). We 

had travelled half a dozen miles when Harry and Win came by and stopped in the 

lay-by ahead offering us sandwiches and biscuits, which we gladly accepted, of 

course. We mistakenly thought this was going to be repeated at each lay-by along 

the road!! It never happened like this in the old days, and quite a new and pleasant 

experience it was. 

We arrived at Middleton Stoney at around 8.50 p.m. in slight drizzle and 

pitch-dark. The exact whereabouts of ‘Villiers Park’ were a little hazy, but we 

eventually found it with some local help. Mine host, Derek Marsh, was waiting to 

conduct us to our apartments. Bob King was also there to greet us, sipping a large 

orange squash and displaying a smile that told of confidence in the result of his 

B.Sc. finals - he had ridden up from Bristol. 

Our party stayed in the new building of stone base and wooden faced 

superstructure with balcony looking out onto the tennis courts. Harry and Win had 

a suite upstairs, with their own bathroom if you please - library- television lounge 

adjoining! Whilst we had to rough it downstairs on spring interior beds, bed-side 

lights and over-heated bedrooms, and our own super bathroom. The kitchen layout 

in this house would be something my better half would gladly tolerate. 

We quickly washed and changed and presented ourselves across the road to 

the modernized School-house, which has been transformed into as lush 

accommodation as the new building. This building, where we were to eat, 

contained its own super kitchen, complete with super cook and super young 

assistant to look after us - all especially laid on by Derek. A look through the 

serving hatch revealed the dining area with places laid and large glass jugs of 

orange squash prominently displayed, long before the meal was over those jugs 

were refilled many times. 

Time was ticking on and with still no sign of the others arriving it was agreed 

to start the meal with the nine of us present including Derek Marsh who joined us 

on this occasion. Within half an hour Dennis and Alan came in looking somewhat 

dishevelled and damp, complaining about the head- wind, which we all naturally 

treated as a great joke. 

The meal over and with willing volunteers to do the washing up, we found 

another room which contained a table-tennis table, bats and balls, lounge chairs 

arranged in front of a 25” telly and a cupboard, which contained many items to 

pass the time, including a record player with many L.P.s. Naturally enough, the 

table tennis table was soon put to good use, and when Bob challenged me to a 
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game of badminton, I agreed to follow him to see how it was done. He had been 

here twice before on a study course and knew his way around. After a brief knock-

up between Bob and Steve Batty and noting their mistakes, Arthur and I thought 

we could do equally badly, so we made a foursome. Now this court is housed in a 

large detached building where Mr Villiers had often entertained the Yeomanry, and 

for this weekend served as our cycle shed. The roof trusses and cross members are 

rather low for badminton, as a result just when you think you have done wonders to 

return an awkward volley, the shuttlecock hits a cross-member on the other side of 

the net and lands back into your court, much to your annoyance and the delight of 

your opponent. In spite of these frequent interruptions, I think Bob and I had the 

edge? 

It was about 11.50 p.m., whilst some of the lads were watching John Wayne 

on the telly, that we were conscious of a mild disturbance outside. Steve Moore 

and Mike Clare had just arrived with a tale of late arrival for trains and a road that 

took them nearly into Oxford! Luckily for them the cook had had the foresight to 

put their dinner in the oven just in case, although it was spoiled by this time. Paul 

Gibbons was the only defaulter having told Steve Moore he was suffering from a 

heavy cold; he was certainly spared the sufferings of the following day! 

Breakfast on Saturday was fixed for 8.50 a.m. and we were each provided 

with a packed lunch, sufficient, it was hoped, to sustain us until our roast beef in 

the evening. A rendezvous at Moreton-in-the-Marsh was agreed with Harry and 

Win for elevenses, and with bodies fit, or not so fit whichever category you 

preferred to be classified, we set off ten strong in the general direction. 

Through the village of Lower Heyford we sped along against a slight breeze 

with Dennis in charge of the map. Suddenly the road started to descend at an 

alarming rate for quite some distance, at least, that’s how it seemed to me on my 

fixed gear, only to reveal at the bottom an equally alarming ascent. Half-way up 

this stagger it soon became apparent to me that Mike Beasant was quite 

determined, to show he was no ‘puppet king’ of Lippitts Hill - even making 

allowances for the hard ride the night before it’s open to question whether his 

contemporaries could have produced an effective counter. This was to be the 

pattern of the whole weekend, with Mike first at the top, sometimes closely 

followed by Alan, and the rest nowhere. Oh, yes! He also won the most primes for 

County and Town signs! Watch out for this 15-year old youngster, you South-

Eastern and Westerley wallahs! 

It was at the summit of the aforementioned tussle that we missed young Mike 

Clare, and after a few minutes waiting he did appear and riding his bike as well, 

but he made up his mind that he would not be capable of keeping with us all day, 

so decided to go it alone. We didn’t know, of course, that Harry and Win following 

in our wake came by soon after, tied his bike on the roof rack and took him along 

with them. Of course, this treatment didn’t do him much good cycling-wise, but it 

did ensure that he would be in time for the evening meal. 
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Getting to our elevenses rendezvous took us rather longer than we anticipated, 

mainly due to the terrain which seemed to stand on its hind legs at rather too 

frequent intervals, but, on the whole, it was quite pleasant with the sun shining and 

the faster element content to wait for the slower ones. (Again, it never happened 

‘like this in the old days).It was 12.10. when we did eventually arrive, and after a 

ride up and down Morton-in-the-Marsh High Street in search of Harry and Win 

which proved fruitless, we trooped into The Swan Inn with pints all round and 

orange squash for the youngsters outside. 

It is still not quite clear why Dennis decided we should go on for just another 

1½ miles to Bourton-on-the-Hill before we had our packed lunch, perhaps it was 

because he remembered the pub on the hill, as it was noted he was one of the first 

inside ordering another pint. We found a rather neglected but secluded arbour up a 

few stone steps at the back, and sheltering from the wind, with the sun shining 

brightly, we ate our sandwiches and fruit, rested our creaking bones again, only 

this time on broken down benches. We had our pictures taken for posterity by 

Arthur, then set off a little further up the hill on the A 44 but soon turned off left to 

Stow-on-the-Wold, the road following the pattern as before. I ought to explain here 

we had already planned to get back to Villiers Park via Woodstock and had sorted 

out a tentative route. It was whilst we were climbing out of Ascot- under-

Wychwood that we came upon a T junction where, we should have done a right 

and left turn, but, Oh, No! Dennis, Alan, Bob and Mike were already well 

established on an uncoloured rough, bumpy and gritty road that still went upwards, 

incidentally, immediately opposite the junction. Looking at my 1937 Barts ½” of 

Oxford I could see, even in my stupefied state, that this road petered out into 

nothing and led straight into Wychwood Forest. After a brief discussion conducted 

at a distance, and as they seemed reluctant to retrace one inch, after all my map 

could have been a little out of date, the rest of us followed. Well, 1937 or, not, my 

map was still good on this section, as we did run out of road on the edge of a 

ploughed field, and considerable skill had to be exercised in order to keep upright. 

Further along we were even riding through flames where the local farmer was 

burning the stubble! ‘Twas ever thus, visions of Alan Harris, Jack Dunn and Ron 

Thwaites, those rough-stuff experts of yore it has been our pleasure to endure, 

came flooding back into the memory.  

Clambering over a five-barred gate the journey through Wychwood Forest 

became somewhat arduous with a fair amount of walking involved and time spent 

in clearing mud from guards. So, here we were, slap bang in the middle of the 

forest, completely lost, tongues hanging out for a ‘cuppa’ and not a tea shop in 

sight. More by luck than judgment we eventually found some semblance of a road 

and finally finished up in the little village of Finstock - without a tea shop, of 

course, so we raided the local general store for ice cream etc. 

On again and up the stagger into Stonesfield, I was lying about third or fourth 

when I noticed a sort of supermarket that I hoped would sell me a bottle of ‘Venos’ 
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as my throat had rather a peculiar dryness bordering on saw by now. By the time I 

was ready to give chase, the lads had disappeared but I did manage to catch Pete 

Smith, Arthur and Steve Batty, and together we progressed at a more reasonable 

pace to our super hostelry, whilst the others were battling it out in true Eagle style. 

A quick cup of tea especially made for the old men, a bath, a change into dry 

clothes and we all felt fit again, ready to do justice to the evening meal. After the 

meal, Alan, Bob, Dennis and Pete did their best to disintegrate a small celluloid 

ball with rubber faced bats on a wooden table. Such activity after a full day’s riding 

and a full stomach to boot, made me even wearier than I might have been, so I sat 

and watched the goggle box and, of course, found myself dazing on an upright 

chair; the plushier more comfortable reclining seats being all taken by the 

youngsters! Shame. 

At around 10 p.m. I was shaken from the comfortable chair that I had 

eventually been able to obtain, with an invitation to visit the local drinking house 

that goes under the name of The Jersey Arms, just a couple of minutes walk away. 

Looking in the windows of the Saloon bar we could see all the black bow ties, 

evening gear and short drinks, so we decided it was the Public for us, anyway we 

wanted a dart board and it didn’t look as though they had one in there. We aroused 

one old timer’s curiosity, who guessed we were from London and staying at 

Villiers Park. He told us that Mr Villiers was only the second son of the Earl and 

had had to make his own way in the world and he had no money of his own. He 

had often seen him coming home from Bicester doing ‘Scouts Pace’ for the 3½ 

miles, as no pony and trap had been laid on to meet him at the station. 

I think we all had a good night’s sleep, but awoke to a bleak, grey and 

moisture laden atmosphere in the morning with the wind going right round to an 

easterly aspect. To add further to the gloom, Win wondered how much thought we 

were giving to our wives at home during breakfast. The reaction to this remark was 

electric. Pete was just about to shovel a fork full of baked beans into his mouth and 

missed, whilst Dennis’s face turned a peculiar shade of grey and confessed it was 

his young son’s birthday the day before, but, at least, he had spoken to him on the 

phone. One wonders just how much this man, Sale, can give to this Club in his 

endeavour to secure its revival and survival. 

Before making our fond farewells we all lined up, including Derek Marsh and 

the cook, in front of cameraman Arthur Batty. That ceremony over we decided we 

would like to explore a little more of the estate that was once our late President’s 

home, before we actually made our way homewards. Passing a notice that said 

PRIVATE that I’m sure everybody read as ETAVIRP, we came upon a road 

leading to an entrance flanked by two columns surmounted by two eagles that 

looked remarkably like Harry Cross and Jack Torrance, and these in turn flanked 

by two lodges. Proceeding very quietly and with trepidation, we approached the 

gateway and there, on the left, tucked around the comer was the big house, and I’ll 

wager my last new penny that this was the first time a bunch of scruffy cyclists on 
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bicycles had circled the flowerbeds in front of it! The house is now empty and up 

for sale and may be a future hotel. Well, of course, our presence could hardly go 

undetected for long as a lodge keeper was in residence and right irate he was too, 

until Win calmed him down and explained who we were and so forth. 

We bade cheerio to Harry and Win who were off on a detour to, Swindon to 

deliver the Open ‘50’ trophy to ‘Bomber’ Baines; Bob King was travelling 

westward to pick up the A40 and back to Bristol, whilst we retrace from whence 

we came to pick up the A41 into the wind and drizzle, although, luckily for us the 

drizzle soon fizzled. 

Fairly good progress was made to Aylesbury, covering the distance in just 

under 75 minutes, shedding Pete Smith, and not so much as one tiny whistle from 

Steve Batty. Cafes being few and far between these days, we kept a sharp lookout, 

and eventually stopped in Tring. Soon after we resumed riding Pete’s 32” bike was 

spotted outside another cafe, so Dennis decided to join him for company home to 

Epping; that made two less for those blasted motorists to hoot and swear at because 

they found difficulty in overtaking a few cyclists. Alan showed great restraint in 

answering one woman driver who suggested we should ride single file! 

South Mimms was the next stop as young Steve Batty was beginning to feel a 

bit weary, in fact, I think he did remarkably well and showed promise for the 

future. On top of the Ridgeway Arthur noticed Steve Moore was minus his ‘bonk 

bag’, left in the cafe so we wished him a fond farewell. This young man, too, could 

develop if he concentrated moore on cycling. Al Clarke left us at the bottom of 

Chingford Mount and Mike Beasant at the bottom of Friday Hill, Arthur and Steve 

parted from me at Fulwell Cross. 

This weekend was quite something, indeed, something most of us there hadn’t 

experienced in any a long year, and our grateful thanks again to Derek Marsh for 

making it all possible. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°437 August 1985 

 Middleton Stoney - One Man’s View  

by Glenn Grant 

It must be the sado-masochistic streak prevalent in my being that agreed to go 

to Middleton Stoney. Not only did the weekend fall on my birthday but it had been 

quite a while since I had ridden a bike. Still, with all the memories of previous 

journeys to the forefront of my imagination, I arranged to cycle up there on the 

Friday. Our little party of four was made up of Brad Sewell, Dave Griffiths, yours 

truly and Albert Ayton. I’m glad that we had Albert there, to act as a sobering 

influence on the more energetic of our group. Besides, he was the only one who 

could read a map. 

Not having to arrive until after six o’clock in the evening we arranged a 

leisurely pace, starting off at ten a.m. from The Castle at Woodford. With two new 

tubs freshly glued on, a pair of woollen tights to cover my hairy pins and back 
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pockets stuffed full of ‘bonk’ rations, I made the three mile journey from my home. 

The sight of Brad and Little Dave (Griffiths) in full racing outfits, short sleeve 

racing jerseys and skin shorts made me begin to dread the forthcoming journey. 

However, the sight of Albert, on touring machine, with plus twos, in spite of the 

sunshine, restored my faith in club cycling. 

Our route took us around Cheshunt and through Goff’s Oak, where - most of 

the components for my bike had been supplied from a well-known cycle shop. 

Climbing up to Cuffley and along to Potters Bar, we lost Albert, who assured us 

that he had stopped to take off a top. We carried on to South Mimms, through St. 

Albans, just touching the outskirts of Hemel Hempstead, before stopping for lunch 

at Water End. Here we found a pub with a very large garden and plentiful tables 

and chairs so, taking advantage of the lovely sunshine, we lunched outside. A 

combination of tired legs, a full stomach, a pint of cider and all that sunshine has a 

strangely soporific effect on the mind and so it was with little enthusiasm that we 

re-mounted, especially as there was a long climb to Little Gaddesden. 

As we approached Ivinghoe Beacon I began to wonder if it was the lack of 

miles in my legs that made the going hard, watching Brad and little Dave disappear 

up the road. A quick look back to see Albert struggling assured me that it was the 

long and gradual climb that was sapping the strength from my legs. At the top, by 

the Beacon, I joined Brad and Dave, who were admiring the tremendous view, as 

well as watching the model gliders battle with the air currents. Once Albert joined 

us, comfortably pedalling one of his selection of 30 inch gears, we made the (rapid) 

descent to the other side of the Beacon. A good thing about the Icknield Way is 

that it is uphill to London, so we hardly had to pedal right until the outskirts of 

Aylesbury. Deciding that a cup of tea and a snack would not go amiss, we rode 

right into the middle of town, like four hungry cowboys and selected a Hamburger 

Bar for our stop. 

Little Dave, growing lad that he is, managed a king-size hamburger and chips 

for his snack and even managed to knock over his cup of tea. From our vantage 

point near the window, we could view both our bikes and also the scenery as it 

walked by, carrying shopping, pushing prams, etc. There was still time in hand so 

Albert took us through the scenic route from Aylesbury to Bicester. By this time, 

the less energetic amongst our group were beginning to feel the effects of all these 

miles and so did not fully appreciate the beauties of Whitchurch, North Marston, 

various Claydons, Marsh Gibbon or Launton. Stopping to repair a puncture on little 

Dave’s bike, a Unity C.C. member caught us on his way home from work. He left 

us at Bicester, quickly joined by Brad and little Dave who lost us in the traffic. Not 

knowing whether or not the intrepid duo know the way, Albert and myself waited 

at the Middleton Stoney road for quite some time, before finally carrying on. Those 

last three miles or so, miles that represent an eternity for us closet cyclists and it 

was with a great deal of relief (and pain) that I was able to dismount. 
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Pat Wade, Win’s daughter, had arranged to transport our luggage as well as 

Win and Gerry Lumsden. However, we knew that there would be a wait, as she 

was not leaving until tea-time. Derek Marsh made us very welcome, where we 

joined George White, Reg Baxter, Arthur Batty, Peter and Jonathan Beresford and 

later on Pete Smith. Reviving cups of tea and a quick kip on the lawn did wonders 

for my metabolism. A quick inspection of the rooms and a bath, clean clothes (Pat 

had made it) and the renowned fish and chips for evening meal rounded off a tiring 

but enjoyable (!!) day. Threats of going to the pub had been flying for weeks 

before but it must be me getting old, as it wasn’t long before my bed was calling. 

However, the others shall remain nameless as I can’t afford any more libel suits. 

Everyone was up bright and early on the Saturday morning, anxiously 

inspecting the weather to see what the riding conditions were going to be like. A 

slight wind .prevailed but there was plenty of sun, so much so that I decided to go 

out in shorts, displaying my unshaven legs to an unsuspecting world. As usual the 

breakfast was up to its usual standards, with both the quality and quantity being 

excellent. Whilst breakfasting we could see the cook preparing the by now famous 

packed lunches. One of the big questions was whether or not we could find a pub 

who would allow us to eat our own food in their grounds. 

Pete Smith had decided on a route of sorts, so we set off at a slow pace, to 

cater for George and Reg and also one amongst us with a severe case of saddle-

soreness. Our route took us through Steeple Ashton, Duns Tew, Great Tew and 

then slowly towards Hook Norton. I think that the great Influence here must have 

been a brewery but no one will guarantee that. Finding it shut on our arrival, we 

then went through Whichford aiming for the Wolfords. George White, whose thigh 

was playing up, had already achieved his daily quota of miles and we still had to 

get back, so after waiting at the top of a very long climb, we continued without 

him. We did not seem to be getting near anywhere to stop and time was dragging 

on. It was around this point that my left Achilles tendon began to swell and became 

painful whenever I stretched it, something which did not aid me in any cycling. 

However, at the top of another climb I could see Arthur Batty waiting for me as, by 

this time, everyone had gone. It was reminiscent of old events, Arthur shouting, 

“Not far to go now” as I struggled up the hill on one leg. 

We had reached a pub in the village of Little Wolford and the landlord had no 

qualms about us sitting on the grass outside and devouring our fare. My tendon 

was by now very painful and very sore, so I decided not to carry on the ride but get 

back the quickest way that I could. Pete Smith pointed out a route on the map that 

looked quite straight, omitting to mention that the brown patches on the map which 

were on my route were hills. 

I set off, cycling with a peculiar gait, reaching Barton-on-the-Heath quite 

quickly as it is mainly downhill. My route was along the A3, through Chipping 

Norton, which turned out to be just like Halstead High Street, a steep climb, only 

about five times as long. My leg would not carry me up this so I had to walk. I 
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must have looked quite a sight, with funny cycling shoes, hairy legs, salt-encrusted 

face, softly cursing Pete Smith. Eventually I got back, after some very slow and 

painful miles. To cap it all, no one was around although I could see George 

White’s bike. There was nothing to do and once I had fallen over on the shiny floor 

in the Schoolhouse (I still had my cycling shoes on), there was nothing for it except 

remain stationary on the lawn in the reclining position. 

The others returned a few hours later and, after a wash and brush-up, we had 

the evening meal. It was Saturday night, my birthday, and the night was young, so 

we limped down to the local for a few drinks. However, the events of the day had 

taken quite a toll on my energy reserves so it wasn’t long before I was on my way 

to bed. 

Sunday morning was quite dismal, spots of rain and a bit of a wind. I had 

managed to get a lift in Pat’s car, along with Win and Gerry but, as there was not 

room for my bike that had to stay there for me to pick up another time. This was 

certainly a different Middleton Stoney weekend but the weather was good, the food 

was good and the company was good, something which always helps The welcome 

from Derek Marsh and the staff was as warm and attentive as ever and our thanks 

to them. I think I’ll be there next time. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°460August 1991 

Middleton Stoney 1991 

by Christine Smith 

As this weekend is one of the highlights of our cycling year, and I finished 

work early on Thursday afternoon I cleaned by bike for the trip to Middleton 

Stoney. Those of us who were leaving Friday morning for a ‘leisurely’ ride down, 

met at Waltham Abbey Roundabout. The morning was grey and damp and before I 

reached the meeting place my bike was again looking like its usual self. Albert and 

Peter Beresford were already there and Howard soon arrived, then we were 

whirring our way through Cheshunt, past Whisker’s and before long reached 

Panshanger Golf Course where we stopped for elevenses, just before the rain really 

fell down. 

After scrumptious fruit pie and coffee the rain eased and we were on our way 

again. We took the usual route and arrived at The Chequers at Whipsnade 

sometime after one o’clock. We had no trouble getting lunch as we seemed to be 

the only customers. After lunch we pressed on although it was still raining. Up and 

down we went through the undulating countryside when I found myself up the 

front with Howard. As we slowed for Albert and Pete, who were doing the map 

reading, Howard said to me 

“Listen - it sounds like you might have a puncture!” 

Sure enough in the wet the air was blowing bubbles out of my rear tyre. My 

heart sank - taking out a rear wheel and changing the tube - all in the rain. Then I 
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thought - I can see the puncture so if I am careful and keep everything dry I can put 

a patch on it, which is what I did. The rain does sometimes have its uses. 

When we arrived Arthur and Gerry were there with the kettle on and George 

White and Jack Dunn arrived soon after. Peter Smith arrived a bit later as he had 

been getting the miles in, Martin came by car as he had had to go to classes on 

Friday, Simon stayed at home as his A Levels were starting after the weekend and 

Dave Youell and Dave Wright were to come on Saturday. After dinner we all 

stepped down to The Jersey Arms which we found still as timeless as ever. 

On Saturday we set out for our favourite lunch place, The Swan at Swinbrook 

(which is easier to say before lunch than after). We stopped for elevenses at 

Charlbury with the Women’s Institute and after a short diversion by the chasing 

bunch we arrived at Swinbrook. We had eaten our sandwiches and were looking at 

maps when someone said that they thought DaveYouell was leaving home early 

that morning to meet us for lunch, so we couldn’t rush off without him and while 

we waited we had another round. Then Pete B. discovered he had a flat tyre. 

Eventually we left just as the Cup Final started, Peter S. never travels without his 

pocket radio. 

We all started the ride back together but then split into two and got separated. 

Howard won the sprint from the leading bunch. The two Daves were already there. 

Dave Youell didn’t make lunch as he had not finished work until midnight the 

night before and didn’t get up as early as planned and Dave Wright had been 

running a meeting at Eastway on Saturday afternoon. 

All too soon it was Sunday morning and after the now obligatory 

photographic session we said our goodbyes to Derek and Barbara and were on our 

way. The ride home was uneventful until after lunch, at The Traveller’s Rest in 

Edlesborough, when Peter S. got a puncture, which was soon fixed. We wanted to 

get back to Goffs Oak in time for afternoon tea at the Garden Centre, and arrived 

just as the closed sign went up. Albert sweet talked the lady behind the counter and 

got her to put the kettle back on, he can be a really oily devil when he tries (I 

suppose that’s also how I came to be writing this). Anyway we were served 

provided we sat outside which was no problem. Then in no time we were back 

where it all began at Waltham Abbey roundabout. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°496 August/November 2001 

A Letter from Derek Marsh 

I was very sorry to read that Reg Baxter had died. It is remembering the visits 

to Villiers Park, Middleton Stoney and seeing Jack Dunn has mentioned the 

weekends at Middleton Stoney in his tribute to Reg, that has prompted me to let 

your members who visited Villiers Park know of some recent decisions of its 

Trustees. 

I remind members that predominantly the work of Villiers Park was to run 

short residential reading parties/courses for sixth formers to excite them more 
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about their subjects and to give a glimpse of the type of the teaching they could 

meet at university. Peter Smith's son, Simon, had taken part in one of these 

courses. In the mid 1980s there was a second Villiers Park created at Foxton, near 

Cambridge.  

Nearly five years after I retired, last October, the Trustees decided that the 

best future for The Trust (now re-named Villiers Park Educational Trust) would be 

to run mostly courses for teachers with only a few courses for students. In this way, 

they feel, the inspirational experience the students obtained at Villiers Park will be 

done by the teachers in the schools' classrooms. (I don't think so, but I am writing 

mostly to inform rather than comment!!). All this is going to be done at FOXTON 

and in order to give teachers single en-suite rooms, it is necessary to build a third 

building there and because The Baring Foundation, under whose wing the Villiers 

Park Educational Trust is now enveloped, is unable to provide the money to keep 

both centres running, the centre at Middleton Stoney is going to close at the end of 

June and the buildings and land sold to raise the money for the additional 

development in Cambridgeshire: so the place where those lovely cycling weekends 

of the 1970’s will no longer be! 

That there will no longer be a Villiers Park, Middleton Stoney is sad, as I 

know your first President, Major the Hon. Arthur Villiers, who was one of four 

founder members of the Trust, wanted an educational centre in the country and 

village of his family's ancestral (Earls of Jersey) seat and, of course, the DIRECT 

help to youth is being watered down. Having spent of my working life with the 

Trust setting up and developing the Middleton Stoney project, naturally, 

personally, I am very disappointed. 

Some work will continue in Oxfordshire, from an Oxford office, large 2 or 3 

day ‘outreach’ courses will be organised at universities for 200 to 300 students in 

the school holidays. Staff reduced to two – a manager and a secretary. I only hope, 

and do hope, the new plans work. One consolation is that the work does go on, 

even if it is different and mostly in Cambridgeshire. Time will tell. 

I sign off with good wishes to the Club’s success and to the members whom I 

know. 

Some work will continue in Oxfordshire, from an Oxford office, large 2 or 3 

day ‘outreach’ courses will be organised at universities for 200 to 300 students in 

the school holidays. Staff reduced to two – a manager and a secretary. 

I only hope, and do hope, the new plans work. One consolation is that the 

work does go on, even if it is different  

Yours sincerely 

 Derek Marsh 



407 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°527 Summer 2016 

Dear Christine and Peter, 

A couple of years ago I suddenly thought it had been a long time since I’d 

received an Eagle Rd magazine and, being unable to contact Dave Wright, I went 

to your website and was told  either by e-mail or later by phone that the only way 

to keep in touch would be via the club’s website. I did it once and then it went out 

of my orbit! 

Because I used to help Major Villiers with his Regimental (Queen’s Own 

Oxfordshire Hussars –D Squadron) re-unions, after he died (1969) I continued 

helping  one of his Yeomen with the re-unions and they were kept going until 

1992. As a consequence, I got to know a lot of the WW1 soldiers and developed a 

keen interest in the QOOH (also known as Oxfordshire Yeomanry).  Later I 

became a trustee of The OY Trust and do some voluntary archiving for it. The 

OYT and the Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire Light Infantry formed a Soldiers 

of Oxfordshire Trust (SOFO) and in sept 1914 a SOFO Museum was opened in 

Woodstock, by Princess Anne. 

I tell you this because about a year ago I met a visitor (David Hibberd) to the 

museum and while in conversation with him Eagle Road Club was mentioned as 

his uncle, Ted Williams, was a member. I then told him about my association and 

Arthur Villiers’s association with ERC, including the talks I gave at the ERC 

Dinner and the Club’s visits to Middleton Stoney. He said he had a photo of a 

dinner which he would send me. It transpired, he could not locate it so things were 

left in abeyance. However, this April, he contacted me again as he had found the 

photo and he sent me a copy. I shall send it to you immediately after I’ve finished 

typing this as I ‘m not sure how to attach it to this. 

And then, in the same month, I get your letter, dated 29th April, with the 

magazines! What a coincidence! David had asked me if ERC still existed. I told 

him it did but was not sure if it still used the Club at Ugley. On contacting the 

bursar of the Villiers Park Educational Trust, I discovered that your Club House 

was being sold ‘subject to contract.’ Sad as I was to learn that, I was pleased to 

read in one of your magazines that your lease has been extended until a date in 

1917, which will obviously give the club more time to think, make decisions and 

come to a conclusion as to how to proceed. 

I have read the magazines now and was pleased to see that the club is active 

and it appears to be making good use of the cycling facility at the Velodrome on 

the Olympic site, part of which was the Eton Manor Sports Ground. The Eton 

Manor War Memorials are now erected in the area of the site known as Eton 

Manor. It is the area where the Olympic Wheelchair Tennis tournament was played 

and there are now hockey pitches on it. 

It was very kind of you to send the magazines having come across my 

address. I liked the magazine - you do a good job there, Christine.I shall forward 

David Hibberd’s e-mail which has the photo attached.  
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With all good wishes to you both and any others who might remember us and 

Middleton Stoney from Barbara and me. 

 

Kind regards, Derek 
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9.   R A N D O N N É E S 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°448 November 1988 

The ‘Hot Cross Bun’ Randonnée  

At fairly short order (the 50 km loop was only surveyed on the Thursday 

before the event) a 100 km ‘Populaire’ and 150 km ‘Hardrider’ Randonnée for the 

club was run on Easter Monday. The course went up through the lanes from the 

Clubhouse, by way of Saffron Walden, Linton and Newmarket to the control at 

Kentford, with the 150 km course then going on a loop over to Culford, near Bury 

St. Edmunds and back to Kentford, with the return more or less paralleling the 

outward journey back to Debden and the Clubhouse by way of Radwinter. 

The entry was heartening 22 starting including 8 guests from other 32
nd

 

Association clubs and with 15 completing the 100 and 5 the 150 within the time 

limits. There was a cold north-easterly gale blowing which made it very hard 

indeed going out and, with various people going adrift from the detailed course 

instructions, some odd groupings resulted. Christine Smith was heard to wonder 

how it could be that she was able to ride in a group headed by Liam Ward and, at 

one time, there was the bizarre sight of him on the front pedalling a 59” gear 

(normally one would say “twiddling” but not with that wind) while, alongside him, 

Rina Brown of the Glade CC at about half his size was slowly churning something 

like a 90” windmill. 

Needless to say, the control at Kentford, staffed by Ivy and Gerry Lumsden 

and Olive Ayton, with its supply of tea and hot cross buns, was a very popular 

sight. To limit the time the Kentford control was to be open, the time limit for the 

150 had been put to 19 kph rather than the usual 15 kph; a significant difference in 

these conditions but 5 riders departed on the loop. All arrived back at Kentford for 

the second time with time in hand although Albert Ayton reckoned that he 

wouldn’t have made it had the left turn at the end of Culford village, which brought 

the wind behind, been half a mile farther on. With the wind still as strong the return 

was a compensatory float and the non-qualifiers had more to do with licensing 

hours than inability to turn the pedals. It showed, to many country and roads they 

hadn’t previously seen and, despite the conditions, all enjoyed the day hugely and 

the general feeling was, “When’s the next one?” 

 Club Randonnée statistics  -  22 riders including one tandem. 

14 Eagles 2 Shaftesbury (the tandem) 1 Viking (Chris Smith)          

3 Victoria 1 Glade 1 Easterley 

15 (including the tandem) completed 100 km inside the time limit 

5 completed the 150 km inside the time limit 

4 completed the 100 km but outside the time limit 

Ivy and Gerry and Olive staffed the Kentford control (with tea and Hot X Buns) 

Arthur Jacobs and Dave Lewis ran the finish control. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°448 November 1988 

Repeat Dose 

by Albert Ayton 

Since first riding: the Dorset Coast Randonnée in 1982 I’d wanted to have 

another go but there always seemed to be a clash with the Middlemarkers 25. This 

year they were a week apart and, somehow or other, the whole thing blossomed 

into a club weekend with nine of us riding. The Sunday morning was frosty but the 

sun stayed out and the winds, light and variable at first, settling down into the 

south east. This made one or two sluggish stretches from Toller Down through 

Dorchester down to Weymouth in the latter part but not too troublesome. 

Not unexpectedly, the others had vanished from my sight by Studland but I 

wasn’t trying too hard to keep up anyway. Instead, I sat up enjoying the 

magnificent view from the top of the hill over Poole Harbour and Brownsea Island. 

There were primrose clumps and lesser celandine in the hedges and the blackthorn 

bushes were so thickly covered in white flower as to seem covered in frost despite 

the sunshine. 

Creech Hill was a stagger up on to the top of the Purbeck Hills but gave a 

good run down to Weymouth where the others were leaving the control as I 

arrived. The road to Abbotsbury is a very sporting stretch, lumpy, even, and then, 

once through the village, a long string of riders, (there were 520 entries in all) 

stretching up the hill, pedalling, honking, walking, take your choice, I made it on 

the bike but not without a couple of halts for breath. At the top was the Eagle 

supporters group; our ambassador to Wessex, George Venus and his friend, Betty, 

had Linda and Alison aboard from the Dickel and Sewell establishments, while Ivy 

Lumsden was driving Gerry, Olive and Arthur Jacobs, complete, needless to say, 

with some refreshment.  

The warmed air over the cold sea made it hazy but the view from here along 

the coast over Chesil Beach was marvellous as also the glimpses of the coastline 

obtained from the road into Bridport. Somebody had said that the flat route into 

Charmouth had been chosen but, after the hairy plummet in the narrow lanes from 

Dottery, I was sure we were going to have a climb into Whitchurch Canonicorum 

(what a lovely name to roll off the tongue and what a shame to shorten it merely to 

Whitchurch on the signposts!) and so it proved. Hereabouts I was riding with a 

couple of young lads who hadn’t learned the art of the extra bit of pressure over the 

top of a hill to ensure that hard work wasn’t wasted by getting a good start on the 

descent, so we yo-yo’d bit. 

At Charmouth, Eric Peachey and Pete Smith had left already and the others 

were on the point. I didn’t fancy the menu and, with a 1
st
 category climb following 

hard on, rode to the top of that (not nearly as hard as Abbotsbury) and had a ham 

roll and piece of bread pudding, sitting on a tree stump in the woods at the top, 

watching the field passing. The signpost to Littlewindsor had been broken and was 

missing but a conference with a trio with whom I had been riding, established it as 
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the right course leading eventually to the sharp drop through the tunnel to 

Beaminster. From here up to Toller Down is real collar work. Classed as two 3
rd

 

category climbs, Pete Smith, swears the first one is worse than Abbotsbury. The 

Lumsden, Jacobs, Ayton party was at the top of the first and a welcome sight. 

At Dorchester George Venus and party were shepherding us as they had at 

Charmouth. The others were in the control cafe with pie, chips and beans et al and, 

by cutting down my lunch stop, I had obviously made up time. The last time I rode 

I aimed for 11 hours for the 200 km (including 6000, feet of climbing, incidentally) 

but was 55 minutes outside, today I had the same 11 hour aim. A quick calculation 

at Dorchester revealed that to achieve that ride I had to cover the last 27½ miles in 

1 hr. 54m. so I stopped not for anything but jacked it into a higher gear and got 

cracking. 

I went wrong just past Clouds Hill, thereby putting on an extra distance which 

could have been crucial and, even worse blunder, throwing confusion among the 

support party waiting on the correct road when I didn’t appear. Brian Dickel, Liam 

Ward and Brad Sewell went even more wrong by embarking on a tour of the 

Bovington Camp of the Royal Armoured Corps. They overtook me approaching 

Wareham and kept with me up through Lytchett Minster and, as we neared the 

finish, we coalesced into a seven strong group as Dave F and Howard Grace then 

Phil Jolly came up. The last hill on the Old Wareham Road stretched the string bit 

but all accepted that we finish together and, if we hurried, bang on the time I had 

planned and their solicitude even extended to a groom to hold my horse so that I 

could dash to make sure of the 1900 timing. Eric had got mixed with a fast bunch 

of West Kenters, kept his end up and had finished almost two hours earlier while 

Pete Smith was also inside 10 hours. 

Altogether a very good weekend, I had found the Rosemount Hotel from the 

C.T.C. handbook and it was clean, comfortable, helpful proprietors, palatable food 

and, I thought good value. The beautiful weather on the day had, of course, been a 

big factor which cannot be relied on at this season but when somebody said 

“Again - next year”, nobody dissented.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°448 November 1988 

Coast to Crest 

by Eric Peachey 

August Bank Holiday weekend saw a gathering of twenty-five Eagles and 

friends in Bala, North Wales. We had come together for the Merseyside CTC 

District Association’s ‘Wild Wales’ ride. The course ran from Bala down to 

Tywyn on the coast and back to Llangower on the shores of Bala Lake, The 

distance was about 80 or so miles - 45 miles shorter than the Dorset Coast event 

earlier in the year. 

I first saw the event advertised in Cycling and immediately sent off for details. 

I know North Wales well and have enjoyed many holidays there. I had no 



412 

hesitation entering the event - what better way is there of spending a weekend? 

Certainly not battering your way up the E.72 for 25, 50 or 100 miles. Albert Ayton 

had also entered the event. He and I managed to interest a few others in coming 

along - probably because of the successful Dorset weekend which everybody 

enjoyed. 

For some, the day of the event did not start off too well. The group staying at 

one guest house only managed a meagre breakfast. The landlady served breakfast 

later that we had thought. Too late for it to settle in our tummies before the 

strenuous first 13 miles of the ride. 

What a 13 miles from Bala up the Cwm Hirnant, down to Lake Vyrnwy and 

up the Eunant Valley to Bwlch y Groes. There’s a really nasty climb over the head 

of Cwm Hirnant; just when you think you’ve got to the top, you round a bend and 

it goes up yet further and steeper. The shock was too much for some; Micky 

Griffiths almost got off and sat down! I cheated, I’d rested half way up because of 

a loose crank. I was saved (if that’s the right word) from having to walk up, when a 

passing rider tightened the fixing bolt. Riding down to Lake Vyrnwy was really 

exhilarating. If you like wet, narrow, steep, gritty winding roads you’d have loved 

it. The road up the sharply undulating Eunant Valley to the first check point at 

Bwlch y Groes was equally testing. Here, everybody had a welcome cup of tea 

amongst the dozens of cyclists. Somehow, Dean’s family, with Linda and Alison, 

had managed to drive along the crowded roads to meet us. 

The next mile didn’t take long, down the steepest part of the Bwlch y Groes. 

With parts of the descent as steep as 1 in 4, some decided it was safer to walk 

down. Others, throwing caution to the wind, gaily shot down the hill, oblivious to 

the dangers of wandering sheep and the gated hairpin bend at the bottom! Great 

Fun!  

The ride then took us down the pleasant Dovey Valley. Through Dinas 

Mawddwy, Aberangell, Cemmaes Road and on past Machynlleth. Most of the 

group took lunch along this stretch of the ride. The beer drinkers of the party 

managed to satisfy their needs at a pub in Pennal. I don’t think they really knew 

what was ahead of them in the so-called ‘Happy Valley’. This route, which has its 

fair share of 1 in 7 inclines, goes straight over the hills to Tywyn instead of 

following the gentler coastal roads. The secret check point was along this road, just 

after the worst climb. The two Liverpudlian marshals standing by the road in the 

chill wind looked blue with cold. The weather in the early part of the day was not 

all that good. Most of us got wet as we approached Tywyn. 

Heading north-east from Tywyn, we had the wind on our backs. By now, I 

was riding along with Albert because my companion had dropped out of the event. 

In front of us was the main group of Eagles (Brian, Brad, Dean, Howard and 

friend, and Liam). Behind were Pete Beresford, Mick Griffiths and Pete Brown. 

We had a quiet ride up to Lake Tal-y-llyn, enjoying the scenery and making the 
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most of the easy going before the steady climb up the valley between Cadair Idris 

and Mynydd Fron Fraith. 

After a warming cuppa at The Cross Foxes Hotel we climbed the Bwlch 

Derddrws, This is another longish climb with stretches of 1 in 7 or more. At the 

summit, the road drops down through a magnificent valley to Dinas Mawddwy. 

Another chance to ride like a madman! Liam nearly came off at the bend after the 

initial steep descent. 

The worst climb of all is yet to come. After nearly seventy miles and a day in 

the saddle, the ride took us up the Bwlch y Groes. Whoever designed the route 

must have had a sadistic streak in them. The Bwlch reaches 1790 ft above sea level 

and is the highest pass in Wales. You can see the worst of the climb in the distance 

shortly after Llanymawddwy. It was easy to spot with dozens of brightly dressed 

riders (walkers by now) making the ascent. Not one of the Eagles made it to the top 

by bike. Some riders were making valiant efforts to cycle up the hill - making short 

assaults and then taking a breather before trying again. I’d spoken to a local earlier 

in the day; he’d seen some of the Milk Race riders climb the hill on foot. 

At the top there’s a chance to grab a cup of tea and a biscuit. By now Pete 

Beresford had caught us up after his extensive lunch stop. We decided not to hang 

around, it was getting late and cold and nobody wanted to miss their hard earned 

evening meal. After a chilling descent to the finish, we collected our ‘gongs’ and 

headed for food. 

To round off the day, our party met in The White Lion Hotel. A chance for 

Liam to meet other riders and compare speeds on the descents - 52? I only did 48! 

Micky and Peter turned up to continue their lunch break - they were the last to 

finish but still got medals. 

I think everybody enjoyed the trip despite the long haul up to North Wales. 

Some said they preferred it to the Dorset weekend because the people were 

friendlier. Next year we’ll have to organise more Club weekends. 

Anybody got any ideas?  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°449 December 1988 

The Autumn Randonnée  

by Christine Smith 

Everything about the day was perfect. The sun shone, from dawn to dusk; 

there was no wind at first and then a rising back wind home. As we set out from 

the Clubhouse in a westerly direction it was bit cold and frosty. But, in no time, we 

had whirred to Manuden and I was no longer cold, then it got faster! About here 

there was a breakaway with Dave Youell, Bob Ambrose and Simons, Hewins and 

Smith being led by Peter Smith, also known as ‘Pounding Pete’, who had the 

course details fixed to his handlebars. The rest of us, Brian, Dean, Martin, Mick 

and the Peters, Brown and Beresford, made sure we stayed with Albert where we 
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enjoyed the scenery. He had picked out an excellent route through the lanes with 

some superb views. 

We went through Furneaux Pelham to Buntingford, where Simon Smith re-

joined us, then on to Sandon. After some more R and L’s (rights and lefts), on to 

Gamlingay and then to the control at Waresley. Here Olive, Ivy and Gerry had 

parked in a gateway. They had cups of tea and coffee ready, bread pudding and 

scones - all very welcome. The leading bunch had left about fifteen minutes before 

we arrived, and, a few minutes later, Liam and Howard turned up, having arrived, 

at the Clubhouse late. 

We got on our way almost together but, at the next junction, the road turned 

right and straight on went into a pub car park. The temptation was too much for 

Peter Beresford, Mick Griffiths and his friend, Peter and that was the last we saw 

of them. Albert was also adrift somewhere but we pressed on to Great Gransden. 

After a small diversion we got back on the right road, saw Albert in front of us and 

somehow managed to catch up with him. 

We went on through Caxton, Haslingfield, Shepreth, Elmdon, Arkesden - the 

hills seeming to get steeper but we got back to the Clubhouse inside the time limit. 

After a cup of tea and some more bread pudding, I had a hot shower! What luxury! 

After riding events elsewhere in the past I have been accustomed to changing at the 

side of the road and I keep forgetting that there are now showers at the Clubhouse, 

but this time I remembered. Soap, flannel, towel, shampoo, hairdryer, the works. 

Sometime later, Pete, Mick and Peter arrived singing - it sounded, a bit like “I 

did it my way.” They had stopped at a pub in Barrington, as had the first bunch. All 

they could talk about was the barmaid - apparently her make-up included black 

lipstick and she was so efficient, she almost had your drink in your hand before 

you ordered it. 

Thanks go to Albert for organising a very good day, also to Olive, Ivy and 

Gerry for keeping us going. We all enjoyed it very much. I think we were all a bit 

fitter and certainly more knowledgeable (some of us even looked at the map the 

night before) this time than when we rode Albert’s first randonnée in the spring. I 

look forward to the next one. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°451 May 1989 

The 1989 Hot X Bun Randonnée 

by Peter Smith 

The second Easter Monday Club Randonnée was well supported both by 

Eagles and by members of invited 32
nd

 Association clubs. A total of about l6 riders 

started out at 9 am on a bright and, some say, warm day for the end of March. 

The course was the same as last year, from the Clubhouse down the Chequers 

lane past the other clubhouses and up the hill to Widdington. This was where the 

event split into two bunches, the first consisting of three Easterley, Wendy, Helen 

and George Reynolds, one Comrades, Dave and three Eagles, Simon Hewins, Dave 
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Youell and myself. There were one or two others who started out in this group but 

soon decided to drop back to the others. This then consisted of Albert, who was 

again the organiser, John, Hayden, Dean and Mo, Martin and Simon, Ron and 

another of the Comrades. Brian. Dickel who had ridden a time trial in the morning 

had a motor assisted sprint to catch up and Howard, who arrived late, started out a 

long way behind the rest. 

By the time we reached Saffron Walden (15km) a nice steady pace had 

developed and it was evident that we would not have the nice easy ride back that 

we had last year. There is one big advantage of having ridden a course before and 

that is that you don’t have to keep checking the route and from West Wratting we 

fairly steamed along in the sunshine and were soon negotiating the horses of 

Newmarket. 

These are, of course, racehorses and are very highly strung and easily 

spooked. In Newmarket when they need to cross the road the riders have special 

switches to operate the traffic lights. By the way, did you know that if you 

approach a horse and rider from the rear on a quiet road, it is a very good idea to 

shout a warning from a long way back; this warns the horse that you are there. He 

can’t see behind and this will stop him being startled and throwing his rider in the 

hedge. I was given this tip by a jockey in the Yorkshire Dales. 

From Newmarket it is only another 5 miles to Kentford where Simon led out 

Dave on a long sprint. The control here at 55 km was manned by Ivy, Olive and 

Gerry also providing teas, coffee and hot X buns and scones- all very welcome. We 

stopped here for about 25 minutes having decided not to go on and ride the 150 

km. As we left Albert and co. arrived. They had seen Martin and Simon mending a 

puncture some miles back. Albert and, later, Howard did ride the 150km. 

The second half of the 100 was somewhat tougher but none the less pleasant. 

One or two of our group started to sag a bit but we all kept together without getting 

lost. We noticed a lot of squashed frogs in the road along the route. I didn’t know 

we had had that much rain. 

The final check was manned by Dave Lewis and Arthur Jacobs. 

Congratulations to all those who finished especially those who did it with a 

minimum of miles in training. Thanks to all the helpers and The Chequers for a 

good pint at the end. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°454 February 1990 

The Wessex 400 

by Peter Smith 

To ride one of these events had been in my mind since riding the Dorset Coast 

200 earlier last year, when I rode for a while with an AUK rider who related his 

experience in one of them. This event started in Salisbury at 2 p.m. on Saturday 

and you are allowed between 13½ and 27 hours to complete the course of 400 km. 

or about 250 miles. 
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45 of us started off towards Shaftesbury and the West. The pace was fairly hot 

at the front and, very soon, there were several smaller groups. After stopping at a 

secret control at about 20 km. we hammered on to the first control proper at 

Henstridge in the Blackmore Vale, a bit congested in the cafe so didn’t stop long. 

Westward again I left at the same time as a young lad with not much luggage 

and an older man who should have known better; they rushed off , at great speed 

and I thought of the distance to go and let them go within 15 miles I had passed 

them both and they tucked in on my wheel. The young lad was suffering a bit and 

the last I saw of him was stretched out beside the road before Bridgewater. On 

across the Quantocks, still into the headwind we had had since the start, but very 

warm and sunny. 

The top of the Quantocks gives a lovely view of the Bristol Channel and 

Wales. Down into Minehead into the setting sun I joined up with a very fit 

tricyclist and we worked up quite a head of steam to the control. The Minehead 

control was at a member’s house where soup, rolls, cakes and coffee (3 cups) was 

supplied in very comfortable surroundings with plenty of room as not many had 

reached there yet. I put lights on here and changed to thicker socks as my feet were 

playing up, didn’t put night clothes on yet as it was still very warm. 

The next stage took us over Exmoor to Exeter. This part of Exmoor is not 

open moorland but woodland. I changed clothes after about an hour (beside the 

road as it was pitch dark and very deserted). After a while I started to see a red 

light in the air above me, I thought I was coming to traffic lights but they never 

appeared. It took me some time to realise that it was a bike rear light and that I was 

catching someone, we passed the time of day (or night) for a while, then I carried 

on. 

The moon came up at about 10.30 to light the way but the ground mist 

developed and the scene became very ghostly. On through Tiverton and round 

Exeter to the night control at a motorway service area. I made a pig of myself here 

to get me on through the rest of the night. I don’t suppose many people arrive at the 

check-out with a lasagne and veg., two cakes and three different drinks. I did 

notice another rider who expected to survive on a plate of chips - he didn’t! 

With l48 miles done we now tackled the Dorset coast. The mist had become 

now thicker and quite damp so I donned racing cape and hood; it was almost like 

rain on the downhill bits. The lad I was riding with decided to have a lie down and 

I carried on. I had decided at the outset to walk up the very steep hills and took 

another pair of shoes without plates for this purpose and, although there were not 

all that many, it was useful. On another occasion I think I might fit lower gears. 

Everything had gone very smoothly so far but for a bit of indigestion after the 

motorway stop but at about 2 a.m., it all stopped, the bike, that is, with a loud 

crunch. I got off and looked and at first couldn’t see anything wrong except that the 

block didn’t turn. I took the wheel out and found the block loose on the wheel and 

thought the thread on the hub had stripped. Then I found a lot of small ball 
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bearings lying about and discovered that the locking disc which holds the block 

together wasn’t doing this anymore. My first fears that this had sheared were 

unfounded and I then spent a long time trying to screw it back on after replacing 

the balls. 

The brain doesn’t work very well at this time of the night when the body is 

telling it that it should be in bed, so it was some time before I discovered that the 

thread was a left hand one, I was greatly relieved when it worked. These repairs 

were carried out in the road, not beside the road, but in the road because there was 

a hedge right to the edge on both sides. It was pitch dark and, all the time I was 

there, not a single vehicle or bike came by.  

About an hour later it came off again but it was easier knowing what to do and 

again just as dawn was breaking, this time I could see what I was doing and made a 

better job of it with a makeshift hammer and screw- driver.  

The scenery approaching the control at Winterbourne Abbas is quite 

spectacular the more so on this occasion because the valleys were full of cotton 

wool and I, for the most part, was above it. The 49 miles to this control had taken 

me about 6 hours and, because it was at a Little Chef, and the time was still before 

7 a.m. it was closed. I didn’t worry too much because I knew there were other 

riders ahead of me and they had obviously carried on. The card was later 

completed by a helper manning a secret control.  

On through Dorchester and Piddletrenthide and the day was getting very 

warm so I changed clothes to as little as possible, then it’s Sturminster Newton and 

a killer of a climb up into Shaftesbury and the control at another Little Chef which, 

thankfully, was open. Several other riders were already here and some seemed out 

for the day but, fed and refreshed, and cheered by the knowledge that there was 

only another 20 miles to go, with a favourable wind, we pushed on to the finish at 

Salisbury Youth Hostel and a welcome coffee in a time of 22 hours 6 minutes. 

After a rest and a chat with the other riders for an hour I drove home,  

A very enjoyable event made better by good weather and a very nice route. I don’t 

know how many completed the course but I believe it was more than half of those 

who started. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°456 August 1990 

The Dorset Coast 200km Randonnée 

 by Simon Smith 

As we began it was sunny with a fairly strong wind but riot too cold. We left 

the ferry with a back wind and all of the riders in one bunch which began to stretch 

out. A couple-of minutes after we left, looking behind and in front, all I could see 

was cyclists. At this time all but one of the four other Eagles were in front of me. 

After about twenty minutes I settled into my own pace riding with a group that 

were going at about my speed. 
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It was at this point that I discovered my first puncture of the day. While I was 

trying to get my tyre off, two men on a motor-cycle decided that this was riveting 

stuff and that it must be recorded for future generations to see. As you can imagine, 

being filmed while mending a puncture did not aid me in doing so in any way. It 

was, however, much to the amusement of the rest of the field who were now 

passing me. 

By the time I got going again I was right at the end of the field. This, 

unfortunately, meant that I was unable to ride with anybody else as the people I 

was passing were going too slow. Peter Beresford was just leaving as I got to the 

first control and I didn’t stop for long as I was eager to get on and catch up with 

him. 

The bit I will remember most is Abbotsbury, the steepest climb of the ride. I 

got into my lowest gear of a 42 chainring with a 28 sprocket. Although this is a 

very low gear, I could have done with a slightly lower one. Albert and Olive Ayton 

and Gerry and Ivy Lumsden were at the top and they gave me a much appreciated 

cup of coffee and told me that Pete had only just left. 

I rode from Abbotsbury to the lunchtime control partly on my own and partly 

in a group. About five miles before I got there I got hunger knock but had plenty of 

food with me so I soon cured that. I only stayed at the control long enough to get 

my card, signed and had lunch at a pub in Marchwood called The Bottle where I 

met Peter Beresford and my father. Peter had a couple of pints of cider at the pub 

and left a few minutes before us. We next met him walking up the next small bump 

in the road after the pub. He said there was something wrong with his legs, I can’t 

think why! 

The support car gave us some more refreshments at the top of a second 

category climb about 10 miles later and Pete got there just as we were leaving. 

Soon afterwards I got my second puncture of the day, Pete passed us while we 

were fixing it but we caught him up again not long before the next control. About 

ten miles before the finish we got into a group who were going at just the right 

speed to take us home. However, about 5 miles later, I started to suffer and had to 

drop off and take it easy for a while. I did 132 miles in the end and enjoyed all but 

the last five. I look forward to doing it again next year. Thank you Olive, Ivy, 

Gerry and Albert for all your support and encouragement. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°462 February 1992 

1991 Super Randonnée Series 

By Peter Smith 

1991 being Paris-Brest-Paris year I decided to have a go at riding the 

qualifying events. These are randonnées of 200, 300, 400, and 600 kilometres 

(known as a Super Randonnée Series) to be completed by fixed dates, 20
th

 April, 

11
th

 May, 2
nd

 June, 22
nd

 June respectively. In any of the previous three years these 

dates would have been no problem, as we have had some very mild winters, this 



419 

year was different, I started with the Colchester Rovers C.C. Estuaries 200 on 16
th

 

March originally quoted as 217k then extended to 228k, we eventually had to ride 

an extra 20k at the end to make the distance up to 200k. The route was very nice 

taking in the estuaries of Suffolk and a bit of Essex/Suffolk border country, the 

weather forecast was for wind and rain but, as is often the case in this part of the 

country, it was wrong and we had a bright but breezy day. By the first control at 

Shotley I found myself almost at the front of the field and alone, Keith Miller 

caught me approaching Orwell Bridge but I let him go on the lumpy bits a few 

miles later. I rode with various people through the day, found a good pub at lunch 

time and finished in good time feeling quite pleased with myself. 

The first requirement of a randonneur is to have a wife who is prepared to 

kick you out of bed at 2 a.m. then go back to sleep. The ‘Mid- Anglian 300’ on 

April 20
th

 started at 4.30 a.m. at Capel St Mary on a bitterly cold Saturday, many 

entrants did not appear, and some who did were having second thoughts about 

starting. There was more than an hour of darkness to go after the start and we had 

quite a strong group going until we crossed over the A45 on to the A140, this is a 

long straight road going all the way to Norwich, as we made our way north I began 

to notice white, patches on the road wherever there was no hedge. I mentioned this 

to another rider and we quickly came to the conclusion that it was ice! We spread 

the word but before long there was a crash from the back of the bunch and we had 

our first casualties, there were several more crashes before we arrived at Norwich 

luckily there were no serious injuries although we did hear later that there were 

some more serious crashes in groups behind us. 

As we arrived at the Norwich control it was starting to snow, Jaqui Denny had 

kindly given the use of her house as the control and we were soon enjoying 

breakfast of coffee, toast, sausages, cereals etc. By the time we left there was an 

inch of snow on the road, people seemed to have various views about which was 

the correct route from here so I found myself riding alone for a few miles. I 

eventually joined up with Kenny Baker of the Colchester Rovers, the snow had 

stopped by the time we reached Reedham Ferry and we made good time to the next 

control at Dunwich, at this time of year a desolate place but the café was open and 

very welcome. Suitably refreshed I sneaked away on my own to try to find the 

place where the buildings are falling into the sea, I didn’t fancy doing rough stuff 

so soon abandoned this idea and continued on my way. 

The next control was at a garden centre at Stonham, having covered 200k I 

decided it was lunch time so I found a good pub where the landlord let me eat my 

own food and provided a very good pint. On again to Chedburgh where the control 

was at the home of another keen member, I made a mistake here by not having 

anything to eat, only a coffee, and after only a few more miles I suddenly felt very 

saggy and had to stop to eat some of my emergency rations. It was still very cold 

and the sky was getting dark so I thought we were in for some more snow but 

instead there was a torrential downpour of rain during which I went off course and 
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rode through a 1ft deep flood, the final stretch to the finish was not too bad but 

during this I decided to eat a banana I had carried all day in the side pocket of my 

saddlebag, have you ever tried to eat a frozen banana? 

I chose the Frodsham event for my 400k on 11
th

 May. Frodsham is 200 miles 

up the M1 and M6 near Chester, the start time of 11 a.m. meant that I didn’t need 

to leave home until 6.30 a.m. to get there in plenty of time. The route was into 

Wales - Bryneglwys, Dolgellau, then two loops each about 80k, one south by the 

coast and back inland, then north by the coast and back inland making a figure of 

eight, then back to Frodsham via Llangollen. There were about 75 riders, mainly 

from the North and Midlands and there were a couple from Wessex. I. left the start 

with the first group and found myself up the front, for the first few miles we. kept 

up a fair pace until caught by a faster group including Sheila Simpson, this broke 

my group up so I tagged on to what was left of the faster group, a secret control 

suddenly appeared and on dismounting I managed to catch my shoe in the rear 

wheel quick release lever, while I was messing about with this the bunch got away, 

I went after them but at the first steep hill, yes, you’ve guessed it, I pulled the 

wheel over again, having given up the chase I rode to the first control café alone 

and enjoyed the scenery. It was a surprise to find most of those who were in front 

of me still at the café when I got there, they had been told that they were early and 

had to wait for the control to open, I think the course was short up to this point but 

not to worry. I ventured to take my long legs off here but kept sleeves on, it still 

wasn’t that warm. 

The leg to Dolgellau was fairly easy and arrived there at tea time then on 

round the coast southwards, on the map this looks fairly flat, it Is in fact quite 

lumpy, after the control at Aberdovey the road turns inland to Machynlleth and 

then a long climb up and over the Cader Idris and back to Dolgellau 200k halfway. 

The catering at this control was in a drill hall manned by local Weaver Valley R.C. 

members, basic but adequate. Leaving here on the northern loop it was dark but 

once on to the coast road it was relieved by the seaside lights, the far control was 

near the Maentwrog Power Station, lit up like a Christmas tree. A nasty climb up 

from here and unable to see where the top was in the dark I stopped for a picnic 

when I thought I was there, only to find there was another fifteen minutes of up but 

a nice downhill to the control the last one at Dolgellau. A lot of tired looking faces 

here this time and people sleeping in the most peculiar places. I had a couple of 

cups of coffee and a snack and pressed on. This next leg was nasty, mostly uphill 

past Bala and in mist or rain all the way to Llangollen where the control was in a 

public car park might sound a bit frugal but at 4.30a.m. with the organiser (Ron 

Sant) brewing coffee and soup, with cake and deck chairs to sit on it was heaven. 

The final stage was supposed to be 62k but was a bit longer due to a bit of off 

course and some extra to make up for the shortage earlier on. The sun came out 

and the final 20 miles or so were very pleasant, the finish was reached in good 
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time. The drive home was uneventful, I stopped for half an hour of sleep at a 

motorway service area and got home in time for tea.  

On 1
st
 June was the classic Windsor-Chester-Windsor 600k, that’s what it’s 

called and that’s where it used to go. These days it goes Marlow-Northwich-

Marlow basically the same route but avoiding the big towns. The event started at 6 

a.m. and my first mistake was not getting enough sleep the night before, I should 

have got an early night but didn’t and getting up at 5 a.m. left me short. Anyway, 

we got away sharp on time. I am not a fast starter and this combined with the climb 

up to Stokenchurch meant that I was left towards the rear of the field. Though once 

at the top I soon joined up with a nicely moving group with one particular bod who 

refused to be relieved of his place at the front of the bunch. We stayed together 

until just before Bicester where there was a control at a Little Chef, I carried on 

after my card had been stamped this being too early to stop. The route then went 

into the Cotswolds through Middleton Stoney and the next control at Stow on the 

Wold, St Edwards Café, very agreeable, and on to Kidderminster with the wind 

still in our faces. I joined up with Terry Cleary of the North Road C.C. along this 

stretch and we stayed together until the control at Frees Heath. Here the café was 

closed but we found another one very suitable and stoked up for the last leg to 

Northwich, Terry was a bit slower at eating and wanted to put some more clothes 

on (I hadn’t taken any off) so I went off alone, joined up with a fast moving trio 

and got to and left Northwich before dark, after a large helping of creamed rice. 

Somebody had mentioned on the last leg to the control that we seemed to be 

going very easily, the reason for this became clear once I left Northwich, the wind 

had turned round. I had hoped to get back to Kidderminster at 429k and have a 

sleep there but although I made good time to 400k, the terrain, the wind, the lack of 

sleep and now the suddenly very cold air combined to cause me to find a bench in 

Bridgnorth, cape up and have an hour’s shut-eye. This made all the difference and I 

got to the Kidderminster control just before dawn, there were a lot of dead bodies 

lying about. The 80k back to Stow on the Wold took quite a long time, the Vale of 

Evesham was nice but the climb up from Broadway was a real grovel, the St 

Edwards Café however made it all seem to be worth it. They appeared to be used 

to cyclist’s strange, eating habits and didn’t bat an eyelid when I ordered 

shepherd’s pie with all the vegetables, it was still only 10a.m. Bicester was the next 

stop reached by roads I know very well from many visits to Middleton Stoney. 

There was only 50k to go from Bicester, but lack of sleep was catching up with me 

and I had several stops along the way, it was a nice afternoon and, on one occasion 

I nodded off for an hour while listening to the cricket on my little radio. The H.Q.at 

Marlow was a welcome sight and there was a lot of delicious homemade food 

available of which I had more than my fair share. Once refreshed, I collected my 

P.B.P. entry form and headed for home. I had not yet made the final decision on 

whether to enter the P.B.P. but I had at least qualified.  



422 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°465 November 1992 

Where Eagles Dare (They Sometimes Fail!) 

or The 1992 Wild Wales Challenge 

by Les Ames  

With the advance party already in Wales, Hayden, Tracey and myself set off 

Saturday lunch time on August Bank Holiday for what seemed like a reasonable 

weekend in Bala, North Wales, for the Wild Wales Challenge. A ride through time 

checks organized by the Merseyside D.A., C.T.C. with a total of some 80 miles We 

were booked in to the Frondderw Guest House for the Saturday - but when we 

arrived half an hour before evening dinner, Glyn Jones, informed us we would be 

staying at Mr. Jones (not the same Jones) bungalow next door for two nights - a 

friendly place, indeed. 

Spirits were high when we sat down to dinner with the rest of the group. Bill, 

(I don’t know his surname) - who belongs to a midland club informed us that he 

had arrived a few days earlier and had ridden part of the course, it sounded fairly 

tough as he reported it had taken him two hours to ride the first 10 miles - we all 

thought how unfit he must be and laughed it off. 

Dinner - consisting of roast pork was well received with lots of ‘carbo’ 

loading in the form of spuds - just left everybody time for a quick bit of socialising 

and pre-ride chitchat down at The White Lion, where we quaffed a few pints of 

very nice ale. Early to bed, Hayden, Tracey and myself thought at 10.30 p.m., we 

couldn’t budge Pete and Rita Beresford – somehow it’s against his religion to leave 

a pub until closing time. Back at the Bungalow we bad a light supper awaiting us - 

off to bed feeling enthusiastic and optimistic about the ensuing ride.  

Alarm rang in my ears at 7 a.m., the next sound that reached my ears was that 

of pouring rain, didn’t get despondent though as the sky seemed to be brightening. 

A few quick adjustments to the newly assembled hack bike and in for a hearty 

breakfast. Our start time was 9 a.m. and we assembled in Bala car park to sign on 

and have a team photograph. Peter Beresford, Albert, Dave and Tim, Hayden, 

Howard (surprise, surprise, he was there first!) and myself. Ivy and Tracey were 

driving the team follow-up cars with our first meet up at Betws-y-Coed to take on 

fuel and water. 

The sky was brighter now and off we set to our first control at Ysbyty Ifan 

village hall, 14.7 miles. We should have known it was a bad omen when Albert 

took the front. I wish I’d had some of what he’d had on his breakfast. All of 2.9 

miles under our belt, slight drizzle in the air and Dave Wright has the first puncture 

of the day. Fifteen minutes later the novelty of Hutchinson Kevlars had worn off 

and we set off again. Albert hadn’t waited, he wanted to show us the way today 

and had gone on as lead scout. 

After a few steep ups and downs and half a dozen farm gates, we are on an 

open stretch of road and the heavens opened. This set the pattern for the day. 
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Freezing cold weather, very wet and the remains of Hurricane Andrew blowing us 

all over the road. 2 miles from Ysbyty Ifan I punctured, Peter stayed with me; the 

rest went on to the control. After a lot of unsuccessful attempts to mend the 

puncture in the wet, we succeeded. Half a mile farther on I punctured in the rear 

again. “It’s only slow,” I say, “Perhaps I can reach the control.” Within another 

half mile I’ve got another and it won’t mend with the wet weather. So, Peter lends 

me a tube and we’re off again to Ysbyty Ifan. The rest had given us up for lost, 

Albert had gone on. Quick cuppa and we resume the ride; we were at least 45 

minutes behind schedule and, for the 14.7 miles, had averaged under 7 miles per 

hour, what a disaster! Still, only 66 miles or so to go - and it’s still raining. 

The next few miles to Betws-y-Coed (21.6 miles) were uneventful, just lots of 

rain and hills. Tracey and the crew (Rita and Vickie) were cold, wet and frozen and 

we were an hour and a half late. I changed unto a winter waterproof jacket. It was 

at this point that you decided to take the shorter loop or be totally stupid and. opt 

for the full blown route. We had left our compasses and brains behind in Bala and 

started the hard route. A lovely climb out of Betws-y-Coed made us grovel a bit. 

Some even wished they’d joined Albert on the not so severe route. 

What a slog on the way to Conway, a very strong, almost gale force cross 

head wind and out average m.p.h. still around seven. Three miles out of Conway, 

Peter Beresford had a blow to end all blowouts and not a pub in sight. He had a 3” 

tear in the tyre wall and not a chance of repair, he’s got to start walking back to 

where the girls would be waiting, about five or six miles. The rest of us slogged on 

to Conway. Had a cuppa at the control, a very strange cafe, which was built into 

the middle of the local Public Conveniences, hope the health authorities are aware. 

Had we read our instructions carefully, we would have realised that we could have 

saved 12 miles in the howling wind and rain as the Conway leg was not 

compulsory. 

Anyway, too late, we are in Conway now and time to retrace on stage 3 to 

Tal-y-Cafn Bridge and the next check point. As it happened, apart from Tim who 

was feeling it a bit, we started to go quite well. A bit of a chain gang developed and 

we sped like snails into the distance. When we approached Trefriw on the way 

back, I called everyone to a halt and we sheltered under a shop awning, I was 

concerned that we had ridden too far off course. Our worst fears came true, it 

meant retracing 6 miles, we had wasted another hour. Dave Wright didn’t want his 

map prised from his pocket and insisted on asking locals the way. When he did get 

his map out, it was the wrong area. It was half past three, we had wasted lots of 

time and were way behind schedule. 

We decided to cut across country and join the main A470 which would take 

us back to Tal-y-Cafn Bridge by the quickest route. A hard six miles into a rising 

headwind putting us farther behind schedule. At ten past four we arrived at the Tal-

y-Cafn Bridge checkpoint just as they were packing the cars to leave. They 

managed to rustle up some chocolate coated biscuits and wished us well on our 



424 

way. We climbed a short, steep hill after leaving the checkpoint and descended to 

Eglwysbach. At this point Howard was just behind me and was wisely checking 

the route after all those earlier mistakes. 

Unfortunately, whilst reading the map with only one hand on the ‘bars, what 

he thought was a puddle was a water filled pothole. He came a very nasty cropper 

injuring shoulder and knees and not doing the bike much good, either. It was a 

good job he was wearing a helmet and extra clothes because, of the weather, 

otherwise it could have been far worse. After dusting him down and straightening 

handlebars and generally checking the bike, we rode on. 

Where was our food? We had missed it by two hours, we were starving, cold, 

wet and the light was fading fast. At the bottom of the notorious 1 in 4 hill we were 

met by Tracey and the girls in the canteen wagon. Howard, (accompanied by 

Vickie), Hayden and Dave Wright started to walk up the very steep climb - we 

would eat at the top - famous last words. I retraced the first 200 yards of the hill 

and decided to ride it, walking in cycling shoes and plates is not easy on a steep, 

wet climb. Three-quarters of the way up, I was negotiating a sharp bend in the hill 

and saw the rest of the lads climbing into the sag wagon. I thought, well, if they 

have, I might as well - how we would live to regret that decision. Dave Wright ran 

up to Tracey at the top to tell her what had happened and rode with the girls back 

to Bala. 

Well, I said we would live to regret that ride in the sag wagon. It waited and 

watched every last cyclist through en route for the next 25 miles. We eventually 

arrived in Bala at 8.30 p.m., a whole three hours later and over an hour later than 

Albert Ayton who rode the distance. Our only member to finish and the oldest to 

boot. Well done, Albert. 

Fortunately, Howard and Vickie, who had ridden with Tracey, had the 

foresight to re-book our restaurant table for an hour later at 9.30 p.m. We all ate 

very heartily and reflected on the day’s happenings, what we should and shouldn’t 

have done and what we would and wouldn’t do next time. After all we had been 

through it’s surprising how quickly you forget and there is not one of us who will 

not be back next year. Another year older and certainly wiser.  
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10.   T H E   U N K N O W N   C O U N T I E S 

by Jack Dunn 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°252 August 1954 

1. BERKSHIRE 

This is the first of what I hope will be a fairly regular series of about a dozen 

articles designed to arouse interest in a number of areas which are almost entirely 

unknown to the majority of cyclists. I do not claim to be an authority on any of 

them but I have probably spent more time exploring their byways than most 

members of the club. Too often the tourist hurries along a familiar highway to his 

objective in some much visited, holiday district, his appreciation of the scenic 

beauties in his path dulled by their familiarity, ignorant of the fresh fields that 

could be his by a slight alteration of his course. Even week-ending, which should 

give us the opportunity of ‘filling in’ those unexplored areas on the map too often 

resolves itself into a pilgrimage to the same old haunts. It is hoped that this series 

will inspire an urge to seek the unknown country which lies between much 

travelled main roads. 

I have chosen Berkshire for my first subject as it is now my home county and 

the one I know best after Herts and Essex. It may surprise some that I claim it to be 

an unknown county, yet it illustrates my point admirably. Leave out the Bath Road, 

the Reading to Oxford Road, and the Pangbourne ‘lane’ and what do most of us 

know of Berkshire? There is Windsor, of course, and the quiet easy road through 

the Walthams to Reading which we often use as an alternative to A4 on a Bath 

Road weekend. The road from Wallingford to Wantage and Lechlade has taken 

many of us into the Cotswolds and Wales in more peace and quiet than we could 

have found on A40. Theale, Pangbourne and Streatley are as familiar to many of us 

as Epping. But who would claim to know Berkshire from these superficial 

contacts? 

Not many people realise for a start how far Berkshire extends. It is on the 

‘Londoner’s’ doorstep at Windsor barely more than 20 miles from Charing Cross, 

yet at the Trout Bridge, just before Lechlade, three-quarters of the way to the 

Severn, we are still in Berkshire. It could be a sizeable county instead of one of our 

smallest but for the great southward swoop of the Thames from Oxford to Reading 

and its many minor wanderings that bring the total length of its Berkshire bank to 

no less than 110 miles. Such popular appeal, as Berkshire has is, of course, bound 

up with the Thames. Indeed when my move into the county first became a 

possibility it was thought of being within easy reach of delectable spots like 

Marlow, Henley, Sonning and Streatley that persuaded me to tear up my roots in 

the East. But now I have learned the subtler virtues of Berkshire I no longer bother 

with the riverside beauty spots. They are just places to which our visitors expect to 
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be taken and then we take good care to go early in the morning or on a weekday to 

dodge the crowds and so have time and space to enjoy their loveliness. 

To my mind Berkshire is at its finest where it is loneliest, on the great chalk 

upland which lies between the Thames and Kennet valleys. Strike up into the hills 

from Pangbourne or Streatley and you are soon in a different world, a 1and of vast 

distances like Salisbury Plain but not empty like the Plain; the population is thinly 

scattered but one is seldom very far from some cosy village or farmstead. Yet by 

choosing your route you may avoid meeting a human soul for a score of miles. The 

ancient Ridge Way follows the Northern scarp of these Downs from Pangbourne to 

the Wiltshire boundary and after the first few miles there is not a yard of metalled 

surface except on the roads which it crosses, but its turf is a delight to ride on and 

your company will be chiefly skylarks and rabbits unless you include the ghosts of 

ancient civilisations that once made their homes on these dry chalk hills; and this 

you may well do, especially if dusk is approaching for the ancient men left their 

marks and monuments more thickly on the ground on these Downs and in 

neighbouring Wiltshire than anywhere else in the country. Stand, as I did one 

evening, on the ramparts of the Neolithic hill fort above the White Horse, with a 

chill breeze bringing up thundery clouds to obscure the fading daylight. The lights 

of the nearer villages of the Vale below are hidden by the bulge of the hill, fences 

and telegraph poles vanish from sight in the gloom. For all the evidence you have, 

you might have been whisked back into the 20
th

 century B.C. and if you do not feel 

a moment of doubt on the matter, then you have no imagination! 

Wayland Smith’s cave is a little further along the Ridge Way. Here, local 

legend tells us, a traveller whose horse casts a shoe on the Ridge Way and leaves 

the horse and a groat at the entrance will return to find his horse re-shod by the 

supernatural smith. The ‘cave’ is actually a megalithic tomb but finds have been 

made in it which point to its use at some time by a smith, probably in the Early 

Iron Age. 

Below the northern edge of the Downs and roughly parallel with the Ridge 

Way runs the Port Way, much less ancient but still Pre-Roman, though some maps 

refer to it as the Roman Way; it is a continuation of the Icknield Way which 

follows a similar course below the Chilterns. Its modern surface does not entirely 

rob it of its character. Just far enough up the hillside to escape the floods which 

covered the Vale in prehistoric winters, it is forced by the numerous spurs and 

recessions of the Downs to twist and turn, plunge and soar in an attempt to 

compromise between a flat road and a straight road, the result being far from 

either. It is a sporting road to travel and taken from west to east gives us the best 

view of the White Horse, surely the earliest known work of the Impressionist 

School for was there ever such a representation of a horse so divorced from reality 

and yet so capturing the spirit of a galloping steed? Legend associates it’s cutting 

with King Alfred the Great, a native of Wantage who gets the credit for many of 

the curiosities in these parts but it is almost certainly much older. 
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Even this grand little road will not give of its best value unless you get off it 

now and again for it carries a whole string of lovely, thatched villages which, 

however, largely hide themselves from the road and cluster round their own little 

systems of roads and streets and a wealth of interconnecting footpaths. You may 

ride for miles on these footpaths many of them having tarmac surfaces as good as 

any road. In particular, explore Kingston Lisle with its Blowing Stone (said to have 

been used as a bugle by Alfred to summon his troops), the Lockinges, the 

Hendreds, Ardington, Aston Tirrold, sheltering beneath another Stone Age hill fort 

and Blewbury of racehorse training fame 

Southwards from the Ridge Way the chalk foundation of the land becomes 

less aggressively in evidence but it still gives its character to the countryside. The 

rounded outlines of the bare hillsides, the pale grey of the ploughlands, the flint or 

cob of cottage walls, all bear testimony to its presence as does the comparative lack 

of rivers. The Lambourn is the only sizeable stream north of the Kennet and it is a 

typical chalk stream, clear and sweet, in a beautiful valley. The railway from 

Newbury to Lambourn, a centre of the racehorse industry, is a quaint affair and 

almost adds to the charm of the valley. 

South of the Kennet, Berkshire reaches out south westwards to grab another 

bit of chalk land, which geographically belongs to Salisbury Plain, and so gets the 

distinction of owning the highest chalk hill in Britain, Inkpen Beacon, and 1011 

feet high and adorned by a gibbet with a gruesome story which I have forgotten. It 

is a splendid viewpoint and in some correspondence in Cycling a few years ago 

some astonishing claims were made as to the extent of the view in exceptionally 

clear conditions. 

In the far north of the shire, between Faringdon and Oxford it hardly seems 

like Berkshire at all for here we are on the limestone which gives the Cotswolds 

their characteristic outlines and architecture and there are many humble cottages 

and stately homes which would not look out of place in those hills; the finest 

achievement is probably the great tithe barn at Coxwell. Between this belt and the 

Downs lies the fertile levels of the Vale of the White Horse, too much occupied by 

the War Department and the Air Ministry, but including near Kingston Bagpuize, a 

fair acreage of hop gardens (an usual feature for Berkshire) complete with 

traditional adjuncts of the Kentish hopfields: men on stilts tying the vines and 

invading ‘oppers in September making The Hind’s Head hilarious on a Saturday 

night with song and accordion music. 

North east from Reading the chalk again forms the bones of a delightful 

stretch of country occupying a rough square based on the Windsor to Twyford road 

with the Thames flowing round the other three sides. The base-line is in a low-

lying land where a connected system of waterways marks what we are told was an 

earlier course of the Thames before it broke a way through the Chilterns (why it 

bothered I cannot yet understand) to cut its present course round the top of the 

square. This bit of country is therefore really a detached part of the Chilterns and 
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like them it of a softer, more wooded character than the bare-backed Downs. The 

beech woods on its steep hillsides above the Thames make some of the river’s 

loveliest reaches. The Bath Road gives us some glimpses of these woods but the 

real beauty of the area must be sought on the minor roads. One such is from 

Knowle Hill (just past The Bell and Bottle) through Warren Row to Henley. It is 

the easiest way to Henley, yet even the west London clubs who should know 

better, throng down the petrol polluted main road from Maidenhead Thicket to 

Henley when another two miles of Bath Road would bring them to this glorious 

little road between the hills; it would give them better views and save them a hill 

climb, all for the same distance. Along this road is a crossroads with a curious 

signpost, for all its four arms point to a place on the Thames! But if you are down 

this way in blossom time visit Cookham Dean at all costs, but you’ll soon lose 

yourself in its maze of roads - everybody does! 

Windsor Castle occupies a cliff which is the last fling of the chalk in 

Berkshire; little of William the Conqueror’s original castle remains and perhaps the 

chief attraction here is St George’s Chapel. Windsor Great Park has many miles of 

roads not open to motor traffic and these provided the course for the Olympic road 

race in 1948. Here we pass into another of Berkshire’s scenic types, the sandy 

heaths of the Surrey and Hampshire borders. Agriculturally poor, this land abounds 

in gorse and heather and pine woods. It provides excellent golf courses and the 

racecourse at Ascot and is ideal for rhododendrons and azaleas on the estates of the 

neighbourhood owned by men wealthy enough to be able to import some decent 

soil for the rest of their gardens. Further west on this belt are state-owned conifer 

forests, the subject of bitter attacks by nature lovers who object to their ‘alien’ 

origin and the regimental pattern of the plantations. Of course they look severe and 

gloomy as compared with natural English woodlands but we can feel better about 

them if we regard them if we regard them as just another crop and the most suitable 

for the soil they stand on; we don’t object to a field of cabbages looking 

‘regimented’. Further west again, above Aldermaston, a new Atomic Energy 

Research Station sprawls over the heath, but much of this is sandy ridge is a grand 

open common land with many fine viewpoints. The Ridge as at Finchampstead is 

one of them thronged with motorists on a Sunday afternoon, cyclists don’t seem to 

have discovered it yet but it is well worth a visit - in the morning! So is nearby 

Ferley Hill, at any time of the day. 

Finally between the sands and the chalk hills of East Berks, from Reading to 

Windsor, is the bit of country where I ride four miles to work each day and four 

miles back. By adding another mile or two have the choice of half-a-dozen 

different routes, so there is little incentive for me to go mile-eating at weekends. 

For I find this quiet, undistinguished farming country strangely satisfying and I 

have for it a growing affection mixed with sorrow at the advancing tide of bricks 

and mortar around Maidenhead and Bracknell. But I don’t expect you to be 

impressed with it on the basis of a weekend visit.  
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And what of the towns? Well, you’ve been through them and apart from the 

castle at Windsor, I know of nothing in any of them to make me want to stop you 

continuing to bash on through as usual. No, seek Berkshire in her hills. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°257 October 1954 

2. STAFFORDSHIRE 

Why Staffordshire next? Well, this much-maligned county has played a big 

part in my life since Guy Fawkes Day, 1940, when I collided with a car in a narrow 

country lane near the Cheshire-Staffs boundary; my injuries were enough to keep 

me in a hospital bed for a month, but not till five years later when I found myself 

married to one of the staff did the full seriousness of the case dawn on me! In the 

meantime I made week-end trips into the Midlands which enabled me to get to 

know Staffordshire better than some of the Home Counties. And since I always 

aimed at finding a new route each time I saw quite a fair bit of the intervening 

counties, some of which will feature in this series. 

If you mention Derbyshire to the average tourist he will almost likely think of 

the Peak District and Dovedale, but say “Staffordshire” and the chances are that the 

Potteries or the Black Country (often they think they are the same) will come in to 

his mind. Yet the two counties are more striking in their similarities than in their 

differences. They have a common boundary along the Dove for most of its course 

so Dovedale is shared between them, but Derbyshire gets the credit for it. The Peak 

itself - the lofty plateau of Kinder Scout - is admittedly, all Derbyshire but if we 

follow popular usage and define the Peak District as the whole great mass of 

limestone and gritstone
56

 hills forming the Southern bastion of the Pennines, then I 

venture the opinion that Staffordshire has the lesser, but the better, share of it. 

As for industrial development my impression is that despite her coalfields and 

her engineering and ceramic industries a greater proportion of unspoiled 

countryside in Staffs than in her much-vaunted (and much quarried) neighbour. 

She has suffered greatly, of course, at the hands of the industrialists; some of 

loveliest roses have great ugly thorns; perhaps the Churnet Valley, its beauty 

violated by dilapidated copper works at Oakamoor and Kingsley, is one of the 

saddest examples. But most of Staffordshire’s hills are of gritstone which is a good 

building material but are of little value to the chemical industry whose increasing 

appetite for limestone is making havoc of Derbyshire. West across the area that we 

agreed to call the Peak District you can almost fix the county boundary by the 

colour of the drystone field walls. Derbyshire’s grey limestone, almost white in 

bright sunlight, gives way quite suddenly to the red-brown of the gritstone. In some 

places this is quite a pale pinkish colour when newly quarried but darkens with 

weathering; it is at us best in village groups where its rich tones are an excellent 

                                                           
56 Gritstone is hard, coarse-grained, siliceous sandstone. This term is especially applied to such sandstones that are 

quarried for building material. British gritstone was used for millstones to mill flour, to grind wood into pulp for paper 

and for grindstones to sharpen blades. 
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foil for the gay colours of the cottage gardens. But in the dirtier towns its granular 

surface is an excellent lodging place for soot and it acquires a blackness rivalling 

the granite of the northern cities. But before dwelling on the exciting upland 

country let us see what lesser attractions Staffordshire can offer us. 

The Potteries, the Five Towns of Arnold Bennett’s novels, now merged into 

the City of Stoke-on-Trent, form one of the most densely populated and squalid 

areas in England; they are said to have a beauty of their own, but like that of 

London’s Dockland it has so far eluded me; that is not to say that they have no 

interest however and it is one of my ambitions some day to go over one of the 

world famous potteries in the district. The same sentiments apply to the Black 

Country, the coal, iron and steel area west and north-west of Birmingham (a lot of 

it in Worcestershire, by the way) and to the brewing metropolis of Burton-on-

Trent. Another bit to avoid if you can’t stand pitheads, spoil dumps and chimneys 

is the southern half of Cannock Chase, almost adjoining the Black Country. It is of 

that very distressing kind of terrain neither rural nor industrial; there is enough left 

of the farm and common land to show how beautiful it must have been as a 

playground for royal huntsmen before it was desecrated by this dispersed industry. 

Let us then keep a long the north-eastern edge of the Chase where the ground 

falls away steeply to the Trent Valley. There is little enough evidence of industry 

in this direction. There is as fair a prospect of rural England as you could wish. 

Across the valley are the wooded heights of Needwood Forest and Bagots Park and 

further to the left is visibility is good you will see the great hills of the Peak. In the 

valley below, the main road, railway and canal from London to the North-west 

intertwine with the ‘smug and silver’ Trent. The road, A34, carries rather too much 

traffic for our full enjoyment of the Vale of Trent but there are numerous 

alternative roads; just out of Lichfield the signpost offers you the choice of 

‘Rugeley (Hilly) 6m’ or ‘Rugeley (Flat) 7m’. The valley abounds in estates such as 

Ingestre, Shugborough and Sandon Hall which contribute largely to its parklike 

nature. Away from the valley there is more ordinary farming country but still with 

plenty of woodland. It is sparsely populated, for nine-tenths of Staffordshire’s 

population live in the industrial areas we have been lamenting. Except for those 

quite small areas all the southern two-thirds of the county is this pleasant and often 

beautiful country, generally pretty easy going though it does get a bit and down 

towards the Cheshire border. There is also a south-western arm of the county 

reaching round the Black Country almost to Kidderminster and here there are a few 

quite impressive hills with the precipice of Kinver as the showpiece. 

The lowland half of Staffordshire has its fair share of architectural sights for 

those inclined that way. Lichfield has all that a cathedral town should have par 

excellence; Tamworth and Stafford have castles; Tutbury has a castle and also a 

fine church that even I can recognise as Norman a mile off. Abbotts Bromley has a 

group of half-timbered houses that form a perfect setting for the traditional Horn 

Dance every September. 



431 

But these are perhaps not the qualities that will tempt you to spend your next 

long weekend in Staffordshire. It is the area north of the Uttoxeter to Stoke road 

(another artery of commercial traffic) that offers the greatest rewards for the 

tourist. Another road will take you to Rudyard Lake, a justly popular tripper’s spot, 

and on to Leek, ‘Capital of the Moors’. But you ought to complete the circuit of the 

Roaches if only to enable you to travel the Morridge. This is literally the high spot 

of the district and must not be missed and it should preferably be ridden 

southwards. Leaving the Buxton to Leek Road three or four miles south of Axe 

Edge we climb by easy stages  to the summit at about 1,600 feet, the moors 

gradually falling away more and more steeply on either side till we are left along 

with the wind on the ‘moor ridge’. We then descend for several miles quite gently 

till Hartington to Cheadle Road is reached. Here we have a choice of route to the 

South but they all take us across the Churnet Valley and that means a final 

headlong plunge which will test our bakes to the full, whichever crossing we 

choose, then a climb up the other side to match. Perhaps the easiest one is at Alton, 

a popular spot for tripper’s that has been compared variously with Switzerland or 

the Rhine Valle. There is no need for such exaggerated claims; Alton can stand on 

its own merits. Alton Towers is open to the public, for a fee, and has beautiful 

gardens but weekends are not the best for a visit. 

The Churnet Valley can best be appreciated by taking the canal tow-path from 

Cheddleton (just south of Leek) to Kingsley. The canal ends here so for the next bit 

to Oakamoor involves taking to the hills by a road either to the right or left of the 

valley, though there is a little path alongside the railway line which must be a sore 

temptation to the law-abiding. This line runs throughout the valley but does little to 

detract from its beauty.  Kingsley and Oakamoor are black spots indeed but are 

small and soon out of sight. From Oakamoor there is a road of sorts to Alton. 

Along this bit a tributary valley called Dimmingsdale joins the Churnet; it is not 

named on Bart’s map but it is marked as a winding ‘uncoloured’ road among 

woods commencing 2 miles due east of Cheadle. There is not much of it but it is 

rich in peace and beauty. 

Finally to the south from here is the part of Staffordshire I have come to know 

best, in the Cheadle - Uttoxeter - Denstone triangle, a small area of innumerable 

little roads (far more than are shown on the map) bringing you a bewildering 

succession of valley bottoms, with lush meadows and watercress streams, and 

heathery hill-tops with frequent views across the Trent Valley to the south and to 

the big hills to the north. 

From these viewpoints, where we hover between highland and lowland 

Staffordshire, half the country is spread out below us, good Midland farming 

country while the lonely, stimulating moors brood above us. All the signs of heavy 

industry which we learned at school to couple with the name of Staffordshire are 

out of sight. This is where I’d like to leave you, to marvel at the popular belief, 

which we have all shared, that Staffordshire means soot, smoke and Stoke! 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°260 January 1955 

3. CHESHIRE 

If I have persuaded you to put Staffordshire well up on your list of areas yet to 

be explored let me now try to lure you across its north western boundary into 

Cheshire. This time I haven’t got to start by trying to clear my subject of an 

undeservedly evil reputation. In fact, most of us tend to have too comfortable a 

preconception of Cheshire and if we are not careful in picking our way on our first 

visit, may be disappointed as a result. The popular picture of Cheshire is, I 

suppose, associated with the excellent cheese that bears its name; a gently 

undulating plain of fertile pastures stretching from the Peak District to the Welsh 

mountains and grazed by those black-and-white dairy herds that so happily match 

the magpie architecture in the towns and villages,. 

The picture is accurate enough but incomplete for it leaves out, for example, 

Cheshire’s brief stretch of sea-coast and its Mersey-side shipbuilding industry; it 

omits the all-too-extensive areas inland despoiled by textile factories and salt 

works. But above all it does not take into account the surprise assault that this mild 

county of fat meadow-lands makes upon the fastnesses of the Pennines, thrusting a 

long arm between Lancashire and Derbyshire to grab for itself a bit of lofty 

moorland that was surely meant to be Yorkshire’s. Here Cheshire forgets to be a 

quiet Midland-ish farming county or a Welsh border shire and takes on itself the 

sternness of the north. The road across Holme Moss is one of the highest in 

England and is a popular route with tourists from the south attempting to wriggle 

through between Manchester and Sheffield to the North; but how many realise, up 

on those wind-swept heathery moors, that they are in Cheshire, of all places. Yes, 

there is strong meat for the tourist in this part of Cheshire even if the rest of the 

county is thought to be rather too tame and its attractions thinly scattered. 

But sheer altitude isn’t everything and we can do even better at slightly lower 

levels by retreating along this out flung arm keeping close to the Derbyshire border 

and taking great care not to get into Hyde or Stockport by mistake. We cannot 

avoid signs of industry completely but if we are prepared for the hill-climbing 

involved in keeping up on the hills as much as possible we shall be in fine country 

most of the way. Once across the A6 we can’t go far wrong but still the little hilly 

roads near the county boundary will best repay our labours. The Etherow Valley at 

Compstall, Lyme Park and Shrigley Hall in particular are worth including in the 

route. Eventually we shall arrive at The Cat and Fiddle on the Buxton- 

Macclesfield Road, ‘the highest inn in England’. This claim is disputed from time 

to time but nobody denies it is the draughtiest such is its exposed position.  

But for the fact that I’m supposed to be writing about Cheshire I would advise 

approaching the Cat and Fiddle from the Goyt Valley, which is just in Derbyshire, 

having reached it from the ridge along which the boundary lies by the exhilarating 
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descent of ‘The Street’ to Goyts Bridge
57

 - the surface isn’t all that bad! By 

approaching the eminent pub from this quarter you can continue in the same 

direction down to Platting which is in comparatively sheltered country around 

1200 feet level. Here there is a choice of two attractive roads, one through 

Macclesfield Forest and Haddon to Cleulow Cross giving fine views to the west 

and plenty of hill work, the other descending gently along the Valley of the Clough 

Brook through Wildboarclough, a lovable little road in a cosy, intimate little 

valley, but too well known to the Manchester motorist who will be there in force 

any fine Sunday afternoon. Where the Clough road reaches the Buxton-Congleton 

road you have to start hill-climbing again anyway; you don’t get far in this district 

without it. But whether you take the main road to Bosley or one of the rich variety 

of lesser roads and tracks you just can’t go wrong (for scenery I mean!) and if you 

should stray across the Dene into Staffordshire - well you will get some good 

views of Cheshire across the valley. There is only one fault with this beautiful bit 

of the Dene Valle, there is too little of it 

Next, let us make for Mow Cop, right on the Staffordshire border on the 

1000ft summit of a long ridge and crowned with a ruined castle (specially built this 

way). This is the last bastion of the mountain country in Cheshire and we may look 

out across most of the Cheshire Plain from here, even across to the Welsh hills on a 

clear day. Behind us is the tumbled country of Staffordshire’s Peak District but to 

the left the first chimneys and pit-heads of the Potteries coal-fields are in sight. We 

have seen the best that Cheshire can give us in spectacular scenery of the sort that 

the lowland-dwelling cyclist makes for, but let us consider briefly what this rolling 

plain below us can offer. 

Beneath the Mow Cop on the A34 is Little Moreton Hall, the most exquisite 

example of Tudor half-timbering, this quaint, crooked and top-heavy old house is a 

splendid introduction to lowland Cheshire. There are more examples in all the 

towns and villages, but Nantwich, Sandbach and above all Chester itself are 

outstandingly rich. Chester is a beautiful old town, not just a town with a beautiful 

street or two. It’s famous ‘rows’ are merely examples of the glory of the timber 

architecture to be found all over the city. The city wall is intact and one may walk 

on it right round the town passing over the main roads by the several gatehouses. 

The Dee is a pleasant resort to rival the Thames at Richmond. 

While in this corner of Cheshire let us look at the Wirral peninsular, mostly 

quite attractive countryside with some pleasant little seaside resorts; but on the 

Mersey shore Birkenhead and its satellites make an ugly sprawl. But if you like 

watching shipping as I do, this is just the place. At New Brighton the Mersey is 

about at its narrowest and everything that goes up the Mersey must pass within a 

few hundred yards and there are docks across the stream where there is always 

                                                           
57 Goyts Clough Packhorse Bridge originally provided a crossing point for the old road which crossed the River Goyt 

at the bottom of Long Hill. The bridge was dismantled when Errwood Reservoir was built and relocated in the mid 

1960s when it was removed and re-erected a mile up the valley to carry an existing footpath over the River Goyt. 
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something going on. Above Birkenhead, Merseyside has little to attract unless it is 

the Transporter Bridge at Runcorn, one of the wonders of engineering (the wonder 

is that it still holds together!) that ought to be seen before it is pulled down in 

favour of a high-level bridge.
58

 A bit of roadway is suspended from a high gantry 

and clanks and sways across the Mersey and Manchester Ship Canal with its load 

of vehicles. The trouble is that if you travel on it you land in Widnes, the last place 

on earth before Hell! But that’s in Lancashire. 

The northern half of Cheshire has been ravaged by salt works in many places 

notably around Winsford and Middlewich and at Northwich, but even here there is 

many a mile of unspoilt country to be travelled with numerous stately parks, some 

with graceful lakes which have resulted from ancient salt workings. Further south 

the country is completely reliable but Crewe is worth avoiding as one always loses 

the way in its complex one-way street system with its cunningly concealed 

signposts. But chief delight in Lowland Cheshire is the not so low sandstone ridge 

that runs from north to south, from Frodsham near the Mersey to near Whitchurch 

across the Shropshire border. It carries most of Delamere Forest and forms the 

Peckforton Castle Hills whereon stands the two fine castles Beeston Castle 

towering above the hamlet of Beeston is ruinous, and romantic Peckforton Castle 

on a wooded ridge is less ancient and is less ancient and is inhabited but still looks 

a genuine fortress. 

Cholmondeley Castle (pronounced Chumly) is below Peckforton on the plain 

and is more a great house than a castle, set in a fine deer park. There are still more 

ancient monuments than Beeston Castle, the ancient Britons left encampments at 

Castle Hill near Malpas and Maiden Castle on Bickerton Hill a few miles north 

(not to be confused with the famous Dorset camp of the same name) and there are 

other examples all along the ridge which is obviously rich in history. From a 

vantage point on Beeston Castle mid-way between the Derbyshire Mountains and 

the outer ramparts of the Peak, you can see why. The Lowlands are commanded on 

either side and he who held the ridge had control of the Plain. 

Now I don’t want to spoil my advocacy of these unknown counties by 

overstating their claims for your attention and I’m not going to suggest you make 

Cheshire the object of your next tour. For example return from your North Wales 

tour across Cheshire, and work in a bit here and there, having a look at Beeston and 

Peckforton and the Dene Valley, then down through Staffordshire and the 

Midlands. I shall have some suggestions to make later about that part of the route. 

You will need to spend a day less in Wales but it will be well worth while. That 

                                                           
58 The Runcorn-Widnes Transporter Bridge crossed the river Mersey and Manchester Ship Canal linking the towns of 

Runcorn and Widnes. It was completed in 1905, it was Britain's first transporter bridge and the largest of its type ever 

built in the world and it continued in use until 1961 when it was replaced by a through arch bridge, which is now 

known as the Silver Jubilee Bridge. The transporter bridge was then demolished. The former approaches to the 

transporter bridge at the bottom of Waterloo Road, Runcorn and Mersey Road, Widnes can still be seen. On the 

Widnes side the power house remains and it has been designated by English Heritage as a Grade II listed building. 

Transporter Building, the former office building also remains nearby in Mersey Road.  
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familiar Holme Moss crossing into Yorkshire, usually approached from Derbyshire 

by the Snake Pass, could easily be varied to take in most of the highlights of 

upland Cheshire and I have described. Never again would you dismiss Cheshire as 

a rather flat little county where cheese is made. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°271 December 1955 

4. NORTHAMPTONSHIRE 

This is a county that can never hope to make an instant appeal to the touristy 

its name, so redolent of all that is dull and dreary in Midland England, is against it 

for a start. Northampton itself sounds a dull place, a sort of northern Southampton 

but unrelieved by the dubious glamour of a seaport; all we can remember about 

Northampton from our school days is that it makes boots and shoes - we cannot 

recall that it ever had any history. And what has the county got? Coastline, 

mountains, moorland, lakes or great rivers? No, it is just a county to be hurried 

through on the way to elsewhere, and since it stretches its long, narrow shape 

across all the main roads to the north and north-west this is exactly what we 

usually do to it. 

Now this is where we do Northants an injustice, not by giving it a black name 

and damning it, as we do to Staffordshire for instance, but just by ignoring it. But 

there is a lot we miss by so doing. Nobody believes he sees a fair sample of the 

Cotswolds by traversing the area by one of its main roads, and much of Northants 

has a lot in common with the Cotswolds, not least is the why so many of the 

villages and townships turn their backs on the main road or hide from it down steep 

little lanes in the valley. Most of the county lies on a continuation north-eastwards 

of the same limestone belt which forms the Cotswolds. It is not so high and less 

regular in shape; the steep escarpment of the Cotswolds which looks out over the 

Vale of Avon becomes broken-up beyond Banbury, but if it is not so easy to see it 

on the map, you are conscious of it soon enough when you come to scale it in 

reality; and this broken terrain makes it difficult cycling country generally, for all 

the modest heights. Now what has it to offer in return for a lot of up and down 

work? 

Let us take a look first at the two ends of this lengthy shire. We will leave out 

the Soke of Peterborough, a stretch of fenland usually coloured the same as 

Northants in the school atlas but really quite distinct both politically and naturally. 

Unfortunately this will cut out Wansford (but we can still admire its grand old 

bridge from Northants territory) and makes Easton-on-the-Hill a mile or two 

outside Stamford, the north-eastern extremity. Near Easton are the Colly Weston 

quarries which provide the finest stone slates for Cotswold roofs, and up the 

Welland Valley from here is a string of beautiful Cotswold like villages 

culminating in Rockingham. Rockingham is on the main road through Rutland and 

if you went to see one of the most wearying bits of up-and-down roads in the 

county, try following it through to Oakham but; let us go back into Northants and 

lovely Rockingham with its ancient castle and its golden stone cottages, mostly 
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thatched, flanking the road which climbs up to the woods of Rockingham Park, 

each with its miniature garden bordering the footpath. 

The Forest of Rockingham is an area which extends vaguely to the east of the 

village towards Oundle and includes many a delightful village. Antiquities abound 

too in the shape of old manor houses and castles, including the bare site of 

Fotheringhay, the fortress which held the tragic Mary Queen of Scots for so long. 

Oundle is perhaps the count’s most beautiful town, combining the dignity one 

associates with famous old schools and the friendly bustle of an ancient market 

town. 

But Rockingham Forest has its wounds. The iron which gives the local stone 

its rich golden colours has accumulated in rich deposits beneath the soil, and many 

a farm is being stripped of its land for the excavators to get at the ironstone 

beneath. At Corby, the great modern steelworks converts the ore into the products 

that help to earn our bread and butter in foreign markets. Try to look at these blots 

on the landscape in that light and they will be more tolerable; dairy farming is one 

way of getting a living from the soil and iron mining another. At least, in Northants 

the land is being carefully restored and returned to farming after its ironstone 

harvest has been won, and Corby is a place where its workers can live in comfort 

and health, not like the grim iron towns of the North. 

The south western end of Northamptonshire is pure farming country and has 

perhaps its brightest jewel in Aynho on the main road to Banbury; you know it of 

course but try the little back street behind the pub next time. This is where the 

photographs that get into the ‘Beautiful Britain’ calendars are taken. From here to 

the A5 is a maze of lanes which romp up and down hills without any apparent 

system at all unless it is to avoid following any valley or ridge but always to be 

switching from one to another. In this area are several Neolithic hill-forts and many 

less venerable antiquities. Fine houses such as Canons Ashby and Edgcote abound. 

The villages are all in typical North Cotswold style. Golden stone and thatched 

roofs form a perfect background for cottage gardens. Except on Silverstone race 

days there is many a mile of peaceful riding in this area and other tourists are non-

existent except for the occasional trans-atlantic visitor paying his homage to 

Sulgrave Manor where George Washington’s parents lived. Why they left this 

gracious house in a beautiful village for the dangers and the discomforts of a 

journey to the New World - heaven only knows! 

So much for the extremities of Northants, but what lies between? For the most 

part, very similar sort of country. There is an industrial belt roughly following the 

A6 but it is a diffuse one, rather a string of separate industrial communities and one 

is soon through them. Northampton has some ugly suburbs but, the city itself is 

pleasant and there are some fine roads radiating from it, particularly to the north 

and north-west. Some of these take to the ridges a mile or two outside the county 

town and stay on top for miles, giving us splendid views. 



437 

The Leicester road is a particularly fine example and though a main road it 

does not carry a tenth of the traffic on the A5, and why cyclists use that diesel-

drenched interminable switch-back of a Roman road when there are such pleasant 

alternatives is past comprehension. 

The historian is well catered for in middle Northants, many of the Civil War 

battles having been fought on its steep hillsides; and there is Geddington with the 

best-preserved of the three surviving Eleanor Crosses. The photographer will find 

plenty of subjects in village scenes; and if it is the hunt in full cry he wants for his 

next competition entry, this is the county, second only to Leicestershire, to meet it. 

Well, this should be enough to make you pause and consider whether you 

ought not to have a little closer look at Northants next time you are that way, and 

that is all I aim at. Have a look for yourself, just keep off the A5 and perhaps A6 as 

well, and you’ll be all right. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°280 September 1956 

5. THE NORTH RIDING 

But is the North Riding a county? A debatable point perhaps, but the 

description is accurate enough for our purpose. Everybody knows that Yorkshire is 

much bigger than any other county in the British Isles, but it can still come as a 

surprise to find that the North Riding alone beats all but about six counties in 

acreage. The West Riding is bigger still, but I hope to convince you that the North 

Riding has the lion’s share of Yorkshire’s attractions and that it doesn’t get half the 

attention it deserves from the cyclist in search of fine country. 

As there is quite a lot of it, stretching nearly a hundred miles from a corner 

near Filey on the North Sea coast to Mickle Fell high up in the Pennines, let us cut 

the Riding in two and tackle the job in halves. The Great North Road will serve 

this purpose very well, following as it does the broad green corridor that separates 

the two great tracts of land that constitutes most of the North Riding. 

The western half is the better known and I propose to write only briefly on it. 

But I ask that credit be given where due and that those unfailingly lovely dales, 

Swaledale and Wensleydale, may be attributed to their proper county and not 

lumped together with the West Riding dales. 

Here is country for any mood; the easy roads through the sheltered dales will 

lift you almost imperceptibly over the ridge of the Pennines and into Westmorland, 

but turn to left of right and you will find yourself ‘against the grain’ of the country. 

Your road will get up on its hind legs and lead you, away from the green pastures 

of the dale, up into the sterner beauties of the moorland. It won’t be much of a 

road, by lowland standards, but the chances are that you will have it all to yourself, 

with only the curlews and the lapwings to break the silence, except of course for 

the rushing of the wind through the heather, for there will be plenty of fresh air up 

there! 

Even these roads are not immune to the petrol-driven invasions, of course, and 

even the occasional motor-coach strays into such unfamiliar surroundings as the 
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Buttertubs and Tan Hill where stands Britain’s highest inn. But if you really want 

to go in for this solitude business, try either the roads from Askrigg in Wensleydale 

over the tops into Swaledale. Or south from Bainbridge over the Stake to Buckden; 

the latter will take you into the West Riding, so come back into Wensleydale by 

way of Fleet Moss. But keep clear of the area south of Richmond where the army 

sallies out from Catterick with its engines of destruction and construction, tearing 

the heather clad moor to dust and building concrete roads across it.  

Finally in this half of the Riding is the most intriguing bit of all. In the far 

north, the seemingly trackless Lune Forest rises to a summit on Mickle Fell. Not 

only are there no roads traversing this area; there are not even footpaths that either 

Bart’s 
59

 or I have discovered; obviously a bit of country that needs further 

examination! 

Now let us cross the Great North Road to the area I had especially in mind 

when choosing my subject for this article. For this really is unknown country. For 

every dozen tourists who are familiar with the little roads over the Pennines I have 

been describing, you will hardly meet one who has ever penetrated the delightful 

country between A1 and the North Yorks coast. 

Most of the area is occupied by a tilted plateau of limestone belonging to the 

same series that forms the Cotswolds and the Northants uplands; not surprisingly 

the stone lends a somewhat Cotswold-like appearance to village architecture. In 

fact one of the best known villages, Coxwold, is popularly likened to Burford’s 

famous high street; you need a stretch of the imagination to see the likeness and 

perhaps it would never have been noticed but for the name. 

On the seaward side, our plateau is a mere 400 to 600 feet in height, but this is 

enough to provide a fine coast-line from Scarborough to Saltburn; tall cliffs 

alternate with sheltered coves where small rivers come rollicking down the deep 

valleys they have carved. Westward from the coast, the general altitude gradually 

increases till it comes to a dramatic climax where it’s western escarpment, well 

over the 1,000 foot mark, looks out across the Vale of York to the Pennines. But 

this description is an over-simplification. The whole of this great upland is scored 

deep with numerous river valleys, nearly all running north and south. Except at the 

coastal fringe it is crossed by only four or five made up roads (according to your 

definition of ‘made up’), all running north and south; there is no through road from 

east to west. But - and this is where one of the special charms of the country comes 

in - there is a multitude of small un-metalled roads which leap across the tops  from 

one valley to another and enable you to make slow but rewarding progress in 

directions seemingly impossible from a glance at the map. All these roads marked 

‘uncoloured’ on Bart’s ½” map seem to be rideable and there are many besides not 

marked at all. Nearly always when you are on top you get views down into not one 

valley but several, and when you descend into one of them with smoking brakes 

                                                           
59 Bartholomew’s (Barts) maps – An Edinburgh-based mapmaking firm from 1877 to 1995. Colourful and easy to use, 

half-inch to the mile (1:126,720) maps were very popular with cyclists and tourists. 
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you will have your nerves soothed by the sight of a clear stream winding among 

park, woodland and trim flower decked stones villages. 

If the eastern has the added charm of a sea coast complete with fishing 

villages clinging precariously to cliff-sides, it is in the western extremity that the 

characteristic beauty of this area reaches its greatest splendour; the hills are higher, 

the valleys cut deeper, the roads are more adventurous and the land more full of 

surprises. Here we find within a mile or two of one another, lovely Rievaulx, in its 

perfect Rye Dale setting, and Roulston Scar, the great cliff that scowls down on the 

notorious Sutton Bank. But there are many other spots less renowned than these 

with all the serene beauty of Rievaulx and the spectacular appeal of Roulston. I’m 

not going into details of this region because you just can't go wrong, and if you 

miss one of the places that I would want you to see you’ll be bound to find 

something else just as good. 

But I will return to coastal strip, before I close, with just one detailed 

recommendation. Find the Whitby-to-Middlesbrough road A171 on the map. 

About 10 miles west of Whitby is a place called Scaling Dam. Do, please, if you 

are ever within a day’s ride of Scaling Dam, make a point of travelling the little 

yellow road from here to Staithes. I rank this as one of my finest touring 

discoveries. This little road sits on top of a ridge like an undulating railway 

embankment between two deep parallel valleys. It looks as if only a ton or two of 

dynamite would be needed to join the two valleys, but perish the thought. Take 

care here, or you’ll be admiring the valley on your right and falling off the edge 

into the left one. There is a similar pair of valleys nearer Whitby, running down to 

Sandsend, but I only know these from the map. There’s no road along the ridge 

between them but there is one that goes across the lot. This must be looked into 

some day to. 

“And are there no scars on the fair face of this pleasant land?” You will be 

tempted to ask. I’m afraid, there are. Particularly along the coast, as in many other 

coastal districts, the needs of defence and communications have led to many of the 

highest points being ‘ornamented’ with unsightly radio masts and radar 

paraphernalia. Inevitably, in a limestone district, there is a good deal of quarrying 

and there are a few miles of mineral lines in the centre, but this does not spoil the 

skyline and. the landscape is on a big enough scale here to absorb it comfortably; 

there is no wholesale desecration, as in the quarrying areas of the Peak Districts. In 

the north some of the finest view-points on the Cleveland Hills will unfortunately 

give you views of Middlesbrough and its satellites in the clearest weather. But 

these debit items are of small account against about 800 square miles of fine 

country on this side of the North Riding which, quite apart from the attractions of 

the other half in the Pennines, are enough to prompt me into giving you this advice 

with the utmost confidence. 

 Next time you’re riding north, try the North Riding. 
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11.   P O R T R A I T   G A L L E R Y 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°250 March 1954 

1. BERT TUCK 

Quite deliberately I have chosen Bert to be the first in the series because few 

of the dozens of the really outstanding and colourful personalities which the Club 

has produced have been publicised less and yet his contribution to the Eagle Road 

Club was a tremendous one and in some ways quite unique. All of us know, or can 

readily ascertain from the handbook, that he was twice Club Champion and a 

holder for many years of Club records at various distances, but the very dry bones 

of statistics cannot reveal his simply amazing vitality or measure his astounding 

enthusiasm for the Club. You see it can be said without any exaggeration that Bert 

Tuck saved the Club from a decline which might have proved fatal: after the early 

glow of the triumphs of 1927/8/9, it was Bert who carried the torch and Bert it was 

who absolutely identified himself as the Club’s great star for several seasons. 

 I first met him at the Sun Café, Epping in the winter of 1929/30, a very 

callow youth of much less than 21. He had hair then, but what was more important 

to us, he wanted to race. So race he did, and how! Within a few months he had won 

the E.C.C.A. Novices 25 and was soon established as one of our leading riders. 

(Probably his greatest ride was his 2:10:53 which stood as Club record for 14 

years) But somehow, looking back It la not his racing triumphs, and they were 

innumerable, which I prefer to remember but the odd little things like Bert 

breaking out into song in the crowded bathroom of the Albert after a cold wet club 

event and very soon all the lads were lustily sinking “No show, No show. No show 

tonight” - and all the depression vanished! Memories of him come crowding in - 

his grin, his encounters with police on the Epping Road, his unfailing good spirits 

and his loyalty to the Club. What a fellow! And how proud I am to have the 

privilege of knowing him: I have often thought of how useful he would be to have 

about when trouble’s about. 

Married and with three children now rapidly growing up he is still often to be 

seen ‘up the road’ on that famous bicycle with a foot of seat pillar protruding. By 

occupation a motor engineer with the London Transport Executive he served with 

distinction as a flight engineer on a Lancaster bomber during the War. 

Long may he continue to be a member of the Club for which he has done so 

much. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°251 April 1954 

2. DENNIS  ATKINSON 

Few members of the Club can be so well-known or so widely popular as the 

subject of this month’s portrait, because for more than thirty years he has been 

actively participating in every branch of club life. A founder member, and the 
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Club’s first racing secretary, he was one .of the shining lights of that mad colourful 

crew in the old Eastern Section who terrorised the roads In the early twenties, and 

whose deeds, and misdeeds, have long since achieved the glamour of popular 

legend. His sprint down to the fountain at Snaresbrook was a spine-chilling 

spectacle and as in those days he was, or appeared to be, considerably more 

affluent than the majority of us, hailing as we did from the shady purlieus of 

Canning Town and Hackney Wick rather than the much posher Plaistow, he was 

able to gratify his appetite for new, better and faster bikes while the rest of us 

languished. 

But, oddly enough, his racing career never quite reached its early promise, or 

rather more accurately, The Club was fortunate enough to develop such a wealth of 

racing talent in its early years that the racing performances of our hero were quite 

outshone. One finds his name among the standard medal winners and handicap 

snatchers, but it has been in the wider fields of administration and organisation that 

his major successes have occurred and will forever be remembered. This year of 

grace marks his silver jubilee of appointment as Club timekeeper, first as deputy to 

‘Dad’ Harvie and for more than 20 years our first and automatic choice. He is an 

able and efficient chairman at our Annual General Meetings; a Trustee of the 

Clubhouse property; and has served with distinction on innumerable committees. 

This in itself is a formidable record of service and is well known to most of us.   

Yet there is much more of which no record stands and deserves to be rescued from 

oblivion; two examples of which spring to mind; his untiring work on the 

magazine printing in its early days and his magnificent achievement on the 

photographic production of the Album presented to Mr. Villiers a short time back.  

His generosity has been unbounded and the institute on of the Novices 

Championship Medal is but one instance of his interest. As a very practical and 

competent man of affairs his talents have been of great use at the Clubhouse and in 

recent years, forsaking the eight horses in the Morris Minor, on the resuscitated 

Unilite he has toured on the Continent with one of the Club parties.  

By profession a research chemist at Tate & Lyle of Silvertown he served 

during the war as, an officer in the Home Guard. Married and with one daughter 

(vintage 1938) the Club salutes one of its greatest.   

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°252 May 1954 

3. HARRY  CROSS 

It is with unfeigned diffidence that this biographer approaches his present 

task, for here indeed is a man whose Influence on the Club has been of immense 

value and whose interest in its welfare has never waned. Harry, himself, has often 

related that at our inception he was toying with the idea of joining the Essex Roads 

CC but how soon after our inaugural meetings, he decided to throw in his lot with 

the Eagles, most of whom he already knew through the C.T.C. How momentous 

that decision was for us time was to show from that day all his energy and ardent 

spirit, his boundless enthusiasm and great ability have been devoted to the Club, 
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and few would deny him the honour of  being always it's most typical 

representative. 

To us in those early days, he always seemed much more mature, although in 

point of fact he was very little older than the rest.  To understand this it is 

necessary to explain that Harry volunteered for the Army in World War I when he 

was a lad of 15 and celebrated his sixteenth birthday in the Somme battles of 1916. 

What the effect on the survivors can only be gauged from the fact that casualties in 

that battle on our side alone exceeded 300,000 - and that would mature anybody. 

In the vital early years of the Club history it was Harry’s success as a 

speedman which set us on our course and caused the pundits of the racing world to 

sit up and take notice of ‘this new C.T.C. His first fifty of 2:22:40 was something 

of a sensation in those far-off days but as time went on it was his brilliance at the 

longer distances which set the seal on his reputation, and it was in this field that we 

shall remember him. That he won the Villiers Trophy eight times, seven of them in 

succession can be ascertained  by reference to the Handbook, but those of us who 

were contemporary with him know and appreciate his stamina and determination 

and above all his gallant sportsmanship in all those important early years. 

 Twice he won the Club Championship and twice the E.C.C.A. 12 and he was 

the winner outright of the Association’s Championship Shield. The story of those 

early twelves was an epic oft told in this magazine and they form one of the 

brightest pages in our annals. In the Club’s rapid rise to fame Harry had a leading 

role and few members have had a longer or more illustrious racing career. 

But the story does not end there. As a clubman he was, and still is, without 

peer. Modest and unassuming he has always ready to do whatever he could for the 

Club and every branch of club life has been enriched by his association with it. Of 

recent years he has been one of the mainstays at the Clubhouse and he has 

participated in those Continental tours with Club parties. 

Perhaps I could conclude this brief sketch with a reference to what may be to 

our younger members an unsuspected side of his life. The social activities of the 

Club were much more hectic in the twenties and thirties than they are today and in 

these, Harry possessing a fine baritone voice, was a star attraction. Many of the 

songs he introduced have become part of our Eagle folk-lore and as I write now the 

years seem to slide back and I can picture him standing by an old, battered piano in 

some country bar parlour, giving a spirited rendering of some old ballad. Even now 

I can hear all the lads taking up the refrain, and bawling:- 

“Heigh-ho, many a year ago 

We rolled along together 

Me and my old shako...” 
Yes, we’ve come a long way together. And may it long continue that way. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°253 June 1954 

4. TED  SANDERSON 

A twentieth century Milton could well choose Ted Sanderson as an 

illustration of the truth of that famous line ‘They also serve who only stand and 

wait’. For Ted is representative of all the unsung heroes of Club life for whom 

there have been no championships, no glittering medals and few racing successes: 

one can peruse the roll of dozens of members who have served the Club in some 

administrative capacity and not find his name among them: yet in him the Club 

possesses a loyal and devoted servant whose membership has been of tremendous 

value to the Club. 

Ted joined the Eagles in 1926 and was quickly immersed in the activities of 

the Catmere End week-end group whose misdeeds are now almost legendary. It 

was from this base that much of the helping in racing events was devised and the 

place got so strong a hold on Ted that eventually the Sanderson family migrated 

from Poplar and settled there permanently. This had the beneficial consequence for 

the Eagles that they now had a ‘man on the spot’; and when the Clubhouse was 

built in the garden of The Wee Cott at Newport Ted became of even greater use to 

us than ever. The war found Ted working in sundry places in the West Country but 

it is the Club’s good fortune that he is now domiciled in Bishop’s Stortford again. 

One of the purposes of the present series of articles is to introduce some of the old 

codgers to the post-war membership, but in Ted’s case this introduction is hardly 

necessary, because if they have been to the Clubhouse at all they will already know 

him and appreciate what he is doing there. These summer evenings find him there 

just placidly pottering about, doing this job and that, and that the property today 

looks so good is largely due to his good work. Clubhouse stalwarts like Milroy, 

Davey and Cross willingly concede him this honour and I think we owe him a 

great deal. “It gives me something to do” is Ted’s way of describing a task which 

is self imposed but nevertheless is an example to the lot of us. 

At 48Ted is now a storekeeper in some engineering concern at Stortford and 

we hope that for many years to come we shall be able to enjoy the fruits of his 

labours and the pleasure of the company of a modest unassuming fellow second to 

none. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°255 August 1954 

5. JACK (JOHN S) TORRANCE 

It has been said on many occasions that when Britain has been in dire need of 

wise leadership, inspiration and example, the right man for the job has always been 

found. With such a natural characteristic before them it is not surprising that the 

fledgling Eagles still wet from the egg, unerringly chose the right man to lead them 

onward and upward. 

John S Torrance. The first General Secretary could hardly be called a 

volunteer. Absent from the inaugural meeting, blissfully unconscious of the great 
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happenings in the small town of Ware; it was not until the next day that he was 

casually informed by his brother Harry of the ‘honour’ thrust upon him. There is 

no record of exactly what J.S. said to H.J. For some reason, best known to himself, 

Jack accepted the post and never was a club better served. 

It was no easy task, we were wildly enthusiastic, rather scatterbrained and 

certainly penniless, but undeterred and in the face of pessimistic head shakings of 

some of the older clubs, Jack Torrance led us from strength to strength.  

Not the least of our assets was his brilliant fund of humour, the writing of 

which in various association magazines kept the name of Aquila and the Eagles in 

the cycling public’s eye, a useful adjunct to our struggling racing men and certainly 

good for our moral. 

In 1925 he became a pioneer among the Eagles, forsaking bachelordom and 

rising to the dizzy heights of a householder. Thenceforth 106 (Woodlands Road, 

Ilford) became the committee room Par excellence complete with marked cards 

and weighted dice. 

Bitten by the racing bug, he commenced to race in 1929, winning the Novices 

Championship, a modicum of standard medals and succeeded in surprising the 

handicapper on several occasions. (He also surprised his wife by returning home 

from a very wet race, wearing, among other things, a very shapely lady’s vest!) 

In 1932 Jack insisted upon retiring from the secretarial post claiming that a 

change would be good for the Club, but he continued as a Committee member for 

some years, was Social Secretary in 1928 and is a Club Trustee. 

It would appear that by 1933, Jack tired of his comparative inactivity and in 

that year launched the unique publication The Way of an Eagle, the back page 

alone ensuring its immediate success. He remained as Editor, printer, distributor 

and legal adviser until the outbreak of war, when he was evacuated from the capital 

with many other national treasures. 

The only blot upon an otherwise unblemished character is that he now drives 

a car!  
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12.   OTHER  INTERESTING  ARTICLES 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°47 January 1937 

Looking Back 

by Miss F. Jakeman 

Before bidding a final farewell to 1936, it is interesting to look back on some 

of the outstanding runs of the year. 

Who remembers the Paper Chase last January when hares led a trail through 

woods, fields and lanes which were covered with frozen snow? In February there 

was the Woburn run, which will be remembered because of the ride from Woburn 

to Burnham Green through thick wet mist. 

Easter was not particularly good as regards weather, but it was a sight to see 

the Island ‘heights’ covered in snow, and it was a happy party of twenty one people 

who went to Mrs. Godfrey’s on the Isle of Wight. 

During May, there was a very fine run to Hartfield in Sussex, on the day of 

the Inter-Club ‘50’. The morning had been fine but sultry, and just after lunch we 

were caught in a violent thunderstorm. The summer months brought the usual 

number of swimming and picnic runs, whilst the Whitsun and August camping 

parties at St. Ives were a great success. 

There were one or two enjoyable ‘helping’ weekends. I, for one, particularly 

enjoyed a weekend at The Queen’s Head, Littlebury, when a few of us stayed there 

for the purpose of helping in a Club event. The early morning ride to the feed, the 

excitement as the ‘boys’ came through, and the ride back to The Queen’s Head 

were breakfast awaited us. These little incidents are pleasant to look back on 

during the cold dark days of January. 

In October there was a delightful weekend at Bow Brickhill. Mrs. Collins, the 

lady who accommodated the party was very hospitable and her cooking was so 

excellent that I think Bow Brickhill will become a popular weekend rendezvous in 

future. October also included the ever popular day of the Hill Climb. The lovely 

autumn day and the cheery gathering at Lippitts Hill will be happily remembered. 

A Map Reading competition was carried out in November and thanks to the 

efficient organisation of Fred Argent, was a great success 

- and so GOODBYE to 1936 
The New Year has arrived, bringing with it fresh hopes and ambitions – so here’s looking 

forward to a successful year and I wish you all happy cycling during 1937. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°81 November 1939 

Tempus Fugit 

By Jack Torrance 

It was my first ride down the Epping Road since the outbreak of war. Hard to 

realise that I must have cycled along this very road much more than a thousand 

times during this last 21 years. Twenty-one years. A good slice of life. It seems 

incredible that such a long time could have slipped past so quickly, so quickly 

indeed that I half expected old Father Time to dart from behind the hawthorns and 

beeches to mock... there was a war on then too, and here we are, back to it all 

again. I still remember the first ride I had along that road and on what a bike!!! I 

picked it up in a rag and bone shop and shall always believe it had solid iron tubes; 

honestly, it must have weighed well over 50 lb. 

Connaught Water, the Rangers Road where I used to meet old Alan Harris, on 

many a Sunday morning at dawn, I remember too, how I used to keep him waiting, 

and how patient he was. That lane down to Honey Lane Plain and Mrs 

Riley’s…dear God what times we had there. To sit in that old parlour on Thursday 

nights, the lovely aroma of tea and hot cakes - eat and drink as much as you like 

for a tanner a head! - and how the room used to get full of tobacco smoke and how 

we’d fight over opening the window…and. the fierce scramble up Woodridden Hill 

and the blind down to The Fountain. 

Copt Hall Lane with its never fading memories of paper chases, and 

particularly one when it was all snow and ice, and most of us came a purler on the 

frozen ruts…and Hammonds, shut and forlorn now, but that also had its glorious 

hour. North Weald Aerodrome - how we used to sit under those hedges in 1918 

and watch the primitive flying machines; it never occurred to anybody that we 

should have another bundle! –Golly there’s the very barn where a pal and myself 

sheltered for hours and hours one Sunday in April 1919 from the heaviest 

snowstorm I remember - we couldn’t ride through it because our Army ground-

sheets which served for capes had long since perished. Glory be, that must be the 

very ditch where Alf and I sat that Saturday and stuck patches on a rotten inner 

tube until the patches and solution gave out, and we walked home, having no 

money ...look there’s the Talbot, much smarter in appearance than when we waited 

for Harry Cross with a last drink in the ‘12’ and here, I say, that lane to Moreton. 

The Nag’s Head. Hot rolls and as much butter as you like on those Saturday 

afternoon teas! That was a rare luxury in those early post war years.... 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°84 February 1940 

In the Highlands 

The urge suddenly descended on me to wander over the hills above Glen 

Lyon in Perthshire. You who know your highlands only in the purple month of 

August can have no conception how infinitely more majestic are the great bens, 



449 

long glens, and deep, lochs, in the black and white of winter and early spring. All 

the Grampian range was lightly powdered with snow above the 2000ft contour, 

and. the contrast was the more startling because as I climbed I was alternately 

enveloped in a blinding, whirling snowstorm, which made it impossible for me to 

even to see the watery track ahead, and just as suddenly the veil would lift. Then I 

would find myself looking out over a whole new world of dazzling whiteness, with 

the sun lightly kissing half a dozen shimmering peaks, while vast, billowy blankets 

of white clouds burst on to other peaks and obliterated them in soft embrace. It was 

an enchanting and exhilarating sight and not lightly to be forgotten….I was 

walking south from Loch Rannoch when I saw six black specks playing, tumbling 

about high up in the sky. At first I dismissed them as buzzards. Then I held my 

breath, for they were not buzzards. They were the authentic glorious kings of the 

Highland skies, golden eagles, freest of all the birds there are, and today nearly the 

rarest. 
S.B.B. Mais 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°120 February 1943 

North Road ‘50’ 1928 

by George White 

Did you ever hear the sorry story of the one and only ride by a ‘sparrer’ in the 

North Road 50. It is two stories really. 

The letter informing me that I had been selected to ride, - as a result of a 2.13 

odd and a 3
rd

 Fastest Kingsdale ‘50’ - had gone astray, and I only heard just before 

I started in the Club ‘100’ on the previous Sunday, so I wasn’t quite able to take it 

in as it were. (This was a highly competitive year due to the Olympic Games). 

Anyway, I wasn’t going to hurt myself in the ‘100’ - as if I ever did - but even 

so, when I turned at the O.E.G. (Old English Gentleman) and met Reg. Livermore 

who had caught about 7 minutes in about 25-30 miles on me, I was so surprised 

that in raising one hand to encourage him with loud abuse, I hit a bump, shot 

forward off my saddle, and in the returning caught my thigh between top tube and 

saddle? Imagine 6 feet odd of me on a 20 inch frame. My Goodness! My 

Giddiness! In travelling minus bike for the next 20 yards I literally knocked off 

every corner of my body and whilst I was ‘coming to’ Reg. had hopped by, and 

although I re-started and watched him recede in the distance. I soon decided to 

ramble back to Stortford and so...The week-end following, my noble little friend 

Bill Wortley and I, wended our way slowly northwards and on Sunday at 5 a.m. a 

painful ride brought me to the 48
th

 milestone. 

They took the traditional photograph at the start, whilst F.T. Bidlake cheered 

me up by telling me I looked ill, and Leon Meredith said that my tyres were 

puddeny, and sotto voce not ‘Constrictors’. But the starter left no time to worry 

about little things like that. Those miles to the turn; oh! so long; still, as no one had 

caught me (I was N°3) I was encouraged to continue, whilst the red face of my 
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cheery old friend Tommy Hall at 40 miles helped me quite a bit, and I finished 

without being caught, and so had the er- doubtful honour of being the slowest 

(2.16.0) of the fastest 12 men in the country. 

The whole Twelve were packed into 6 minutes 2.10 - 2.16, all finished, and 

no one caught another. I was only sorry I wasn’t able to take the Eagles name into 

better place. The Bath road ‘100’ week suggested that this might have been 

possible, but that is another and less complaining story… 

It does one good to remember these old free and fit days when one pitted 

one’s strength against wind, incline, and time- always aware of the delights of 

early morning, although I had no 12 hour complex… 

Great days! Unless one is silly enough to get introspective and say 

“Why do it?” 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°128 October 1943 

British League of Racing Cyclists 

by N G Lumsden 

The British League of Racing Cyclists was formed last year by Percy Stallard 

(Wolverhampton R.C.) with the main object, of promoting massed-start events on 

the public highway, a la Continental style. The R.T.T.C. did all they could to 

dissuade such an outrageous venture and threatened officials and competitors alike 

with expulsion from their body, but in spite of the warnings and the consequences 

that would follow, the B.L.R.C. with their short-sighted policy were adamant, and 

made a complete break with the R. T.T.C. The consequences - many good men 

have been lost to the time trial game, and much mudslinging has been going on 

among individuals. 

I am telling you all this, because when the London East District Council 

called a special general meeting recently, to deal with a proposal made by a few 

B.L.R.C, sympathiser, to alter Rules and Regulations so as to satisfy their own 

selfish desires, Bill Waller made it his business to be at the meeting, as the Club’s 

delegate, with the purpose of giving the rebels a piece of his mind. You can just 

imagine Bill, boiling with indignation, as indeed he was, at the thought of even 

attempting to interfere with the constitution of the Council, and telling the rebels 

where to get off. Anyway, after much arguing and bickering, the loyalists defeated 

the rebels - who turned up in force - by a handful of votes. 

So the extremely wet ride down to Roydon on that Sunday morning was well 

worth the effort, and while the time trial game has its Bill Wallers’ to enforce the 

rules, we need have no fear from the opposition who wish to jeopardise our sport 

by these rebellious promotions. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°172 June 1947 

The Passing of a Good Grub Shop 

By A S Tuck 

We all know that among other things the war did to us was to cause the loss of 

many a good grub shop. This story tells of one in particular, Mrs. Short’s of Lawn 

Villa Derry Hill, in a very beautiful part of Wiltshire. Many of our pre war- racing 

men knew it well; Sam King and Fred Ardent for instance, while Charlie Harris 

has been has almost dragged to it with a bundle up to his eyebrows and. our late 

comrade, Len Thurlow, was often there. 

It all started in September 1929. Ted. Wolff and I had set out on a Devon tour 

(incidentally, our very first, apart from a few weekends up on the East coast) and 

even the Bath Road, was something new to us. (We actually photographed the 

thatched cottages at Thatcham! - little knowing that in later years we should pass 

them at varying speeds). At about 8.30 on our first evening out, after carving out a 

head wind over Marlborough Downs and Black Dog Hill we came across a pub at 

near enough the 89th milestone. This seemed to be what the doctor ordered, and 

after a few beers we enquired of the company whether they knew of a good place 

where we could spend the night. After a few suggestions a small boy at the porch 

called out “Moi mother’ll put’ee oop” and upon investigation his statement proved 

correct, so we returned to the Swan to make merry until the time honoured call of  

“Gentlemen, please!” 

Somewhat erratically tracing our steps to the picturesque detached cottage, 

aptly named Lawn Villa, we received a welcome which left nothing to be desired. 

For supper there was a huge wedge of cheese, a big dish tomatoes, lashings of 

bread, butter and cake, rounded off with fruit and an enormous jug of cocoa. The 

family consisted of Mrs Short our kind and dignified hostess; her husband a 

friendly and witty old chap; three daughters, Grace and Joan, two brunettes, and 

Dot., a delightful little blonde; and. finally young Billy the benefactor who had 

introduced, us to the place. 

We slept that night, in a big comfortable double bed. Next morning, after 

ablutions and a tour of inspection we were shown into a room with bags of little 

china ornaments, (bric-a-blooming-brac we called, it, and how the devil do they 

keep the stuff dusted?) and. sat down at a big round table to gaze in reverence at an 

enormous dish of eggs and bacon and tomatoes, sufficient to feed the whole 

Eastern Section these days. Having cleaned it all up, Ted mumbled 

“This is going to cost a blooming fortune - and did I think I could manage my 

bread and marmalade.”  

Just as I was going to give a manly non-committal grunt (we were only 13) in 

came Mrs Short with another dish containing three pairs of kippers! This was the 

nearest I’ve ever been to sliding underneath the table, and I’m afraid we didn’t 

attempt the kippers, Well, the bill for all this was five shillings, and I do not think 
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that any member was ever asked to pay more. We had the address put in the C.T.C. 

Handbook, but the good lady would never exhibit a board, preferring to cater for 

her old friends and friends of theirs, and there was always a welcome waiting for 

them at any time of the day and I nearly added, night. 

In the following years we got to know the family well, sharing their troubles 

and interests, and I even got on speaking terms with all the dogs and cats. Often I 

used Derry Hill as a training spin, arriving in all weathers and, at all times. On one 

occasion six of us met at the Marble Arch one Saturday afternoon (was it the time 

when we re-built Bill Dewar’s bike and didn’t get away until after four?) and 

arrived at Mrs Short’s at half past nine! On another occasion I arrived there with 

Win on the first day out on a Devon tour. Win had a raging toothache and a wizard 

panic, having been the subject of an unsuccessful experiment by a Chingford 

dentist. Mrs Short thereupon started up her old Austin Seven and took Win to the 

best dental surgeon in Chippenham, who painlessly extracted the offending molar. 

My last week end there was when I was in the R.A.F. and then I rode up from a 

training camp at Locking, near Weston-super-Mare, to find that Bill was in the 

Army, Grace and Joan nurses, and Dot had just lost her boy friend, who had had 

the bad luck to prang a Spitfire on his first solo flight. Even these circumstances 

did not affect the warm welcome, and I shall always remember this visit, the last I 

was to spend at Derry Hill. 

I say ‘the last’, because Mr and Mrs Short cannot do any catering now; the 

irregular trade prevents them from getting a catering license, and the family just 

rubs along on their bare rations. For those who are interested, I am glad to 

conclude by saying that all three girls and Bill are happily married; Dot is in India 

with a B.O.A.C.( British Overseas Airways Corporation) chap, and Bill, the one 

who said “Moi mother’ll put’ee oop” is practically the guvnor of Nestles at 

Chippenham. 

And thus has passed another great grub shop! For those who may be looking 

for a first night stop on a western tour or a long-distance training spin rendezvous, I 

can recommend Mrs. Ace’s of 14 Waterloo Road, Shepton Mallet. It is 115 miles 

from London, but the goods. Take a tip from an old mug and poodle down there 

one weekend this winter...and if you don’t think it’s far enough, try it on a 60 

fixed! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°177 November 1947 

Rain! Rain! Glorious Rain! 

by Winnie S Tuck 

As a change from the sunshine of this glorious summer, I want to talk about 

rain. Now this may sound a gloomy subject, but it has its funny aspects, and 

thereby hangs a tale. 

In days of yore, before cycling had captured my fickle fancy, I was sheltering 

in a shop doorway during a heavy shower. Along the streaming highway came 
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three cyclists, battling against the elements, but suitably clad in capes and 

sou’westers. Quite suddenly I found myself wishing that I could do the same, it’s 

the sort of thing which dates back to the days when ones sole ambition is to get 

amongst the coal, or splash about in a bucket of water. Little did I know then that 

this foolish fancy would one day be completely realised.  

“What fun?” I thought, “To be able to dress like that and not care a hoot about 

the weather!”  

but never, not in my wildest dreams, did I foresee the time when Bert and I would 

have to fight our way across Exmoor in a raging storm, infinitely worse than the 

mere shower which kept me in a shop doorway…across Exmoor, tandem an’ all. 

We had had tea in Porlock and were strongly advised not to proceed further. 

But the spirit of adventure was riding high, so we turned a deaf ear to the wise ones 

and pressed on. The toll road offered its sheltering sides and we rode in 

comparative comfort to the top. But, emerging from the cliff like security of the 

ascent, we suddenly encountered the full force of Nature in a temper. As Bert 

gripped the handlebars to hold the tandem on the road, the wind literally flung us 

from side to side. Hailstones beat like a thousand pins into our faces, forcing us to 

turn our sou’westers sideways. High over the moor the torrential rain enveloped us 

like a mist, and above the uproar of the gale I heard a faint voice come to me from 

the man in front - well, it sounded faint, but actually he was yelling 

“It’s a lovely view down there on a fine day!” 

I thought even then that the remark showed a peculiar sense of humour, and 

presently; when Bert, possessed of some sudden exuberance, let forth a demoniacal 

laugh, and chanted  

“Wait till we get to Countisbury Hill”. I became convinced that Faust himself 

was on the front seat. “Wait till we get to Countisbury Hill!” 

I had heard so much about this hill that it had assumed terrifying proportions in my 

mind, and I quite expected that we would suddenly and swiftly descend into space, 

but owing to the poor visibility and the gale, the descent, when it came, was 

painfully slow, and with each passing mile I became more and more conscious that 

I was uncommonly wet and that the water was squelching in and out of my shoes. 

Now that there was no need to pedal, the cold wind flapped uncomfortably round 

our wet garments as down, down and down we floated. As we neared the bottom, 

(where the agony stretch begins), some A.A. men advised us to get off and walk.  

“Not so Pygmalion likely”  

Said Bert or words to that effect, and continued his devil’s ride. Finally the 

appointment with fear came to an end, and we were seeking lodgings in Lynmouth. 

That evening found us in the ‘local’, where Bert insisted that a double Scotch 

would ward off any colds. At that time I was very naive concerning the effects of 

strong drink, and when out of courtesy he offered another, much to his surprise I 

accepted! It was not until I sat watching a gas fire that appeared to be dancing that 

I realised that something was wrong. I do not remember much about the rest of the 
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evening except that the last I saw of Bert he was sitting at a huge table laden with 

bowls of fruit and cream and so on, about enough for twenty people, it seemed to 

me. He was throwing his chest out and grinning like a Cheshire Cat, while all I 

could do was to shudder with revulsion and mumble that I was going to bed. I’ve 

often wondered since whether that second glass was offered me with the deliberate 

intention of depriving me of my share of that grub; but whether it was or not, I 

didn’t catch cold. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°178 December 1947 

Greggy’s Year 

By Aquila 

It takes all sorts to make a Club, and, by Jove, we’ve had our share of 

diversity of types. Around many of them has been built a whole mass of legend, 

and. around none more so than Morton Greig, the Flying Scotchman, a founder 

member long since lost to us, but the memory of whose exploits will last as long as 

the Club itself. He was a ‘character’, if ever there was. When the Club was formed 

most of its members were in their ‘teens or early twenties, but Greggy had reached 

the mature old age of 32, a veritable patriarch as it seemed, to us, who were still 

basking in the sunshine of our youthful follies. With twinkling eyes behind a pair 

of gold rimmed specs, he bubbled, over with a benevolence and pickwickian good 

humour, and his exuberant spirits were quite in keeping with the early days. Not 

that he ever set the Stort on fire in a racing sense, but he was a prime mover in 

every scrape and a doughty clubman withal; even though most of the pile up (and. 

there was one every week) were attributed to his speed wobble, and many a time he 

landed the club in a ditch on a winter’s night. 

But his greatest achievements occurred at the Easter tour to the Isle of Wight 

in 1924 or 1925, when in a few crowded hours of glorious life he packed the 

experiences of a clubman’s lifetime. As has often been told, these Easter tours 

were desperate affairs, no quarter given, with ruthless scrapping all the way, and 

the final burst on the Island, that bit from Cowes to Ryde, was unbelievable in its 

ferocity, The unfortunate inhabitants came to dread the annual invasion, parish 

priests warned the girls “those lads are here again”, fond parents apprehensively 

dragged their younger offspring indoors out of harm’s way, and police 

reinforcements were rushed across from the mainland. It had been like that for 

years now, but this time it was even worse. 

Brimming over with high spirits, the Eagles swarmed in one mad helter-

skelter, three and four abreast, all the way from Cowes to Ryde...up and down the 

hilly road, half of them nearly shot over the bridge into Wootton Creek, over Quarr 

Hill, the pace getting hotter and hotter, and, then the final blood curdling sprint into 

the town to the Salisbury. In all this Greggy had played a leading part, and now, 

preparatory to the 30 mph ‘blind’ down the main street, he had taken up a strategic 

position at the rear of the charging column, intending to stage his dramatic burst to 
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the last few seconds. But alas, at the top of the High Street a copper was waiting 

for us, and he signalled to stop. As if we would...or could! I don’t suppose that 

there were more than two reasonably efficient brakes among the lot of us so past 

the unfortunate bobby’s out stretched, arm there swept a horde of rampaging 

Eagles, and. the goal in sight. But Greggy, head down, and at the rear of the 

peloton, was all unconscious that the majesty of the law was opposed to his further 

progress, and commenced to wind, up his famous speed wobble, and rode clean 

over the policeman’s foot. “Must have hit a brick” he mumbled, and proceeded, hot 

foot to the grand finale in the fish yard, where we stored the bikes. 

That would have been enough for most blokes for one week-end, but not for 

Greggy. Nest morning, the Club, in search of mischief, was early abroad, and fate 

directed their footsteps to the children’s boating lake. As the attendant was not 

about, the lads decided to help themselves, and before you could say knife, that 

lake was full of Eagles disporting themselves in an aquatic rough-house, and the 

tranquillity of the seaside town was rent with shouts of waterborne piracy. In the 

heat of battle, Greggy’s boat turned turtle and sank, and spectators and pirates alike 

were convulsed to see our hero standing in three feet of water, pathetically 

brandishing aloft the canoe-paddle. Like Crusoe, he waded ashore, and Mrs 

Godfrey’s good offices were sought to dry out the shipwrecked mariner. 

After an assault on the arm, or the foot, of the law and an escape from a 

watery death, Greggy decided, that he’d better have a quiet day. He had a quiet day 

alright. Strenuously resisting the blandishments of his clubmates to join them in the 

annual tear-up round, the Island, he sought out the company of the quietest 

members and ambled gently across to Totland Bay, picking flowers en route, and 

admiring scenery which in his mad career he had never before had a chance to 

notice. It was almost too good to be true, and it was certainly too good to last. 

Nemesis overtook him while he was meditating upon his sinful past, sitting 

reflectively upon a grassy bank overlooking Alum Bay. Policemen approached him 

and questioned him closely as to his movements the previous day, where he’d 

spent the night, and so on, and, although no member of this Club ever looked less 

like a criminal, poor Greggy was carted off to the lock up for a crime he’d never 

committed! It appeared, that a robbery had taken place at a hotel nearby, and most 

of the silver had been pinched, and suspicion had fallen upon him because he had 

been seen loitering all day! Of course, he was able later to establish an alibi, and 

crestfallen returned to Ryde, where he related the story to a hilarious, audience, 

who regarded it as the crowning glory of a remarkable career. 

But he was never the same again. After a brief spell of club life he entered the 

Church, and his clubmates knew him no more. But if you ever go to church and the 

parson tells you the Parable of the Eagle, that will be Morton Greig. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°178 December 1947 

Retrospect 

by C. E. Wright 

I have reached that mature age when I can say 

“Of course, that was thirty years ago.” 

So that when I am asked to write for this magazine I can delve into the past and 

recall the days when ‘Men were men and cyclists’ teas’ a revelation’. Like most 

youngsters I longed for a bicycle, but I did not realise my ambition until 1914, 

when at the age of 16 I purchased my brother-in-law’s bike of unknown make for 

£3, he having enlisted. It was in good condition, although the chain had stretched a 

couple of links and when called upon to take the strain would ‘shoot up the chain 

wheel with an irritating bang’. It was some time before 1 solved this mystery, 

however, and what with Palmer beaded edge tyres, old inner tubes, constant 

mending of punctures, sundry de-gutting operations and ball bearing cleaning, I 

became more or less expert on the anatomy of a bicycle. I could even remember 

which parts had left hand threads. 

After a prolonged overhaul I delightedly took the machine for a short country 

run. On my way home I come to the point where Plashet Grove joins East Ham 

High Street. I remember distinctly considering whether to return home via the 

Grove or to continue on to the Barking Road. I decided on the latter, and just after 

crossing East Ham Bridge I overtook a bus, an old ‘B’ type, cut too closely across 

its bows, and found myself under it, bike an’ all. I pulled myself out before the 

people around had recovered from the shock, but the bus actually passed over the 

bike across which I was still astride. I remember reeling momentarily a crushing 

weight on my legs, but apparently the bike frame saved them. They were unbroken, 

but had been severely squeezed and my right wrist had been dislocated. A 

policeman took me to a near-by doctor’s, who wanted to know who would be 

paying his fee before he would look at me. I eventually arrived home, to the grave 

concern of my parents, on a police ambulance. I was three months recovering from 

that accident, and carry the scars on my wrist to this day. That ended my cycling 

career for the nonce, apart from jaunts on army machines on Signals schemes. 

When I was demobilised in 1920 I wanted to resume cycling, but the old bike 

had been sold, and prices for a new machine of good make were in. the region of 

£20. 1 decided to wait, and became a ‘track’ fan instead, and did not miss a 

meeting, at Herne Hill for two years. At that time most of the ‘heads’ were 

Londoners, such names as H. E. Ryan, Lance, Alden, Ormston, ‘Tiny’ Johnson, 

‘Jock’ Stewart, Leon Meredith (past his best) , ‘Bill’ Bailey, and Scott, the tandem 

paced champion, and in addition there were the provincials, Albert White, Sibbit 

and Theaker. Sometimes we saw the continental stars such as Duradin, and Van 

Peters, and the American Spencer, also the South African Kaltenbrun who pipped 

Scott in the 50 mile tandem paced match, and thus prevented him from winning the 
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trophy outright. I would moon around the dressing rooms and gaze in awe at the 

beautiful machines of greyhound proportions. ‘Granbies’ seemed to be the 

champion’s choice then, and in 1922 I bought my ‘Granby Special’ at a cost of 

£15, and took it home bursting with pride of possession. I photographed it and 

spent hours gazing at it from all angles, and to me it looked good, very good. It was 

my first ‘real’ bicycle, and I should mention that I still have it. After 26 years it 

still runs as sweet as a nut, although too disreputable in appearance to tempt the 

thief, and therein is its greatest asset. It suffered superficial damage when my home 

was doodlebugged in 1944, but apart from a dent in the bronzed head and a busted 

front extension it survived the ordeal. 

In 1923 I joined the C.T.C. and in the autumn became a member of the 

Eastern Section. I well remember my first ride, the meeting place was at the 

fountain by The George at Wanstead, and I rode up, a. little nervous at meeting 

strangers, and found several chaps and a girl present. The girl was a Miss Laws, 

and one of the fellows was George Howes. They were, I discovered, also members 

of the old Elite C.C. whose headquarters were at Green Street, Forest Gate. 

Everybody was friendly, and they made me feel at home. The tea place was at a 

private house in Potter Street and to this day I can recall the roar that went up from 

the chaps already assembled when we burst into that room. I vividly remember one 

pert little kid sitting in front of the fire and endeavouring to dominate the 

proceedings...he was young Kelsey. 

On the Sunday we went to Saffron Walden for lunch and tea was at Mrs 

Tucker’s, Thorley Street. On this run I met for the first time Algy Ward and Arthur 

Mathews: there were about 25 out that day, and I was very intrigued with the 

knitted wool skull caps which some of them wore they were the current fashion 

among road men of that time. I was thrilled with the comradeship of the crowd, 

their good natured banter and their profound knowledge of bikes and road racing 

and cycling generally. Red ‘Holly’ cycles were THE irons then and were ridden by 

such champions as Marsh and Dredge. Later I learnt that Arthur Mathews was 

practically blind and his favourite pastime was to scare the daylights out of 

motorists by adhering, unflinchingly on his course, on his right side, even though 

the motorist bore down on him, and in the last split second, when a crash seemed 

inevitable he would execute an eccentric wiggle baffling to the eye and slip out of 

danger. It was a breath taking act to witness but Arthur was always quite 

unperturbed. On the way down to Saffron Walden we stopped at Mrs Tucker’s at 

Thorley Street for tea and cakes and I was introduced to that ample and motherly 

soul who later that day was to provide a whacking tea for us all. In these days of 

scarcity, the mere thought of the teas of those days fills me with wonder. We didn’t 

have much money, but for about sixpence or a bob one could get a feed to satisfy 

the heartiest appetite. Although she metaphorically she took us to her bosom, she 

was rather a harridan to her spouse, whom she ruled with a rod of iron. It was a sad 

blow to the cycling fraternity on Eastern roads when she passed on. I remember 
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that coming home from Saffron Walden I sustained a puncture and that as I had no 

repair outfit with me Algy Ward promptly stopped (with, I believe, John Pegley) 

and repaired it for me. After tea we sat round the fire and yarned (I had little to 

say) until it was time to make for home. A most enjoyable experience. 

From then on I settled down into club life I got to know the boys and became 

an ardent admirer of Miss Laws! She was several years my senior and I don’t 

suppose my intentions were serious, but my obvious pleasure in her company came 

to the notice of another lad (Bob Swings) who eventually stepped and crowded me 

out, and eventually married her. Looking back over so many years naturally much 

has become obscure, but many striking personalities still stick out. Teddy Catmur, 

for instance, carefree and usually grubby, and a hardened bachelor, he once turned 

up on a bicycle he had constructed entirely by himself, including brazing the 

frame! Always in and out of work, he got a job in a workhouse at Stepney or 

Poplar, and deeming it time he settled down and gathered moss, he proceeded to 

woo the matron, married her, and is now a respectable workhouse master 

somewhere in England. Which only goes to show what you can do when you try. 

I remember my first annual dinner with the Eastern Section, which was held at 

The Roebuck, Buckhurst Hill, and we made it a club run: that was the occasion 

when Harry Torrance juggled with the hot cinders from the fire and Harry Knight 

performed his violin solos. Knight is now a Principal Clerk in the London Postal 

Region and quite a big shot. The second dinner was held at the Doctor Butler’s 

Head in Masons Avenue in the City and I have before me now a photograph taken 

at the time. Many of their names escape me now, but in the foreground is ‘Bank’ 

Holiday of the Century, a tricyclist of some renown who once tricycled to 

Scotland, broadcast his experiences, and became infatuated with a Scotch lassie 

with disturbing consequences to his future. And who remembers old ‘Bill’ he of 

the withered leg and woolly thatch, who could never keep up with the bunch but 

always managed to reach the grub shops (he and I had a lot in common!) and the 

brothers Thunder and Lightning, queer lads whose speciality on club runs was their 

even queerer costume, and many others? In this group I can see Fred Burt, elegant 

as always, and Arthur Baker who rode a ‘Saxon’ tempered like a sword and Jenny 

Joy (now Mrs Davey) bless her heart, and whose cousin nearly clapped the ball and 

chain on me, and Vic-a-da-Bod, all teeth and smiles, and Bessie Deaville (now Mrs 

Ted Burt)...Ted is not to be seen, he is probably in the bar; Win Stansell (now Mrs 

Harry Cross) then a mere slip of a girl, and many others. What a crowd they were! 

And what a performance we gave that night! 

The Eagles had not long been hatched then. Personally I never attained that 

happy state of physical fitness when ‘turning them round’ becomes a sheer joy and 

the idea of racing never appealed to me. My long and happy association with the 

Club has led many people to think that 1 was a founder member but I have always 

confessed that I was not and sorrowfully declare it again. The tremendous 

enthusiasm and searing optimism of that band of pioneers was wonderful to 
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behold, and although I never raced, some of my most cherished memories are 

associated with the Eagles racing programme, of which more anon, because I think 

I have written enough for the present. I hope that other old-timers with more facile 

pens will be stimulated by this narrative to fill in the gaps. Cycling has given me 

many years of pleasant recreation and many treasured friends whom l am looking 

forward to seeing on the 20
th

 December. Meanwhile I wish you all good fortune in 

your many activities. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°199 September 1949 

Thompsons 

Anon 

There are many roadside houses in Britain whose patrons consist chiefly of 

cyclists; they vary from horrible frame board shacks on arterial roads to converted 

country cottages and the food and service dispensed also varies in the same 

alarming way. Some of them have an almost international reputation and have 

stood the test of time for generations, and one of these is Thompsons at Potter 

Street. There is really no need to add the words ‘Potter Street’ because everybody 

who uses the roads round London knows of its whereabouts, and many thousands 

there are who have called there for sustenance and shelter and received it in 

bounteous measure. I believe the good people there now close on one or two nights 

a week, a precaution wisely necessary, I should imagine, because otherwise theirs’ 

would be a seven-day week and fourteen hours a day, but I’m quite, sure that if 

some benighted traveller knocked on the door on those scheduled ‘closed’ days he 

would secure what refreshment he needed. I remember an occasion just after the 

war when I was making my way down to the 32nd on a particularly nasty morning 

and a ‘cuppa’, at Thompsons seemed just the job. The gate was shut, and I climbed 

over the top to be greeted by a croak from Mrs Thompson 

“We’re not open... only just got up!” 

As a matter of fact she was sweeping out the clubroom, but within a couple of 

minutes there was the steaming cup that cheers and in ten minutes I was on my 

way again. 

And that is typical of the place. It has an atmosphere all its own, and as far as 

I am aware, there is no place like it round London, at any rate. It is not only the 

roadman’s Mecca; it is the universal clubhouse where you are almost certain to 

meet some kindred spirit. I have been there on mid-week mornings expecting to 

find it empty, but no, sure enough there’s been some other work-dodger there too. 

But it is on mid-week evenings, and particularly on Thursdays, that the real 

jamboree takes place. In the early spring and autumn you’ll be lucky to squeeze in 

and find a few square inches of deal board to sit on, but there’ll be laughter and 

chatter and plenty of tea and cakes. (I wonder what accounting genius first tipped 

off Mrs T. on the advantages of making all charges in units of twopence? I’m quite 

sure that when we are all on the other side of the Pearly Gates that straw thatch will 
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look over at me and say “How Many?” and then, doing the lightning arithmetic 

work out the answer and say “Fourpence”.) The scene on Thursdays really is a 

remarkable one; I hazarded the guess the other night that there must be something 

like £4000 of bikes lying around the place (or £400L if you include mine) and 

there are representatives from many clubs, and strong groups from others. (How 

many of our present members know that in our. very early days we persuaded the 

Old Man to exhibit our badge outside, the establishment? It was quite a work of 

art, but its only fault was that it made the Eagle look like a gouty canary and we 

were all pleased when it disappeared.) 

It sure is some place, as the Yanks would say. Has your battery conked out 

coming down the Seventeenth? You can always get a spare at Thompsons. Brake 

cable gone? The Old Man can fix you up. Do you want to read this week’s Cycling 

or The Bicycle? A copy will be lying around somewhere. Do you want to wash? 

There’s the basin, the water and the soap, (but No Towel!) Do you want to park 

your steed while you watch the cavalcade of cyclists sweeping down the hill? 

There’s a large shed at the back. Everything’s laid on for you, and even if Mrs 

Thompson will sometimes grumble that she can’t hear herself speak, why bless 

you, she doesn’t mean it! I often wonder whether she would miss us more than we 

would miss her if ever the place closed down, which God forbid. She’s a 

“character” with-a real liking for her boys, as she calls ‘em, and I remember 

hearing her turn away some motor cyclists who had asked for refreshment. 

“Can’t serve you here”, she barked, “I’ve got my boys to look after.”  

Bless her heart. 

And at about nine o’clock, when the hubbub is at its height, you will hear 

somebody say 

“I’m going to take it easy to-night,” and soon the trek to the door commences. 

We adjourn to the yard, light the lamps, and wheel them into the road. “Take it 

easy,” by gosh! By the time you’ve got to the Nineteenth, if you haven’t already 

been dropped, you’ll be battling along with a score or more of companions at 

something much faster than ‘evens’...but if you have been dropped, as I invariably 

am, you may be rewarded by a sight on these autumn evenings which serves as a 

happy memory in many a dark hour, and that is the sight of the twinkling rear 

lamps gradually getting fainter as they draw away from you, and you sigh for your 

lost youth and wonder whether it is the tea and cakes at twopence a time which 

makes them so fast. 

Good old Thompsons! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°194 April 1949 

A Ghost on the Epping Road 

By Charlie Meopham 

Much water has flowed under London Bridge since the little incident I am 

about to relate. It was in 1921 and November at that, and on one of those dark, 
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filthy reeking nights when nothing stirs. My pal Bill and I were slugging through 

the mud on the Epping Road bound for Mrs Riley’s, where on Tuesday and 

Thursday evenings a few of the Eastern Section and Century boys were wont to 

indulge in unlimited tea and buns at a tanner ahead. Now to appreciate this yarn I 

must endeavour to impart something of the atmosphere of this road in those days, 

or rather nights. It was then a very lonely place in the winter and traffic practically 

nonexistent, and after passing The Warren you could often ride all the way to 

Epping with no sign of life about at all apart from the glimmer of oil lamps in the 

windows of The Robin Hood and Wake Arms. The road too was much narrower 

than it is now, and where those high banks flank the road the overhanging trees 

create a cavern of stygian darkness. If I remember aright, I had a ‘bobby dodger’ 

lamp and Bill an acetylene which in the pitch darkness suddenly illuminated a 

ghostly white wraith of a figure which suddenly reared itself right in our path, but 

before we could utter a sound, or even dodge to avoid it, we were upon it, and 

through ‘the thing’. 

“What the ....was that?"  

We asked each other, and when the first shock had passed we summoned up the 

little courage that remained to us and decided to go back and investigate. 

We got a darned good laugh as compensation for our fright. A deer had 

crossed the road just before we arrived, and pausing to answer a call of nature, had 

left behind on the King’s highway a large deposit from which a column of steam 

was rising straight into the still night air. 

Needless to say the boys at Honey Lane Plain saw the joke. I hope you will. 

Alone & Unpaced 

By ‘I Wright’ 

Those who have joined the Club since the war may at first have wondered 

about the function of those organisations to which we regularly affiliate, and whose 

initials comprise, or end with, the letters R.R.A. The function of the national body, 

the Road Records Association, have recently been brought into prominence by 

early morning activities on the Brighton Road, but as most of the publicity has 

been confined to the rider, perhaps a word about the R.R.A. itself may prove of 

interest. 

It was formed to 1888 at the instigation of A.J. Wilson of the North Road 

Club, to certify claims to records by riders on different classes of machines, and 

first recognised only the 50 and 100 miles, 12 and 24 hours, and the End-to-End, 

but in the next two years many place to place records were added to the list, 

including the one which has become the Blue Riband of record breaking, the 

London to Brighton and back. All these were paced records, end it was not until 

1898 that the R.R.A. decided to recognise unpaced rides as a separate class, and 

these quickly because the only ones to be considered when talking of records. 

Although few paced records were made, and motor pacing was barred in 1900, it 

was not until 1933 that the Association decided not to recognise future paced rides. 
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It may surprise the younger members also, that not until 1923 were record attempts 

allowed to be made on Sunday. The Association has always been very strict in its 

requirements. In 1936, for instance, two records were disallowed because of 

infringements by helpers, so if ever you go out helping a record-breaker make sure 

you don’t do anything silly, like handing him a drink while riding yourself, or 

carrying or pushing his bike when he is dismounted. 

The only Eagles ever to get their names on the national list of records were 

A.R. Crisp and W.F. Tilley, who, in 1927, riding a tandem, indulged in some 

intensive competition over the 138 hilly miles of the London to Portsmouth and 

back course. They captured the record with a 17 minutes beating of the previous 

one, only to lose it to the brothers Harry and Sid Ferris. Another attempt get it back 

however, with a ride of 6hrs.36m.32s., sixteen minutes better than their previous 

effort, only, alas, to lose it again to Bowman and West; all this in one year. That 

record now stands to the Australians, Milliken and Stuart, with 6hrs.lmin.l2secs. 

In 1934 a new era dawned when Opperman and his fellow Australians came 

over, riding as professionals for B.S.A., and broke records right and left. The big 

firms recognised that the advertisement value of records was the only field open 

for professionals in this country. From then until the war, Opperman and Co., for 

B.S.A., the Hercules team of Southall, Earnshaw, Hepplestone and the Belgian 

Kemp; Ferris and James with their Raleigh’s, and Harry Hall for John Bull tyres, 

brought the records tumbling down. 

For example, the 50 came down by 15 minutes, the 12 went up by 34 miles, 

the 24 by 51; the London-York came down by 67 minutes, the Liverpool-

Edinburgh by 71 minutes, and the End-to-End by 7 hours, while ell the others 

suffered similar heavy revisions. This professional activity led to a demand that a 

separate class for pro records should be set up, but the R.R.A., unlike the Women’s 

R.R.A., and the N.C.U., held to the logical view that the only record for one 

distance or route was the fastest on that particular class of machine, and refused to 

differentiate. Many people also held the view that their clubs should refuse to 

affiliate to an organisation whose function was, in their view, being misused to 

provide advertisement revenue for the big companies. Others however pointed out 

that although the single records were being put out of reach of the amateur, there 

were still the other classes of records within his reach. The brilliant exploits of 

Beardsmore, Joy and Alf Hill on the Brighton Road, show that even this view was 

pessimistic, for the top flight amateur of today is faster than the professional of 

yesteryear, and if the cracks paid as much attention to the other records as they 

have to the Brighton and Back, then the professionals names would gradually 

vanish from the list. 

The single records are, perhaps, a bit out of reach of our own riders at present, 

but the tandem and tricycle records are feasible. The recent rides of Parkes on the 

End-to-End and Widdows and Robinson on the Lands End to London show that 

the large resources available to a professional are not essential. An amateur will 
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always find plenty of willing help. If the single R.R.A. records are a little out of 

reach of our riders the single, indeed all, the records of the local body, the Eastern 

Counties R.R.A., certainly are not. At least four of our current racing men are 

capable now of beating one or more of the E.C.R.R.A., single records, while the 

tandem records are wide open to any reasonable pair who like to train together for 

a bit. 

Record breaking, lacking even the slight incentive of other competitors, is 

obviously the epitome of time-tri ailing, alone and unpaced, but it has the 

advantage to the rider of knowing exactly what he has to beat. He need not wonder 

what times his rivals are doing and what he must do to beat them, he knows 

exactly. At least one of our members has ideas concerning an Eastern Counties 

record, how about the others? We have the talent in the Club to do it, and in case 

you think these words are addressed to the other fellow, I would commend to you 

the words of Cycling’s editorial on Alf Hill –  

“We have scores, nay, hundreds of equally great riders in club ranks; they 

have only to make up their minds to the fact”. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°212 October 1950 

The North Road ‘24’ 

by George White 

This is not the story of any North Road ‘24’ in particular, or any one man’s 

effort, and although my experience is limited to but one event, it is an attempt to 

sketch the atmosphere, history and traditions as caught by a rider observer. Before 

noting this atmosphere one is tempted to scoff a little at the write-up it gets, and at 

its ‘old boys’, but later one suspects a certain justification for the privilege 

accorded to this event. 

The start card is a history of the event from its inception in 1886, when G.P. 

Mills won it with 227 miles! No doubt the roads in those days were rutted and 

muddy or dusty, but since in 1887 the same rider did 264 miles on a tricycle, the 

roads were not the main cause of the low mileage. The mileages gradually 

increased until 1894 when C.C. Fountaine of the Poly covered 376 miles. We can 

imagine the breeched, capped and rather autocratic riders talking of the increasing 

competition, necessitating cutting out feeds and maybe a sleep. Until 1897 those 

rides were paced. What an affair it must have been feeding riders and pacers. 

Perhaps that is why in 1895/6 the event was held on the track. In 1896 the 

Frenchman, C. Huret covered 460 miles one quarter of a mile less than R. Mynott’s 

unpaced road ride of 1950. From 1898 we trace the years through the names of 

Hillhouse, Waterhouse, Holbein, Shorland, Briault, Wingrave, Selbach, Rossiter, 

Davey, Dougal, Ellis, Ferris, Hall and Basham. Tricycles have always had a special 

place in the North Road 24. F.T. Bidlake won that section six times with a best of 

356½ on a 62 gear, in 1894 (paced event). This year (1950) C. Prior rode 407¼ 

miles. 
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Today’s rider, having absorbed some North Road history, makes his way to 

the start, where on the green at Crosshall he finds a large well-controlled crowd 

and many cars and trailers, and a large number of wearers of the North Road 

badge. Of those latter a fair proportion have inscribed inside the badge a ‘24’, 

indicating that the owner rode in a N.R. 24 before 1899. Some of these are 

bewiskered, nearly all wear caps and plus-twos. Few, if any, shortists are seen in 

their ranks. G.H. Stancer is there ready to exchange reminiscences, as are E.J. 

Steel, Cecil Paget and many another of the same vintage. 

A number is called and one sits, rather self-consciously on the bike. A 

surprisingly large number of spectators know your name, wish you luck and sotto 

voce mention 

“Oh yes, I knew him when he was a fast man.”  

Five miles up the road and back again through the crowd before those 20 

miles along the Great North Road to Wansford and what must be one of the worst 

sections of trunk road, so for as its surface is concerned, in England. Then the new 

detour to Oundle, back to Crosshall, detour, main road, detour, main road, on to 

March and Wisbech through rain end sunshine, past helpers in capes with their 

bottles and their cheery words. 

At Wisbech night has descended and there are food and one’s night clothing 

available. More good wishes, a quick discussion with your personal helpers, and, 

away on a beautiful moonlit night. With a smooth road underneath how could one 

fail to enjoy it, although perhaps the wind is a little keen and strong? The helpers in 

the car stay behind to catch up a little well earned rest and to take food and drink 

whilst the riders travel west then north, past checking officials in capes stamping 

their feet to get warm, to Rippingale and past Market Deeping. 100 miles from 

London and 231 miles in the legs. Check, hot coffee, turn and away. The moon 

shines so that one can see the watch, and with eleven more hours to go we retrace 

our route till here is our signal light, the car and willing helpers with more hot 

soup, coffee and words of encouragement. As we pass into and out of Wisbech a 

faint luminosity on our left proclaims dawn, whilst the moon now low on the right 

takes its leave. A quick breakfast, and lit by the horizontal easterly rays of the 

newly risen sun we ride away, lamps discarded, to March, where even another 

young helper having missed me at night returned at this early hour with coffee and 

peaches. Ely and more soup, coffee and encouragement from two of our older 

members, who, putting in the miles, join the official feeders to help. Now the next 

hour or so shall have a veil drawn over it so far as the writer’s own efforts are 

concerned, since the spirit waned and the flesh weakened. 

At Fuller’s, Girtford how many knew, or know, because she still lives close 

by at Sandy, ‘Ma’ Fuller, that benign, efficient lady, who for so many years fed 

cyclists so well and erected what is almost now a legend? The cafe has seen many 

changes since she left, and lost the regard many held for it, but the new owners 

state the wish to re-establish it. They are keen, but will have to work hard to 
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emulate Mrs Fuller. Here, anyway, are the North Roaders to be near the checking 

point from which all riders run out. Known officially as the Bidlake Memorial, 

Poplars Corner, this spot, is always spoken of as ‘Biddy’, as though his spirit 

dwells around here, as well it might. So standing near Biddy we see the riders 

coming down from Eaton Socon. Some will only get to Biggleswade, others back 

and out to Shefford and a very few back and out to Moggerhanger, Bedford. To 

Bedford goes the leader, followed later by the second man, both with nose bleed 

due to excess glucose, stimulants and rising blood pressure. Time expires and in 

comes the winner, traditionally in a Rolls Royce in royal style, but he looks more 

unconsciously than self-consciously at the clapping hands. 

The old North Roaders shake each other by the hand, caps nod together, and 

later the wearers, go their various ways by bicycle or car, stimulated by reflected 

glory and past memories. Such an event does overshadow those of shorter distance 

by its weight of miles and history, and perhaps because there so many shorter 

events and participants. 

The three other 24 hour events have built, or are building, traditions, but there 

is truly only one North Road 24 Lacking the magic pen I may have failed to 

capture the atmosphere in such a short article but come along next year and see – 

who knows, we may have at team or an individual rider to add the Club’s name to 

the North Road annals. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°219 May 1951 

Potter Street 

Those who have not been up the road recently will be sorry to learn that the 

fine avenue of trees" that bordered the green at Potter Street is now no more. The 

destruction is presumably one of the results of the building of the satellite town-of 

Harlow, although we cannot see why that should necessitate destroying such a 

grand feature of a quiet Essex village. The loss, although it opens, a hitherto 

obscured vista across the Lea valley is, we feel, one of the needless prices we have 

to pay for progress. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°231/2 July/August 1952 

Passingford Bridge 

by Fred Argent 

The earliest impressions of that pleasant little spot have not been dimmed with 

time, as so often happens with places we once thought to be right out in the country 

and now realise are only on the fringe of ‘suburbia’. The narrow humpy bridge, the 

quiet stretch of river with the meadow along one side, the old mill, and as much as 

anything the few houses which constitute the hamlet of Stapleford Tawney all 

neatly packed away under the trees, combine to give Passingford an air of 

tranquillity that has-never failed to impress. 
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It was something of a shock recently to find that Passingford was ‘up’. 

Contractors had taken over the peaceful scene and transformed it with their huts 

and mechanical equipment. The obvious conclusion was that the bridge was to be 

widened or rebuilt. Sad as it seemed no one could deny the necessity, for the old 

structure is only wide enough for a single vehicle, and is so awkwardly placed as to 

make a turn on the main road which even we cyclists find a bit ‘dodgy’. Looking 

over the parapet for what we thought might be the last time, down to river bed that 

had been pumped dry we were surprised to learn on enquiry that the old bridge is 

only going to have its foundations strengthened, and that no widening or other 

alteration is planned. 

So Passingford lives again. The Eastern Section should be glad of that, 

because it was to this very spot (so Max tells me) in the spring of 1912 that the 

Section had its first run. The party sat on the parapet, photographs were taken, and 

agreeing that they had come for enough for the day then adjourned to nearby Curtis 

Mill Green for tea! Knowing this, a certain charm will be added to the new lease of 

life which we are happy to see given to dear old Passingford. 

 

Note: It continued as a hump backed bridge (as same as the one at Abridge) until 

1980 when it was rebuilt as it is now. This was when the M 25 was built, the path 

of the road changed and with a new roundabout. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°253June 1954 

My First Week-End with the Eagles 

by Rose Burt 

It was in the early years of the Eagle Road Club when the intrusion of the 

fairer sex was the exception rather than the rule. The days when a fellow could take 

his sister to a Club dance and be sure he wouldn’t have to dance with her as she 

was sometimes the only girl in the Eagle’s nest. Those of the lads who had girl 

friends usually kept them well in the background, consequently they were 

uninitiated in the awful rites of Club life and most of us thought our boys were the 

same little gentlemen in Club life as they were with us. 

Thus it was at Christmas 1930 when the Eagles held a week-end party at The 

Old Mill, Hatfield Peveril. In company with a party of gently nurtured young ladies 

I made my way to Hatfield P. by coach whilst our lads cycled it. Having been 

shown my corner of the ladies dorm, I went off with Fred on a tour of inspection. 

We were a large party and the overflow of lads was sleeping in the grain loft and 

Fred took me up the rickety ladder - the only means of access - to show me round. 

It was a dark, creepy place with rats and we left the lads there trying to sort 

themselves out by torchlight. As I hopped off the last steep rung of the ladder I was 

astonished to see Fred remove it from the doorway and carefully drop it out of 

sight. Before I could protest at this strange behaviour he gave me a wink and 

marched me out of earshot. I was relieved to see the stranded lads at tea but 
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puzzled that no mention was made of their awful predicament. Still, what’s a 20 

feet drop between a cyclist and his tea? 

We sat down to a very festive tea; each of the several tables bore a large cake 

iced in honour of the Eagle Road Club. It seemed strange to me that plates of food 

handed in at the lower end of the table never seemed to get as far as us, until my 

male neighbour whispered “You’ve gotta grab!” Eventually the cake was cut and 

started its progress down the table from our end, it looked delicious, but the first 

bite had a strong flavour of paraffin. I turned to warn the others when my same 

neighbour hissed “Don’t tell em, you fool, let em find out!” It must have been a 

very unique experience for our hostess to find so much cake uneaten after a 

cyclist’s tea. 

After the tables were cleared I noticed with astonishment that our hostess and 

her family proceeded to strip the room, of everything but the seats, the reason for 

this became obvious once the parlour games began. I’d no idea there were so many 

rough games including so much water. After several hilarious hours some of the 

girls crept upstairs and filled the male’s beds with holly, books and other 

uncomfortable objects. How were we to know that those methods were unheard of 

in the Club? 

In the small hours of the morning we girls groped our way up to our rooms, 

utterly exhausted, opened the door and stopped short at the scene which met our 

gaze. The beds were completely dismantled, heaped on the floor, the bedclothes in 

a pyramid on top and crowned with the “usual offices!” A sniggering Eagle was 

captured and thoroughly doused before he fled back to his room. When we had 

made some sort of order out of the chaos, Elsie Torrance listened at the men’s door 

for comments on our little efforts. Apparently, unsuspicious of our archaic methods 

they’d climbed into bed and got the full force of it and Louie, very red of face, said 

she’d never heard such language. 

Next morning going down to breakfast, I noticed one of the boys slide back a 

bedroom door and smack it with a wet sponge which, judging from the shrieks, 

found it’s mark, but I was getting accustomed to these pleasantries. During that 

morning Dennis Atkinson offered to take me for my first ride on a tandem. I’d 

never been on a bicycle before and as we sailed down a country lane I gazed 

around at the scenery and thought what a grand life it was, sailing along like this, 

no effort at all, why, you still went on when you took your feet right off the pedals, 

like so - but just then Dennis turned a corner - I went straight on. 

As I extricated myself from the heap Dennis said fiercely “Don’t you tell ‘em 

we came off.” I gazed down at my gravel stained hands, ruined stockings and mud 

bespattered Sunday best and wondered how they wouldn’t guess! 

Well, that uproarious week-end came to a close as all good things must and 

although there were many other week-ends that one always stands out in my 

memory. Although it was an eye-opener to the girls, some people never learn, for 

every one of us is now married to a member of the Eagle Road Club! 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°331 April 1961 

Eagles Grounded on Belgian Cobbles 

by J.A. Miller 

Five club members being bitten by the Continental bug, visited Belgium this 

Easter in preference to the usual ‘traditionals’, this trip to Ghent via Dover-Ostend 

was undertaken ostensibly to allow three of the party to sample the notorious race 

circuits of cobbled roads. Our venturesome trio being Peter Greening, Bill Carr and 

Jan Preedy. John Hughes and the writer made up the party with the sole aim of 

watching the others suffer! 

We left Victoria station at 11.30 p.m. on the Thursday and on arrival at Dover 

found that the boat had been delayed for an hour. This did not dampen the spirits of 

the youthful crowd on our train for an accordion was magically produced from 

somewhere, and community singing swelled forth from the Customs Hall to 

penetrate the far corners of Dover Harbour. Appropriate tunes being London Town, 

White Cliffs of Dover, and Easter Parade - with ironically enough, A Slow Boat to 

China for good measure. Eventually the boat arrived and conveyed us through the 

dark hours to arrive at an Ostend bathed in sunshine. 

Jan Preedy was the natural leader of our party, for having previously spent a 

fortnight’s holiday in these parts he knew most of the answers, including those 

connected with road racing, in which he had dabbled. We had an early breakfast 

and jolted out of Ostend to the main connecting road to Ghent. This road has cycle 

paths on both sides for a couple of miles until one abruptly terminates. The 

remaining path is then used for intermingled cycles and mopeds going in opposite 

directions. This was fair enough, but it was then found that the path suddenly 

switched to the other side of the road, so over we would go, becoming more 

bewildered with each crossing. Those negotiations were very hazardous at times, 

especially when forced to ride some fifty yards in the road against oncoming traffic 

before being able to cross over. We reached cobbled Ghent around mid-day where 

Jan led the way to the hotel at which he had booked our stay for three nights. A 

wash, followed by an excellent meal soon dispelled our natural drowsiness after 

the sleepless journey. 

The meal over, we went by tram to the city centre, where we strolled along 

the main street in that leisurely manner which afflicts many cyclists when afoot. 

Our destination was a cycle shop at which Jan hoped to obtain information from 

the English speaking dealer concerning road races for the morrow. We thought that 

this advance knowledge would be of great help, for although the daily race 

promotions are published each morning in the local and national newspapers, we 

would no doubt have difficulty in translating the information given. What a boon 

this procedure would be to our lads back home: Just pick up the morning paper on, 

for example, a Saturday, scan the promotions and say,  

“Ahem! I think I’ll ride in the Nonesuch 80-miles event this afternoon.” 
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The dealer advised our trio to wrap some spongy material around the bends in 

order to take some of the shook when riding over the cobbles. This was apparently 

the ‘gen’ thing to do. Our friend then sent a boy out to get the information we 

wanted, so Jan volunteered to stay while we returned to the hotel to get the bikes 

ready - calling at a Woolworth type store en route for some spongy material. The 

nearest thing we could get was a sponge strip saturated with a cleaning fluid, it had 

to do, it was spongy - and cheap! 

Jan later returned to the hotel with the information concerning a road race 

promotion at 2.45.p.m. on the next day, starting some 17 miles from Ghent. The 

lads, realising that the 17 miles approach was over pavé decided to go by train 

rather than add to the agony of the 80 miles race which was of it over cobbles. The 

maître d'hôtel and his adult son both spoke English, they were forthwith consulted 

and obliged by finding us an appropriate train in the timetable. Jan then dropped 

the news that he was not going to race. The other two riders no doubt drew 

significance from this that it was going to be tough - it was! 

The following day we caught the train in plenty of time and arrived at our 

destination to the accompaniment of lightly falling rain. The headquarters of the 

event were eventually found up viciously cobbled side street, humps and ruts 

abounded in the many places where the road had sunk. We had infact been drawn 

to this street by the sound of a loudspeaker blaring forth Jailhouse Rock. The 

residents of the town had by now most certainly had the lyrics (?) engraved on 

their memory for we later found that it was being almost continuously played - 

Perhaps the official had a ‘Disc Jockey’ armband! Pete and Bill dived into the café-

bar headquarters, showed their permits and collected number sashes. It was as easy 

as that. Half-an-hour later the field massed for the start, a notable feature here was 

that each one of the 80 riders wore a crash hat over his racing cap, the latter being 

worn back to front. After the usual preliminaries the powerfully built coureurs 

moved away to a compact start - suddenly the street was devoid of colour.  

After about 22 minutes the field hove into sight to commence the second of 

their eight 10 mile laps. Pete was in the bunch as the riders vibrated past into the 

distance. Bill came along with some stragglers about five minutes down. He looked 

very unhappy! Then up came the completion of lap two. Three riders had a lead of 

a minute over a group of twenty grim faced, mud spattered chasers. Pete was a 

further minute back, and alas, he ‘packed’ when he saw us and reported that his 

gear lever had jammed into ‘top’. Ten minutes passed and there was no sign of 

Bill, so with visions of him going off course and penetrating into Holland, I 

decided to go around the circuit the reverse way in order to prevent him becoming 

involved in an ‘International Incident’!!! 

The coureurs were encountered on their third lap riding along a stretch of road 

with a cycle path alongside. At the point where I made contact the made-up road 

terminated and about two miles of cobbles laid ahead of the riders, the leaders 

promptly forsook the road and the whole group continued at racing speed strung 
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out on the cycle path! A little further on I was barred by a level crossing gate with 

the pursuing bunch on the other side gesticulating wildly. This situation was a 

‘natural’ for some snapshots from my camera. On completion of my lap I found 

that Bill had returned following a crash in which he had injured an arm. Only about 

twenty of the experienced field finished the race, so our lads can be forgiven their 

withdrawal. At least it was an experience of kermesse type racing which is 

excellent for toughening up the system! 

On returning to the hotel in Ghent, spirits arose after another excellent meal, 

so we started out on another prowl around the streets. This time Jan guided our 

steps in a tactful manner to a café where the landlord not only spoke English but 

was also financially interested in cycle race teams. Any hopes that our boys may 

have had of sponsorship had been left on the cobbles during the afternoon. 

However, this man’s professed inside knowledge of the sport proved illuminating. 

He had some English lads staying with him and expressed surprise that we had 

elected to go elsewhere. This man was also a horse-slaughterer and our contact 

with him prompted us to view with great suspicion future ‘Steak’ dishes on 

Belgian menus! 

Sunday dawned as a rather miserable day; clouds scurried ominously across 

the sky. We had tried to hire a self-drive car with Pete as the driver, but found they 

were all out. Somebody suggested a train journey to Brussels, and as the capital 

was only about forty miles away we all agreed to go. Approaching Brussels John 

Hughes spotted the ‘Atomium’ and this became our target on leaving the station. 

The ‘Atomium’, originally constructed for Expo 58, the 1958 Brussels World’s 

Fair, is a quite impressive cube of nine huge balls built on a structure rising to the 

height of St. Pauls Cathedral in London. The supporting pipe-like arms to the 

various balls contain escalators, the three vertical central balls being served by a 

super-fast lift. Different types of nuclear and other scientific apparatus is on 

display within the balls, but although most impressive, I very much doubt if many 

of the visitors understand their significance. It was getting towards nightfall when 

we finally left the Exhibition Grounds, and on returning to the city found that it had 

come to life. People teemed in streets that were empty during the afternoon. 

Perhaps an attraction was the many neon signs and advertisements which put our 

own Piccadilly Circus in the shade. We had a meal at West End prices and 

reluctantly boarded the train to Ghent, arriving at our hotel around 11.00 p.m. 

Following a breakfast of ham and eggs, we rode away from our excellent 

hotel the next morning on the zig-zag course back to Ostend. Then came an 

uneventful trip to Dover and arrival at Victoria around 10.30.p.m. to collect our 

bikes and ride home-wards. We were well satisfied with the holiday, but I’ve a 

suspicion that any jaunt abroad next Easter will be to a country with made-up 

roads! 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°368 September 1965 

The Wilderness Party 

by Aquila 

As I was walking across Hackney Marsh on my way to our President’s annual 

party it occurred to me that the present occasion must be the fortieth of these ever 

delightful gatherings which have been so important a factor in our club life, and 

not unnaturally perhaps, I fell to meditating on the great changes which have taken 

place in the Club, in the sport, and indeed in the whole of our environment in that 

long period of time. I was born and bred in Hackney Wick, and remember the 

Marsh when it really was a marsh always flooded in winter, and crossed by two 

narrow roads full of pot-holes and loose granite chips: the Eton Manor Club was 

only just around the corner to where I lived, and although I cannot claim to be one 

of its founder members, I certainly belong to the class of its first decade, and it 

would not be an over-statement to say that the Marsh and Club were the most 

important influences in my early years.  

Later on, the bicycle and the formation of the Eagle Road Club were to direct 

my course into those channels in which it has remained ever since, but I have never 

ceased to marvel at the odd turn of fate which led the Club into the orbit of Mr. 

Villiers and the Eton Manor Club. Of course, this is all ancient history, the Marsh 

is now a huge area of superb playing fields, crossed by giant carriage-ways, the 

Eton Manor Club in Riseholme Street where all the pre-war parties were held is 

quite possibly to be demolished to make way for a new trunk road, and our own 

Eagle Road Club, now 42 years old, is at a critical period of its existence. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°386 February 1969 

Where Have All the Bangers Gone? 

by Win Cross 

Panic broke out in Walthamstow High Street on Saturday the 9th November. 

Shoppers expecting to go home to their usual Sausage tea began frantically, 

searching, high and low. Butchers shops were besieged by anxious Mums, trailing 

querulous children, demanding their usual quota of this famous fruit, but alas, not a 

Sausage was to be found, and, do you know why? They had all been spirited away 

by a determined member of the Eagle Road. Club! He was seen sprinting down 

Salop Road with a whole pram load of these pink beauties, hotly pursued by the 

angry, mob, but he just reached N°45 in time to be dragged inside by his loving 

wife Kathleen, who had abandoned her task of peeling FORTY-SIX pounds of 

potatoes when she heard his pitiful cries for help. 

Of course, all this activity was in an excellent cause, and we hope the 

inhabitants of Walthamstow will in time forget and forgive. Those luscious 

Bangers went along to Bedford House, Buckhurst-Hill, to feed SIXTY EIGHT 

assorted members, wives, children and friends of the ‘Eagles’ on Sunday 10
th
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November after the Annual Hill Climb, which took place at Lippitts Hill earlier in 

the day. Ten members rode up the hill encouraged by the cheers of a record crowd 

of onlookers, and Alan Clarke taking 2"minutes and 9 seconds to reach the 

Timekeeper, beat Ken McDonald and Martin Westmacott into equal second place 

by a six second margin. Third fastest was Jim Jacovides with a ride of 2 mins. 20 

secs. And the rest struggled up in times which I am sure they would not wish to 

mention. It was very encouraging to see such enthusiasm and so many people who 

have been too long absent from the club scene, and after the event we all made our 

way to Bedford House to enjoy the feast and to get warm, for it was a very cold 

morning, though dry. 

Dry it may have been outside, but it soon became very wet inside, when it was 

discovered that with great foresight Dennis had laid in a stock of alcoholic 

beverages, plus FOUR GALLONS of orange squash for the children and 

teetotallers. As Barmaid extraordinary, I was kept pretty busy for the next hour, 

whilst up in the kitchen Dennis and his noble band struggled manfully to cope with 

240 Sausages, etc., etc. The odd one or two got a bit near the flame and the air was 

filled with a strange burning smell, but very soon the welcome sight of the younger 

members of the Club were seen descending the stairs laden with steaming plates of 

food, with which they served us all before sitting down to enjoy their own. In true 

club fashion we soon demolished the good fare provided and the tables were 

cleared. The nineteen children present, full of S & M plus homemade Apple Pie, 

Cream and strawberry jelly washed down by copious draughts of orange squash, 

proceeded to work it all off by chasing each other up and down the various 

staircases, while their elders settled down to recount their memories, (and various 

other not such printable matter, I suspect) and the afternoon passed all too quickly. 

I am told the Treasurer took advantage of getting so many folk together to 

gather in a few donations to the needy typewriter fund, also a number of subs 

which had been hanging fire, and even got an erstwhile member to renew his 

membership. All very worthy causes. Late in the afternoon some folk had to leave 

and therefore missed the excellent cups of tea and ham sandwiches which were 

provided at around 5.30.p.m., and then howls of joy went up when three large 

apple pies were found hidden away. So we all tucked into apple pie and cream, 

once more before finally breaking up at about 6.30.p.m. This day had been Club 

life at its best with folk turning out who have been missing too long, newer 

members and those of long standing getting together, and everybody, even the 

older children, all mucking in to help make the day a great success. The organiser 

DENNIS SALE, ably assisted by Kathleen, Len & Angela Barnett, Pat & Ella 

Beasant, and Doris Brown (who nobly washed every plate, dish, cutlery etc. used 

by us all) deserve a hearty vote of thanks. Let us hope this will be just the 

beginning of a new era in the life of the Eagle Road Club. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°390 October 1970 

Some Reminiscences 

By 1817652 (Albert Ayton) 

Do you find that some things are always evocative? I do. Every year, when I 

read the reports of the early season 25’s it brings back a vivid memory of breathing 

hard in the cold air, tight chest, dry throat and of how big that little bridge in the 

Pangbourne Lane, about two hundred yards from the start, seemed, with the 

thought “Why inflict this on yourself again?” The first 25 of the year on the Bath 

Road 1946 - only seems like yesterday, but 24 years, well, I suppose it almost 

ranks as history - five years in the Army, the last three abroad and now the same 

old effort again. 

Service life hadn’t seen much cycling. Oh, yes, we had our Buckshee 

Wheelers, Central Mediterranean C.C. etc., but, for most of us these were just 

exercises in nostalgia over a cuppa and a wad in the Naafi. Some people managed a 

bit more; just after the end of hostilities, in the summer of 1945, we were at 

Cattolica on the Adriatic Riviera, in the sea front hotels, currently getting their own 

back on the English holidaymakers, and we started, a local cycling club having 

conned the Welfare Officer into letting us use some Army machines, You’ve seen 

them, of course, 28” wheels and weighed a ton but these were new and if one 

stripped off the mudguards and pumped, the tyres, beaded edge, incidentally, board 

hard, they ran surprisingly well. General Secretary and leading light, by virtue of 

having his own machine, still 28” wheels, but with a pair of hooks, was Bill. He 

had been a base wallah and had acquired the machine by getting one of the supply 

pilots to bring back from a trip to England two pairs of tubes and covers, one pair 

of which had been exchanged, for the rest of the bike, which had then been 

equipped with the second, pair. I was quite honoured when he let me use the 

machine when he went on leave. 

Now, back in England, sweating out the last ten months or so on Salisbury 

Plain, I had taken the chance to get the bike back at camp and the first opportunity, 

prematurely it seemed to me as I coughed and spluttered up the Lane, to race. They 

tried to make it easier for us by allowing Service riders to enter on the morning. 

One turned up at the start with one’s entry fee and went off in the first empty 

space; if the handicapper was there you could even get a handicap allowance! We 

used to get a small circle of Forces all turning up at the same events in the area 

each week. I got very pally with Doug, who was in the R.A.F. at Boscombe Down, 

and still saw his name until quite recently as organiser of his club’s mountain time 

trial in Lancashire. 

The local clubs were very welcoming, the Bristol South, the Yeovil, 

Bournemouth Arrow, the Wessex, I rode quite a bit with Ron of the Wessex, 

Johnnie and rest of the Southampton Wheelers including, unforgettable ‘Bubbles’, 

who was reputed to have been a chorus girl at the Windmill. The camp was just 
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handily placed that after tea I could ride down to Southampton through the lanes 

for the mid-week track meeting and get back afterwards in time for lights out. But 

our own club events took precedence and this meant a ride up to home on Saturday 

and then on up to the 32
nd

, ride the event, then home for a few hours before 

catching the midnight train to Andover and a 13 mile ride to camp at 2 a.m. for 

reveille at 6! The soldiery could always tell on Monday if it had been a club event 

weekend! 

The Wessex countryside was a delight to explore at weekends and in the 

evenings - a short ‘loop’ took in Stonehenge, the sporting twisting lane along the 

Avon, through the Wiltshire Woodford, still by the way largely unspoilt, past Old 

Sarum to return on the main road to Amesbury. One winter Saturday afternoon I 

discovered Mrs Childs at Chirton, epitome of cyclists calling places such as are 

now so rare. That first time I was the only customer, if that’s the right expression 

for one who was accepted as a friend, and I could not be left sitting lonely for tea 

so finished up with the family, eating toast as fast as Mrs Child could produce it in 

the big, shiny black kitchener. Club teas there, 1/5d per head as was the standard 

price, were quite a spread even in those days of rationing, with always a generous 

helping of Mrs Child’s lardy cake. 

Some form of refreshment back at camp was a problem, I couldn’t use the 

Naafi and only beer etc., was possible in the Mess and anyway I would have to get 

dressed up in uniform, belt and all for that. I wanted something more suitable for a 

racing man’s diet. Horlicks, Emprote
60

 and such food drinks were virtually 

unobtainable but our circle of displaced clubmen found a reasonable substitute in 

National Baby Food, if possible laced with some brewer’s malt. The baby food 

could usually be obtained by the exercise of a certain amount of charm on some 

personable shop assistant and, on one such expedition down in Totton, I was 

somewhat nonplussed to have my request met with the response “Certainly, sir, for 

what weight baby ?” To which she certainly had not expected the answer “12 stone 

9 at racing weight?” 

I got hot water to make my bedtime drinks with an immersion heater I had 

acquired from somewhere and of which I’ve never more seen the like. It was only 

for use in china mugs and was nothing more than two carbon rods about three 

inches long in a rubber cork connected by wires to a plug. One stood this in the 

water in the mug, switched on and the passage of the current through the water 

between the two rods boiled a pint mug of water in about two minutes. I’ve always 

had a feeling that it must have broken just about every electrical safety regulation 

in the book, but it worked. The only thing was that mixing baby food with hot 

water tended to give a lumpy mixture so, one evening. I mixed it first with cold, 

                                                           
60 Horlicks was an instant malted drink which could be made with either milk or hot water. 

Emprote was the trade name for a dried milk and cereal preparation consumed as a beverage,  

containing 33% protein. 
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filled up the mug with more cold and put the heater in to warm the whole lot up - 

whereupon there was a big blue flash and every light in the block went out! 

Equipment was a problem. I was still using the wood sprints I had acquired 

along with about five old tubulars in 1938 from a clubmate for 10/- (about half a 

week’s wages at that time !) and the tubulars I was using were those I had equipped 

with in 1939 and which had been stowed away at home since then. Maturing 

tubulars is all very well but this was ridiculous and I was forever repairing 

punctures in perished tubes. Constrictors they were and, in the circumstances, did 

very well but a fellow sergeant did not know how apt he was when he said  

“Every time I see you you’re sitting on the edge of the bed with a snake 

around your neck!” 

The likelihood of punctures caused some difficulty in a 100 where two of us had 

only one helper and the consequent problem of how to get both drink and tyre if 

required. We worked out that if Ivy held the bottle by the neck with the tyre, folded 

in the usual three circles also in her hand encircling the bottle, one could take the 

bottle and the tyre would slide up the arm in the same fashion as a train taking up 

mail bags. Try it, it does work. 

Around this time I broke a bone in my right hand and in consequence had a 

plaster cast from the knuckle to the elbow. This was somewhat obstructive in bike 

riding but not nearly as awkward as on a cross country train journey I had to make 

from Salisbury to Kidderminster, complete with full kit and, but naturally, the bike. 

It included changing stations in Birmingham but, luckily, I was travelling with two 

subalterns and finished up with them carrying my kit while I manipulated the bike 

with my free hand! Just at this time Fred, Gerry and Arthur were coming up to the 

Midlands to ride a 12 and I rode over from Kidderminster to give them some help. 

Two others had come up with them so we made a party of six. The event secretary 

had booked us in at ‘a real cyclist’s Mecca’ - his phrase. After supper and getting 

the machines ready for the morning - does anybody still ride up on old tyres and 

change to racing ones? - We were shown to our sleeping quarters. One room with 

single beds, pushed together and a resultant free space insufficient to allow the 

door to fully open. For six! Vigorous protests managed only to achieve a place for 

Fred on a chair-bed downstairs and the remaining five of us finished up in the two 

singles, undressing in relays in the space behind, the door and finally laid all in a 

row across the two beds with my arm in its plaster cast standing up in the middle 

like a lighthouse because there wasn’t room to put it down! 

Even after the return to Civvy Street conditions were hardly what would 

currently be regarded as necessary for the racing man particularly in the matter of 

diet. These were the Austerity years, rationing no whit less severe than the 

wartime, standard had to be maintained to pay our way etc. - you know all the 

slogans. In 1946 one weeks rations for the average man was 13 oz meat, l½ ozs 

cheese, 6 ozs butter or margarine, 1 oz cooking fat, 8 ozs sugar, 2 pints milk and 

one egg - on points and so to be weighed against other little luxuries such as dried 



476 

fruit and tinned stuff. One could get some extra by eating out, but even then, one 

was allowed only three main dishes and bread counted as one. Bread and cheese, 

Welsh rarebit, sardines on toast and that sort of thing counted as one course but if 

one had bread with one’s soup this was two courses and the chance of a pudding 

was lost. With cafes shut or sold out some iron rations were important but even this 

was not easy. There was an advertisement in the daily papers, just about the most 

negative you can imagine, which said “Unfortunately, Cadburys are only allowed 

the milk to make an extremely small quantity, so if you are lucky enough to get 

some, do save it for the children.” So much for the glass and a half. And, as its 

contribution to gracious living, one of the glossy magazines gave a recipe for some 

party food including a Cauliflower soup for eight people, ingredients 

 

1 large cauliflower  2 qts. reconstituted milk  

1 teaspoon margarine 1 heaped teaspoon nutmeg 

1 medium onion  Evaporated milk (if you can spare it) 

2 tablespoons semolina)  Salt & pepper 

Hardly fattening, anyway! 

 

Clothes, too, were rationed. We were advised to take care of our 1947-48 

Clothing book. To save paper it had to last two years. Twenty coupons over five 

months was the rate, with a coat taking 15 coupons and a women’s suit 18. Then, 

to the consternation of those who had to find the extra cloth, the New Look arrived 

and skirts descended, or at least their hems, to ‘a swirling, feminine eight inches 

from the ground’. Knees vanished into a public obscurity from which they were 

liberated only after many a long, sad year by the mini-skirt. For the cyclist, 

however, the sun shone, for the New Look in shorts opposed the trend in skirts and 

the ¾ to the knee length shortened to lengths, or shall we say rose to heights which 

it has taken the micro-mini to make seem staid. 

But, as far as the sport was concerned it seems to me that the sign that new 

times had arrived was the 1948 Olympics in London. At the time I had a job where, 

if I wasn’t at my desk, it was assumed that I was in the warehouse. This was very 

convenient; it enabled me to see all of the track sessions at the Hill, including the 

afternoon ones. And what racing! It was terrific. Particularly the 4000 metres team 

pursuit. England finished with the bronze medals and, had the draw been different, 

could well have had the silver. Who, of those who saw it, will ever forget the 

quarter final against the Danes, when England, swept on by such a roar of cheering 

as would not have disgraced Hampden Park or the Kop, got a narrow victory and 

achieved the first ride inside five minutes, if my memory serves me right,  

France had to get inside that time also to beat them in the semi-final and then 

met Italy in the final. This was a tremendous race. The Italian team included 

Arnaldo Benfenati who was amateur pursuit champion of the world but the French 

were like automatons and just rode the Italians into the ground. Benfenati got to the 
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front of his team-with a couple of laps to go and put in such a terrific effort to hold 

the French that he quickly shed the fourth man and eventually finished on his own 

with the second man at the end of the straight. The third man, on whom the time 

would have been taken, could get no further than the last banking but was forced 

back on to his machine by the frantic team manager and pushed to the line 

absolutely shattered, in the mistaken belief that they would not take the silver 

unless they recorded a time. Such was the frustration and relief from tension that 

Benfenati returned to the rider’s enclosure with tears streaming down his face. 

The road race was in Windsor Great Park and included the ‘punch-up’ 

between two riders which was about the only item the popular media found worthy 

of note. There were some aspects that would seem strange today. Two of the 

Americans rode fixed wheels and were demonstrating their prowess at the start by 

cycling backwards. This wasn’t much help for, after a couple of laps, they were not 

to be seen anymore. Assistance by changing wheels could only be given at the pits 

so we saw an Argentinean climbing the hill riding on the rim with his tyre trailing 

in the forks to get his change and a really slick piece of work by a Dutchman just 

across the road who punctured, changed tyre, pumped up with a hand pump and 

was on his way again in less than two- minutes, a standard I have found 

unattainable. 

As I have said, the dedication and application apparent in the sport today 

seems to stem from that time. Performances that were being done then are now old 

hat but it may be that in those days they were easier to evaluate - with only about 

l½ million, cars and petrol rationed anyway, there was no question of drag strips. 

Conditions alter and in reminiscing I am going to make no judgements on whether 

dedication or a less intense approach provides the more enjoyment. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°400 Spring 1973 

A Tribute to my Bike 

By Margaret (Peggy) King 

Dear Claud Butler, 

I bought you in 1937 for £5, practically new (still under guarantee) from a 

would-be racing cyclist who decided to buy a motor bike instead. 

Hereafter, we spent nearly every Sunday with the Eastern Section. Winding 

through lanes, riding over the hills, whizzing down into the valleys and enjoying 

the companionship of the Club members and all the beauty of nature through 

Spring, Summer, Autumn and Winter. We spent Easters at the Isle of Wight, 

amidst the lovely scenery, enraptured by the profusion of primroses and violets by 

the side of the leafy lanes, exquisite in their new Spring foliage, and exhilarated by 

the rides along the top of the cliffs on the soft springy grass, the sparkling sea on 

one side and the Downs on the other. 

Together we climbed to the top of Cols in the French Alps, then wound down 

and down and round and round the hairpin bends, under and around the massive 
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rocks looming over our heads and dripping with water; and, did we dare to take our 

eyes off the narrow precipitous road, glimpsed tiny villages far below, guarded by 

giant mountains, with their dazzling white shapes. We stood spellbound at the 

shimmering lakes and the spectacular colour effect of the dying sun, changing the 

white of the snow into pink silk, and reflecting it into the water of the lake. 

During the war we could still escape, occasionally, to the quiet and loveliness 

of Somerset and Devon. On Sundays too, we had the freedom of the countryside, 

with only the sudden roar of fighters and bombers overhead and the absence of 

signposts, to remind us of the conflict. Oh, yes, only two slices of bread and butter 

each for tea, but, then, you didn’t eat bread and butter, so you didn’t mind that. 

You took me to and from work for many years, shortening my journey and 

saving me time and money besides giving me independence from the vagaries of 

public transport. You carried my shopping, relieving me of much fatigue and 

prolonged waits at bus stops, which can be cold and frustrating in winter and hot 

and frustrating in summer, and for which misery one has to pay heavily. For all this 

service for so many years you cost me very little indeed and never let me down. 

Alas, through my own negligence and the depravity of person or persons 

unknown, I lost you two years ago, because I did not lock you to the railings of a 

church whilst shopping. 

I wonder what happened to you. Are you lying at the bottom of the Hollow 

Ponds, covered in rust? Are you being ill-treated by an owner who doesn’t 

appreciate your worth? I will never know; but I welcome this opportunity to record 

my thanks for enriching my life and giving me so much pleasure and help, and all 

practically free of charge. 

Margaret King 

P.S. Grateful thanks to the many men who, over the years, have perfected the 

modern bicycle and to the men who actually made my Claud Butler. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°405 Christmas 1974 

That Reminds Me 

by Albert Ayton 

Do you find that there are some things that always call up particular 

associations to you? When some quite inconsequential item will bring forth scenes 

from your memory in which they play a part? Hot Cross Buns are like that to me; I 

never have one without thinking back to my first Easter tour, on a bike, need I say? 

I’d been riding with the Eastern Section for a while but it wasn’t to the Isle of 

Wight but rather I had decided on a lone Youth Hostelling weekend up to 

Warwickshire. I left home early, and that was a novelty, with the idea of breakfast 

up the road as a flying start to the week end and I found a little cafe in Hemel 

Hempstead. No use looking for it now, gone, long since, in a rash of new building 

but, at that time, 1937, it would have been, the Water End road along the Gade 

Valley, just on the edge of the town ran somewhat above the level of a few shops, 
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one of which was the cafe. One had to go down steps from the road to reach the 

shop level and the lady dished up a tasty breakfast culminating in the 

aforementioned hot cross buns, fresh from the oven with a luscious spread of 

melting butter in the middle. Not the first of these traditional eats I had had, nor the 

last, by any means, but never an Easter comes round but I am back in that cafe in 

spirit. 

Easter, of course, is evocative of a host of memories but, at that period, too, it 

was first really brought home to me that it was a religious festival and, again, 

cycling was the educator. It would have been the following year and this time I was 

on my way to the Isle of Wight with the club and lunch, at Crawley, as I remember, 

so it would have been Tom Smiths, was fish, boiled cod, and such an unusual menu 

for a club lunch that it brought home to one of the company, at least, something of 

the significance of Good Friday. Not that my upbringing was any more or less 

irreligious than most peopled but perhaps youths in those days were, in some ways 

more naive and less mature than today’s teenagers. 

Once you start on this sort of thing you get a chain association very often as 

well. Easter and the lilt of the waltz from Die Fledermaus. Now that sounds a bit 

far drawn, doesn’t it? But it would have been the following year again, 1939, an 

Eagle now and an early elevenses at Ripley, of early cycling history renown, on the 

Portsmouth Road on the way to the Island for the massed start programme that 

predated the official events by about fifteen years. Music playing in the cafe and I 

can still hear Fred Argent saying  

“Ah, that’s Arthur Batty’s signature tune;” 

It would be ‘theme’ nowadays, of course, but it comes to the same thing. And, with 

black tights and flapping alpaca jacket as the racing man’s designated costume at 

that time, ‘The Bat’ as Arthur’s sometime soubriquet was even more apposite than 

it is today.  

Leeks are another thing. I can’t recollect that I ever had them at home but I 

well remember my first annual tour, Youth Hostelling mainly to Devon (the usual 

first tour, just as much as Southend was the first day ride, although I did manage to 

avoid that conventionality). It was one of the seaside towns on the North Devon 

Coast, Westward Ho! I think, or it might have been Bideford or even Barnstaple. 

The Youth Hostel was one of the tall, late Victorian or Edwardian houses on the 

front or near to it, most of the others of which were boarding houses. I don’t think, 

there were many of us there but I vividly recall, and my taste buds still start 

working accordingly, the supper the Warden dished up of shepherd’s pie garnished 

with leeks. I thought it marvellous and it’s still one of my favourites. 

I could ramble on in this fashion for a long time and it’s funny peculiar, that 

is, not ha-ha, that most of the associations come back at, sometime, to cycling. It 

has been said to me at times that concentration on one sport is narrowing but those 

putting forward that view were, perhaps, looking for excuses for giving of less than 

their best. If the absorption is in cycling, rather is the effect to widen horizons, 
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figuratively as well as literally, even if the first thing that springs to mind is such 

an ill-assorted diet as hot cross buns and leeks! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°406 Spring 1975 

‘Carp’ Says:- “And it Reminds Me Too” 

Albert’s article on the association of food, places and events has stirred up 

memories in my mind of events in the past, and I have come to the conclusion that 

I (and others) must have been a glutton for food in those early days of cycling. 

Like him, hot cross buns remind me of my very first Easter trip 1920 or 1921. 

The firm where I worked in the City always closed early on the Thursday - about 5 

pm and we always had the following Tuesday off as well. 

As my father was then working near Abergavenny, I decided to go off straight 

from the office and visit him. Thursday evening found me bedded down at a small 

hotel in Princes Risborough in Bucks. I don’t remember much about it except that 

after a good breakfast up came a plate of hot cross buns. Yes Albert, they do stick 

in my mind even if they did lie on my chest for a mile or two. After passing 

through Oxford (no by-passes then) I came upon a maiden in distress with a flat 

tyre, which I proceeded to repair. We rode on together through Witney - her home 

village, and I remember how when passing a farm gateway in front of a small hill 

she casually remarked that it was said that you could be lucky if you went up the 

hill on Good Friday. Oh innocent youth, the full implication of that remark did not 

register with me until later on in life. We had a meal together and I then made all 

speed for Wales. I never saw her again. 

My route lay through Ledbury and Ross-on-Wye and the photo that I took of 

the four-sided sundial on the bridge will always be a memory. I used to develop 

and print my own photos then, and whilst this batch were in the bowl developing or 

rinsing I set about filing down the cotter-pin of my bike crank which had worked 

loose. Yes, you have guessed it, some filings got onto the photos, the result being 

that I had a snowstorm effect on Ross-on-Wye bridge and sundial. 

Then I joined the Eastern Section of the C.T.C. and took some horrible 

pastings on the club runs, so I decided to go on a solo tour of Devon and Cornwall 

to try and get fit enough to keep up with that fast moving bunch (still the complete 

innocent). From that tour four things come to mind, all to do with food and drink. 

At Wadebridge in North Cornwall I had lunch at, I think, the Railway Hotel, 

consisting of cold meat and salad. The bowl was quite large, filled with shredded 

lettuce, tomatoes, cucumber, etc. covered with a luscious salad cream. I scoffed the 

lot although I’m sure by my standards today there was enough salad for four 

people. The Tinners Arms at Zennor is my next memory, for here I stayed and 

whilst waiting for my evening meal I partook of a pint of home-brewed cider. By 

the time my meal was ready, the great granite boulders on the hillside opposite 

were dancing about, and I cannot remember anything about the meal. . The 

following day I cycled round the coast in a sea mist, eventually arriving at Helston 
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wet and hungry. I put up at a small commercial hotel, had a bath and then went 

down to the dining-room. A large table or -sideboard was covered with cold meats, 

cheese, pickles, etc. including some citron cake. One helped oneself, and I had a 

good tuck in. No wonder in the night I had a nightmare that I was trapped in a cave 

with the sound of running water far below. In the morning I found that the water 

was in fact in the cobbled gullies in the street outside. However, since then I have 

been rather worried over dreams with running water. Overlooking Mullion Cove I 

chanced upon a cottage with a nice garden, where I partook of tea with Cornish 

splits, strawberries and cream, all for the price of l/5d. Yes, I still like Cornish 

splits, strawberries and cream. 

An unpleasant experience of that tour was a night at either Colyford or 

Colyton, where I found the old world thatched inn was infested with fleas, I made 

an early escape in the morning, found a secluded field, stripped down starkers and 

well shook every article of clothing before redressing, I had that inn removed from 

the C.T.C. list. 

Pork for lunch figures in two memories. Touring Wales with Billy Williams 

about 1924, we followed the River Wye from Plynlimon downwards, one of our 

stops being at Builth Wells where we had an expensive (2/6d I think) pork lunch at 

a posh hotel. Whether or not it was the pork, but after riding for about 3 miles we 

wore both so tired that we lay down by the river and slept for hours. 

One of my favourite club runs was to Ashwell near Baldock. Not only did I 

like the unspoiled road when we branched off at Watton-on-Stone, but we always 

seemed to have a massive pork lunch at The Three Tuns. On our return journey I 

had to stop and put a small deposit on a large piece of land, to the great amusement 

of my old friend Harry Torrance. I never did complete the purchase of that land. 

The year 1925 saw a party of five touring the Lake District after doing the 

Yorkshire Dales. At one of our stopping places a large dish of tomatoes was placed 

on the table, at which I casually remarked that I was rather partial to tomatoes. This 

rather tickled the boys, especially when they saw how many I ate. 

Under the organising genius of Reg Baxter 1928 saw a party of seven embark 

on a walking tour of the Austrian Tyrol. Now in those far off days very little was 

known about foreign cooking, and when a piece of meat nicely covered in brown 

batter was frequently dished up, we were mystified as to its origin and called it 

‘baked baby’. Today we know it as Vienna Schnitzel. Cabbage seemed to be 

unknown, lettuce often being served with the aforesaid ‘baked baby’. However, 

one day a large dollop of green slimey looking mess was put on our plates instead. 

I gazed at it for a moment, then quietly asked my nearest companion  

"Have you already eaten that, or are you going to?"  

Needless to say it turned him right off his meal. The funny thing is today I’m quite 

fond of spinach grown by me and cooked by my wife. 

Many of the places visited on club runs were famous or otherwise for the food 

served up, more so than for scenic beauty. Parndon is one such place, where we 
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once found a pin or pins in some jam. The inn was always henceforth known as 

‘Pin Jam’. The Stag at Hatfield Heath was always a favourite, for here we always 

had a good salad tea, with large cos lettuces cut into four at a cost of l/5d. A boiled 

egg cost another 5 pence. We were not very wealthy in those days, but we always 

bought good meals. However, one of our members was out of work, so on a run to 

Eaton Socon he took sandwiches which he consumed sitting on the seat outside the 

inn. When our dessert came up, big dishes of rice pudding, we handed out a big 

plateful to our friend outside. Funny the memories in a rice pud. 

How many of you can remember Mrs Riley of Honey Lane Plain. Tuesday 

and Thursday nights dozens of bods crowded into that little room scoffing her 

cakes, as many as you could eat and as much tea as you could drink for six old 

copper coins. Or again, who holds the record for how many bread rolls could be 

eaten at The Nags Head, Moreton. I think it rested between Harry Cross and Reg 

Livermore.  

Perhaps my memory is not perfect, but I get a lot of enjoyment thinking back. 

Thanks Albert for stirring up the pot. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°419 Winter 1981 

New Year’s Pedal Revolution 

by Albert Ayton 

A clear, bright, sunny but cold morning on the second Sunday in January 

found me up and about too late to meet the boys at Abridge so I set off for a little 

wander on my own. With a slight drift of wind from the south-west the outskirts of 

the town were shaken off at Chigwell Row with the right turn along to Lambourne 

End, up the hill past The Camelot
61

 and into Bournebridge Lane, This is the first 

part of the ten course we are going to have to use this year and, as I swept down the 

hill and round that sharp, blind left-hander I breathed a hope that all our racing men 

will treat it with respect for it is very easy to go just too wide and then the reverse 

camber will take you . My gallop down from the top of the sharp little hill that 

follows had to be moderated in deference to an approaching horsewoman, then 

right up the hill and then a left and right on to Horseman’s Side. 

I always like this lane, in fact, the farmhouse with the pond in front, complete 

with ducks and geese, at Watton’s Green, has a much more rural aspect than one 

might expect with the nearness of the suburban sprawl. The M 25 is going to come 

across this stretch and, although progress has been made in landscaping motorways 

since the pioneering days of the M 1 it will undoubtedly remain a visual intrusion 

for years. Within sight of the old granary at Princes Gate I turned left and headed 

for the A 115 past Navestock Hall and the Church with the spot marked in the 

churchyard where fell a land-mine. Surprising the bits of information you can learn 

in map-reading contests, isn’t it? It must have been my sub- conscious working in 

                                                           
61 Camelot [Beefeater] is now Miller & Carter and was originally The Beehive. 
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that the road I was on was paralleling on the north side the projected route of the M 

25 and I stopped and sat on a gate, drinking a flask of tea while I surveyed the wide 

stretch of country which is going to suffer. 

The new motorway will cross the Ongar Road just north of Passingford 

Bridge and it is the expected work there which is the reason for the change in the 

ten course. Much work has already been completed on the back lane that I took 

running past Brook House to Abridge and looking across the Roding Valley to the 

aerodrome. From Waltham Cross the route of the road will be by a tunnel under the 

old A 11 at Bell Common, junction with the M 11 by Coopersale to a junction with 

the A 12 south of Brentwood. So all these lanes whose ends I was now passing, to 

The Mole Trap, Hill Hall and Hobbs Cross will eventually duck under or hop over 

the motorway but, until then, can expect disruption. Down to Abridge, Chigwell 

and home completed a good, pleasant ride, not too far, quiet, rural hut not likely to 

remain so once construction really gets under way. So, seize the opportunity while 

you can, get out the bicycle and just have a potter around a little stretch of Essex 

that you’ve probably always taken for granted, with a charm that you have thereby 

failed to appreciate, before it is lost. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°431 Winter 1984 

Annual Dinners 

Did you see the collection of Eagle Road Club Annual Dinner menus that 

Denis Atkinson had at Chasney’s
62

 this year? A complete series from the first in 

1924 through to 1947, plus the 50
th

 in 1973 soon, we hope, the Silver Jubilee in 

1948 to be added and, on that evening the Diamond Jubilee menu. Over the period 

they give a fascinating glimpse of Club life and, further, into the contemporary 

social scene. 

The first Dinner on Saturday, December 13
th

 1924 was at The Talbot 

Restaurant, London Wall, a venue for cycling club dinners which has lasted 

through to post-war years, and the modest folded card, as befitted a fledgling club, 

yet detailed seventeen standard medals won and listed two trophies, the Club 

Championship and the Villiers 12 hour championship. The Talbot and the 6 course 

meal was repeated the following year and then the third moved to The Pigeons 

Hotel in Stratford Broadway. The admission ticket for this is preserved showing 

the cost of the five course meal as 6/6 d (32½p.). 

There was no mention of an after-dinner dance or disco in those days, the self-

entertaining, Victorian or Edwardian ethos lingered on and a Musical Programme 

was listed after the Toasts which, after ‘The ‘ King’ numbered five, all with 

responses. Among the responders, on behalf of the ladies, for the first of five 

consecutive years, is a Miss W. Stansell, who was among those on the top table at 

the 60
th

 Dinner as Win Cross. These days a musical programme might be difficult 

                                                           
62 Chasney’s was a restaurant in Chingford on the corner of Station Road and Connaught Avenue 

until 2000 – now the Station House. 
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for it would demand an accompanist, which has become a somewhat rare species. 

In 1926 they had, at the piano, Miss Elsie May and Miss Ivy Capel and the 

programme is worth repeating:- 

Popular-Airs Miss Elsie May 

Old Folks at Home The Eagle Sextet 

We all walked into the shop Mr. Jimmy Davis 

One of the Guard Mr. Harry Cross 

Selected Miss Ivy Capel 

Out where the big ships go Mr. Bert Mayhew 

At home, I’m my wife’s husband Mr. Jack Torrance 

Sea Fever Mr. Stan Gardner 

I’ve only come down for the day Mr. Harry Torrance 

Uncle Tom Cobleigh The Eagle Sextet 

Selected Miss Ivy Capel 

The Old Bargee Mr. Harry Cross 

The Preacher and the Bear Mr. Jack Torrance 

Drake is going West Mr. Stan Gardner 

The Blind Ploughman Mr. Reg Livermore 

Glorious Devon Mr. Bert Mayhew 

Good-night The Eagle Sextet 

The Eagle Sextet comprised Messrs. J.D. Atkinson, R.V. Baxter, 

F. Burt, N.H. Cooper, J.G.S. Gardner and H.E. Williams. 

 

By 1928, it had been decided to move up-market to The Holborn Restaurant, 

where the cost of the meal had risen to 10/- (50p) and what a meal! 

MENU 
 

Oysters 

Various side dishes 
 

Clear Oxtail Soup Tomato Soup 
 

Fried Fillet of Sole and Tartare Sauce 
 

Mutton Cutlet Bouquetiere 

Rissolees Potatoes 
 

Roman Punch 
 

Roast Turkey with Sausages 

Salade Chips 
 

Christmas Pudding 
 

Paris Plage Bombe 

Wafers 
 

Coffee 
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Would anybody like to cost that today? Of course, 10/- in 1928 was probably 

20% of an average weekly wage which today would be about £20 but even so...  

It may be that the move to a new venue was celebratory for the year had been 

much the best in the Club’s short life - a terrific advance in just five years and, for 

the first time, the programme listed Open honours gained. There were no less than 

56 standards won and four club records including Crisp and Tilley’s tandem 50 of 

lh.58m.32s. that remained unbeaten until 1946. George White got certificates for 

the single 25 in 1h.5m.9s, and the 100 in 4h.46m.7s. George was also Club 

Champion with a 175 mile aggregate of 8h.5m.14s. and the programme notes- “It 

is noteworthy that the winner as above; the runner-up, R.J. Livermore 8h.8m.2s.; 

and the third, H.S. Cross 8h.20m.16s., all succeeded in beating the previous best 

aggregate for the trophy, that of H.S. Cross, 8h.22m. 39s. in 1926.”  

George White had been invited to ride in the North Road C.C. Scratch 50, at 

that time limited by invitation to the 12 best riders at that distance in the country 

and had been second fastest and led the winning team in the Bath Road 100, then 

virtually the National Championship at the distance. Reg Livermore had been 

fastest in the North Mids & Herts C.A. and Forest 50s and second fastest in the 

Ealing and the Eagle team had taken that award in those and also the Kingdale and 

E.C.C.A. 50s. The big 100 on Eastern Roads was the University C.C., event on 

Whit Monday and Reg Livermore was fastest and second handicap, George White 

second fastest and first handicap and Harry Cross made up the winning team. It 

was another twenty years before the Eagles achieved a comparable result in that 

classic fixture. 1928 was the year, also, of the first inter- club 50 with the South 

Eastern Road Club in which we started the unbroken succession of wins until 1952, 

since when it has been another story. 

In 1929, again at the Holborn with as imposing a menu, among the successes 

listed in the programme was the E.C.C.A. 12 hours: H.S. Cross- second; R.J. 

Livermore- third and L.J. Davis- sixth. The foregoing were the team race winners 

with a record aggregate of 674¾ miles.  

N.B. - In addition to the above, we had eight other silver medallists i.e. riders 

covering more than 205 miles and three bronze medallists (over 190 miles) 14 

riders in a twelve! And not because of the Club Championship which was still a 

175 mile aggregate. 

It is not recorded just when the Musical Programme gave way to a Dance, it 

must have been about this time, but 1930 saw the start of the pleasing custom of a 

photograph of the Club Champion in the programme, the first a Cycling photo of 

Reg Livermore who had, that year, won his third championship and thus a trophy 

outright, since bequeathed to the Club and now awarded annually to the winner of 

the Open 50. The 1938 picture of Gerry Lumsden was a particularly good one but 

was to be the last for, with the outbreak of war, the Dinner which had, by that time 

moved to The London Tavern, then after two years at, appropriately, The Eagle at 

Snaresbrook, had a succession of austerity venues. With always a toast to ‘Absent 
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Friends’ and an absence of report of what riding there was going on but showing 

still a sense of humour, for the 1943 menu shows the toast to the Chairman as 

being proposed by Mr. Jack Torrance, H.G. and if you want to know what that 

means - ask your Dad, it’s his Army.
63

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°436 May 1985 

‘Ten Pounds Was a Lot of Money Then’ 

by George White 

A NARROW LOSS 

 

‘A very meritorious attempt on the 50-mile tricycle record was made last 

Wednesday week by G.A.White, Eagle Road Club, starting on the Bath 

Road near Newbury. The wind, which had changed overnight, was not 

giving much assistance, and the extensive road repair work in Newbury 

caused a slight loss on schedule. Still the prospects seemed good up to the 

end of the first hour, when 22 miles were covered. Afterwards, however, the 

going became difficult and in spite of a supreme effort over the last few 

miles White passed the finishing point 1 min. 56 secs. outside record, his 

time being 2 hrs l6 mins 23 secs.  Mr B.W. Best timed’. 
 

The cutting from a 1927 Cycling (2d.) reproduced above only tells of part of 

the story which began when a Northern Section C.T.C., Metropolitan District 

Association member and Polytechnic C.C. rider finished in the 1925 Poly ‘12’ and. 

complained that he had been overtaken by a butcher boy on a tradesman machine. 

The Poly ‘12’ took place on a Saturday and there were butchers boys then. He 

offered to sell his ‘trike’ on which he had ridden, for a fiver. I did a deal for £4-10 

shillings - minus the front sprint. Oh yes he was serious. Having borrowed the 

money I bussed to Finchley with a front wheel and a couple of ‘tubs’, during the 

week, to collect my first trike. It was called an ‘Imperial’, made about 1912, had 

crescent shaped back, 26" sprints and a Starley differential axle which at certain 

settings of the planet cogs had a regular tick, tick. Although my trike riding was 

limited previously to about 200 yards, I managed to get home safely. 

After carving a couple of 1" slots in the door jambs of my parents little shop’s 

side door, I got the trike parked away. Working on it and gaining riding 

experience, sometimes to the consternation if not amusement of the Eastern 

Section/Eagle members at that time, I rode it in the ‘Uni 100’ at Whitsun 1926, 

which included the trike trophy, enjoyed twiddling a 76" gear round the course and 

was second by under two minutes to that very experienced tricyclist Fred Fisher, in 

5.31.53. I had Ed. Mitchel - Stephens Cycles modify the frame and stays which 

were plated - other parts enamelled electric blue, a very dashing effect in those 

days. The diff. planet wheel ‘tick’ stayed with it, however, all its life. 

                                                           
63 Home Guard 
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Early in 1927 I thought I would, have a go at the R.R.A. ‘50’ which Fisher 

held at 2.15.27. The R.R.A. was informed, course, Bath Road, and date decided, 

B.W. Best, Editor of Cycling agreed to time me using his G.N. car
64

 for transport. 

On a Wednesday morning I rode to Newbury with a tandem couple of friends to 

stay at The White Hart. After breakfast next day we awaited B.W.B., He arrived in 

a taxi, his G.N. having expired. First he gave a lecture on how ones parents should, 

be fully informed - going for a record probably meant to them that I was going to 

buy a 78 r.p.m. gramophone record. He then said that I could, as no favourable 

wind was blowing, pay £5 for the taxi return fare or £10 to make the attempt. 

Deciding on the latter we trekked to the top of Speen Hill. 

Earlier we had discovered that the road through Newbury was closed, but we 

arranged to overcome that by my friends and the watchman lying boards down so 

that I could mount the pavement along which I could ride some quarter of a mile 

whilst the taxi would take the diversion around the town. 

All went as planned as I trundled down Speen from the 58
th

 milestone, round 

the clock tower in Newbury, down the boards, up on the pavement, back on the 

road to out of town turning on 81" gear to the rhythmic axle ticking, but no 

following wind. On to Reading where a sharp right down a hill through streets, 

across the tram lines to the Wokingham, Maidenhead fork, follow the tram lines 

and the cobbles to out of town just about holding the record time. Then down 

Maidenhead hill over the Thanes Bridge on to Slough. A sticky spell until the 

Great West Road where I was doing about 25/24 mph. to the 8
th

 milestone to be 

outside the record. Greeted by the great F.W. Armond and his wife, commiserated 

by Bestie who ‘I promised to Pay’, handed my gear by the taxi driver who thought 

we were mad and I wended my way home with half a cup of tea. 

When I recently drove along this road from Reading through Slough with its 

many traffic lights, the multifarious traffic and roundabout hold-ups, I wondered 

how a road could be so different. Anyway at that time I paid B.W.B. by 

instalments but could not afford another effort. 

Mr Best (he had many appellations) was a great man and as a journalist did 

much for cycling, and when I attended an O.U.C.I. meeting at the Quai d’Orsay in 

Paris with him in 1955 I learned, even more of his skill and wisdom - but that is 

another story. 

                                                           
64 The GN was a British cyclecar made in London, between 1910 and 1925. The name derived from its founders, H.R. 

Godfrey and Archibald Frazer-Nash. Production ceased in 1923 but the company kept trading until 1925. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°436 May 1985 

‘Festival’ Sunday-5th May 1985 

by Ivy Lumsden 

To the uninitiated, the Eastern Counties Cycling Association has taken over 

the May Day Bank Holiday Weekend to promote cycling events which is now 

known to us as the ECCA 3-Day Festival. On the Saturday the promotions are over 

on the Eastway Circuit with events going on all day. The Sunday and Monday 

events centre round the event H.Q. at the Village Hall at Abbess Roding, with 

Time Trials, 4-ups, road racing, map reading, ending with a disco on the Monday 

night. 

The EAGLES having done the catering on two previous occasions were 

approached, to ‘do’ the Sunday job. A committee meeting was held - if you can 

call a huddle, of about half a dozen ‘bods’ in the hubbub of a Wednesday night 

clubroom such, and ever mindful of boosting the Building Fund, it was decided we 

would do the job again. A menu was hastily agreed - hot soup and bread, various 

sandwiches and cakes, chocolate biscuits, crisps and Mars bars with of course the 

inevitable cups of tea, coffee and squash. 

Pete Smith was made Q.M. - (l) he being the only one with a ticket whereby 

we could obtain wholesale supplies - (2) his milkman delivers his milk every day at 

about 4.50 am so we would be sure of getting fresh milk - (3) he’s got a big car and 

could bring all the stuff along. 

The first event on the Sunday - a 4-up with a card of 120 names - started at 8 

am, so we assembled at the hall at about 8 - 8.15 am the Smiths, Aytons, Battys 

and Lumsdens. All the produce was unpacked, and. my gawd it did look a lot - 30 

loaves, packs of ham, cheese, liver sausage, etc. etc., tins of cakes, biscuits and so 

on. We soon all set about our jobs and by 9 am the shutters were open and we were 

in business. Arthur, Albert and Gerry were on the counter dolling out the tea and 

eats, whilst Pete acted as cashier. I must say Albert looked resplendent in his white 

paperhanger’s apron. The sandwich squad of Chris, Dorothy and Olive were hard 

at it whilst I hovered between making fresh pots of tea, keeping the urns filled for 

boiling and cutting up our supply of slab cakes. Lines of demarcation didn’t exist 

in our ‘corps’ - what Moss Evans & Co would, have made of it I fail to reason,-

because we all hovered between the serving hatch, the sink and retrieving dirty 

crockery from the hall. The two Smith boys were detailed to make and vend the 

soup although it being a fine warm day this was not one of our best sells. By this 

time Peter Beresford and son Jonathan arrived and somehow got stuck with the 

washing up!! 

The 4-up was nearing completion and they and their supporters were arriving 

thick and fast, and you should have seen our queue. Tea, coffee and squash were 

readily flowing and our customers seemed well satisfied with our eats as they came 

back for more. Dave Wright, our Cordon Bleu cook, arrived with six large fruit 
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tarts which were duly cut up and put on the counter. By about mid-day, the start of 

the Road Race, the pace slowed and the ‘staff’ had their lunch in rotation as the 

counter had to be manned for like The Windmill we never closed. In no time at all, 

it seemed, the road racers were back and the queue started all over again. The third 

and last event started at 3.30 pm so we began to take stock of our supplies – Dave’s 

fruit tarts had vanished, but sales went steadily until about 4.30 when we were 

almost sold out - just cheese sandwiches left - plain or with mustard or pickle, what 

choice!! Some ingenious person suggested cheese on toast, so Dorothy was 

despatched, to the grill and this proved quite a tonic for some riders. Tea and 

coffee sales were still going, but by about 6.0 pm we were sold out - in more ways 

than one - a good result for our Q.M. 

We all set to cleared and washed up and left the kitchen ready for the Glade 

CC to do their stint there on the morrow. I trust they had as an enjoyable and 

satisfying day as we did. We all left tired but very happy after a very worthwhile 

day at 7 pm. 

(By the way our Eagle riders were doing their stuff in most of the weekend 

events with good performances.) 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°437 August 1985 

Happy Club Days 

by Frankie Stokes 

We were glad to hear, recently, from one time member, Frankie Stokes, now 

down in the Vale of Evesham, who was the Uncle who introduced ‘Nevvy’ 

Edwards to the Club. In the course of a long letter, Frankie remembers 
 

“I spend many moments thinking of the happy club days and I often recall, 

with a smile, the sight of seeing you, Albert, at the end of an event, expressing your 

disgust with your time, by picking your bike up over your head and throwing it 

headlong into the ditch!...and Olive, I can remember riding beside her in a club 

paper-chase and she dropped me, just like that!....Although I have lived here so 

long now, my heart and thoughts have never really left London and Essex and the 

Eagle Road Club. Come the winter nights, we have finished with the TV, my wife 

has gone to bed, it is pitch dark outside and, invariably, the wind is howling around 

the house. I sit by the fire and get very nostalgic and thoughtful about those happy 

days with the Club. The day we all erected the Clubhouse. John Davey and I 

leaving in the dusk at about 9 p.m. to ride home and the sight of Dennis Atkinson 

in the dark on the top of the roof, still putting on tiles!.....Loading an old bed-spring 

on the top of Harold Carpenter’s taxi in Hornsey, the bed-spring to go into the 

concrete foundations of the Nissen Hut. I travelled inside the cab. ‘Carp’ put the 

meter on and said if we were stopped by the Police, I had hired the taxi. By the 

time we had reached Woodford, the money on the meter was about ten times more 
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than this old spring was worth! Nevertheless, you still have ‘Carp’s’ old bed-spring 

up at the Clubhouse. In the foundations! 

I often muse about a pre-war Saturday evening having a stroll in Pangbourne 

with Bert Tuck and the Eagle team who were going to ride in the Bath Road 100 

the following morning and the pavement meeting with Frank Southall and Stan 

Butler of the Norwood Paragon and ‘Batchy’ Bevan of the Catford, with ‘Tubby’ 

Capell of the Allondon. It was a momentous occasion with all the banter and good 

humour and Bert was always ‘Tuckey’ to them. The streets of Pangbourne were 

full of club people at the time and, judging by the camera clicks, quickly 

appreciated the situation, knowing that these five men were, indeed, the absolute 

elite of British time trialling at the time. A year or so after I was in an R.A.F. camp 

cinema watching British Movietone News about an R.A.F. crew taking over a new 

Lancaster bomber and do you know who the Flight Engineer of that crew was? 

Yes, it was Bert Tuck. I never saw Bert again, I am afraid. 

I would be glad if you would extend my best wishes for a speedy recovery to 

N.G.L, wonderful little bloke, he is, and kindly remember me to the lads when you 

see them, Arthur Jacobs, Gordon Milroy and, of course, dear old ‘Arturo’. I cannot 

believe that he is still racing. ....wonderful friends, a great club, happy days. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°439Februaryt 1986 

Dutch Treat 

by Simon Hewins 

Sunday morning - early October - 7 a.m. - My Dad came through with a cup 

of tea and told me “Time to get up.” With this I opened one eye and stumbled out 

of bed, for today I was off on a short cycling holiday to Holland. By 7.30 a.m. I 

was dressed, fed and ready to go. My bag packed, bike checked and I was off 

heading towards Rochester to join the A2 in the direction of Dover. I had roughly 

three hours for riding and half-an-hour for buying, my ticket and boarding the 11 

a.m. ferry for Zeebrugge. I had made life lightly easier for myself, by riding down 

to my parent’s place in Higham near Gravesend the day before so there was only 

about 44 miles to cover the next morning. 

At almost exactly 10.15 a.m. I was standing outside the main terminal at 

Dover Eastern Docks - not bad going, I thought, since the last five miles had been 

uphill into a headwind, then having to tackle the treacherous three-quarters mile 

descent of the Jubilee Way. I walked into the terminal and bought a five-day return 

ticket which cost only £18 - very good value seeing that it is one of Townsend 

Thoresen’s longest crossings from Dover - no charge for the bike, unlike Sealink 

who charge £5. 

After an uneventful crossing we finally docked at Zeebrugge at 4pm local 

time and I said farewell to a Dutchman to whom I had been speaking and who 

knew all about the racing scene as he had once been a reserve for the Dutch 

Olympic squad back in the 1960s. 
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The Customs in Zeebrugge was a bit of a joke. A little, brown, wooden box 

with a man sitting inside, hardly even bothering to check peoples’ passports as they 

passed through. With this ‘formality’ over I started heading off in the direction of 

the Belgian/Dutch border, carefully looking for signs and directions to take me to 

the little town of Sluis, which is the border post. Much to my surprise I found it 

with hardly any trouble at all and rode straight through. 

I did not know how far I would get before it started getting dark so I just 

carried on riding until I reached a little town called Schoondijke. The night seemed 

to be closing in very quickly so I decided to call it quits. I managed to find a little 

motel-cum bed- and- breakfast which cost only 20 guilders (about £8) for one 

night’s stay and breakfast, which consisted of a hard-boiled egg, cheese and ham 

sandwiches, tea and a pear, quite adequate to set me off for the next morning’s ride 

to Goes, where I planned to stay. 

The next morning was clear blue sky, fairly warm and windless, as I pedalled 

my 70” gear along the route towards Breskens, where I boarded a small ferry to 

take me across the Oosterschelde estuary to Flushing (Vlissingen).  

On my way through Middleburg I noticed that ‘Cyclo Sportives’ seemed to be 

very popular in Holland (the equivalent to our ‘poseurs’). Usually on Sunday, you 

can come across quite a few of these cyclists out on their pristine and gleaming 

carbon-fibre racing machines parading along, wearing the latest design trade jersey 

and shorts. The funny thing is that none of them seem to race at all but use their 

imagination riding along in their different paraphernalia thinking that they are just 

about to make a crucial break in the last 10kms of Ghent-Wevelgem, or such-like! 

Dutch people are, in general, a friendly sort and most of them can speak 

excellent English; it is almost like second-nature to some of them. This was 

particularly helpful to me on the day I was riding from Schoondijke to Goes and 

got lost. I ended up riding on the road trying to find a bike path that seemed to be 

heading in the right direction. Some of the bike paths are badly sign-posted and do 

not always follow the same direction as the road. Eventually I found one that 

seemed to be going the right way so I left the road, dismounted from the bike and 

had to jump over a small ditch so that I could reach the path. I remounted and 

started riding off. This pathway did not follow the road at all and seemed more like 

a farm track cutting between two fields full of turnips; it was made up of old-

fashioned cobble-stones, rounded, hard and very bumpy. Suddenly I heard an 

engine noise that seemed to come from behind me. I looked around and saw a 

Police (Polite) VW van heading towards me at break-neck speed so I pulled over to 

the side of the road and stopped to let them pass. I thought  

“Maybe they are after an escaped, convict who is on the run.” 

What I did not realise was that they were after me! The van whizzed past and 

screeched to a halt. Two policemen jumped out and one of them spouted something 

in Dutch at me, I just stood there and said 

“Oh, I am sorry, I cannot understand.”  
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Then the young sergeant said, in perfect English 

“It is forbidden to cycle on the roads here” – “Oh”, I said, “I didn’t know” 

He then said “Do you have a passport?” “Yes, here I will show you”, I said, 

reaching into my bag I then gave the passport to the policeman who then jumped 

back into the van and got straight onto his radio. I later found out that it was to 

check that I was a legitimate tourist ad not on the ‘Wanted’ list for drug smuggling. 

It is a sad fact that in Holland they have one of the worst problems in Europe for 

trafficking hard drugs. Maybe they thought I was a dope pedlar! 

While the other policeman was on the radio I was being given directions on 

how to reach Goes and it seemed that I was almost on the right track and did not 

have far to ride. After about ten minutes the policeman who was on the radio 

jumped out, handed back my passport, and said I was free to go. “Thank God,” I 

thought, and with this I re-mounted and started off again. (The riding on the road 

bit seemed to have been forgotten about). 

 For those who follow the Continental racing scene – Gerrie Knetemann, 

Hennie Kuiper and Jan Raas all come from this region of Holland and it is no 

wonder that when the Tour de France reaches the mountains that you see their 

names slip down the general classification as Holland is flat...very flat! 

“Wouldn’t be a bad place for a Club 25”, I thought, 

Eventually I found Goes where I went to the yacht club de Werf, which I 

knew from previous sailing holidays in Holland. The harbour master - Izaak Rosier 

- whom I had not seen for some ten years, did not recognise me when I first turned 

up but then after a while he said, 

“O, ja - from England. I remember now - ja, long time” 

Izaak is over 82 years old now - still going strong, working every day. After that he 

seemed to remember more than I could. Luckily for me I did not need to worry 

about finding accommodation as I was allowed to use the Club’s facilities and to 

sleep on one of the yachts in the harbour. 

Goes is a beautiful Dutch town in the heart of Zeeland (Walcheren Island) - 

with a large market square and shopping centre. There are quite a few good places 

for eating and also a good variety, from snack bars which sell hamburgers of all 

shapes and sizes to Indo-Chinese restaurants that serve delicious ‘Rice-table’, 

which is a large dish of rice accompanied by a number of small side dishes and 

then there is the Grill House which I frequented quite a lot as you could get a fairly 

decent three-course meal including steak - for around £5. - Very reasonable. 

On Tuesday I went to Rotterdam by train to have dinner with some old friends 

who I had also not seen for some time. The trains are very fast and efficient but 

they are a bit expensive, I did not find out what the conditions are for carrying 

cycles but I did see a couple of people load their bikes into the Guard’s van;. I 

think there would be a charge for carriage. 

After a very humorous and enjoyable evening being reunited with old friends 

I caught the train back to Goes the next morning where I decided to go for a ride to 
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Flushing and back to make sure that the next day when I returned home to England 

I knew exactly where I was going. 

The distance between Goes and Flushing was roughly 34kms but I think the 

way I first rode I must have added on an extra 20kms! I found that the secret is just 

to keep following the bike path and no matter where it goes - under the road, up a 

dike or across a turnip field you will eventually end up where you want to be. 

After spending my last evening in Goes I set out, back for Blighty. I had it all 

fairly well planned - up at 7.30 a.m., away at 8 a.m., Flushing by 9.30 a.m. 

Breskens ferry, which I just managed to catch in time otherwise it would have been 

another half-hour wait; a 15 minute crossing and a steady 25 miles-an-hour to get 

me to Zeebrugge on time for the mid-day ferry. But as luck had it I made it in the 

nick of time. 

After leaving Breskens it was just plain sailing all the way back as I began to 

feel a bit more confident about using the bike paths. The weather had been 

excellent for the few days that I was in Holland. So there I was, hands-off- 

handlebars, riding down a straight, flat avenue kilometre after kilometre, with trees 

hanging over the road. I reached the port and caught the ferry at 12 noon BST. 

I was back on the A2 at 4.35.p.m. the only obstacle left was ascending the 

Jubilee Way – and I was glad that I had a 42 x 21 gear to help me pedal uphill - 

otherwise it would have been ‘get off and milk it’. 

I finally reached Higham at 8.15.p.m. that evening and crashed out in front of 

the TV. It was an enjoyable trip but I would recommend to anyone else who is 

considering going on a cycling holiday to Holland to make sure that you know 

where you are going. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°440 May 1986 

by Albert Ayton 

Badge of Courage 

Way back in 1949, Gerry Lumsden decided to round off his racing career with 

a 24 hour event and, typically, got down to training for it in a very thorough 

fashion. One of his Sunday training rides involved an early start up the A11 to 

Norwich and then Yarmouth with the ret urn (same day, in case you’re wondering) 

via Lowestoft and the A12, arriving hone at 1 a.m. with work calling at 8a.m! Ivy, 

perforce, got involved with the training when their holiday, on the tandem, started 

with an all-night ride (after a day’s work) up to Liverpool for the morning ferry to 

the Isle of Man. A couple of days on the Island, including the Snaefell climb, then 

the ferry back to the mainland at Fleetwood, up through, the Lake District, Carlisle, 

Gretna Green, across Ayrshire to Greenock and the ferry across the Clyde, up to 

Oban, then along the Great Glen to Inverness, round to Nairn, Lumsden, Dundee 

and to the train home from Edinburgh. 1400 miles in 16- days! 

The chosen event was the Catford and, for the first time, we had a 24 hour 

team for, accompanying Gerry, were the two George’s, White and Saxby. All the 
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helpers were out, oven the Eastern Section had a club run down to Crawley to be 

able to join in; all, that is, except Arthur and Albert who, together with Gordon 

Milroy, Fred Dewar and Dick Powell of the Forest C.C., were around the lakeside 

at Como in Italy in the middle of a Swiss cycle tour. It was in this event that Gerry 

constantly uttered the phrase that has lived with him ever since when he told the 

helpers about his drinks "I want it hot!" However, we digress. 

The course ranged widely, going out to places like Chichester and Windsor 

and Gerry was going well when, at around 8a.m. after riding for about 15 hours, he 

bumped over a level crossing somewhere on the road to Windsor and shortly 

afterwards noticed that his front mudguard extension was rubbing on his tyre. He 

stopped and pulled it off but, shortly after resuming, it was rubbing again. This 

time, when he went to adjust it the front wheel and forks came off in his hand! The 

steering column had broken at the crown. 

There is no question that he could have blamelessly packed. We have all 

heard many much less valid reasons for abandonment. But not Gerry. 

Remembering that he had recently negotiated a roundabout with a cycling marshal, 

he walked back there and persuaded the marshal, a Westerley R.C. man, to lend 

him his bike. This, in itself, was note-worthy sportsmanship for it left the marshal 

with Gerry’s unusable bike miles from home and, with his own machine likely to 

be available again only some nine hours later far away in the Crawley area! The 

substitute machine was vastly oversize for Gerry but he could get the pedals round 

so was on his way again after losing some 40 minutes.  

After some miles he was hailed from a car which proved, to be one of the 

Ilford Road Club helpers who had heard what had happened and had a spare bike 

aboard, which they swapped with the other to get the marshal mobile again. Again 

it was way too big but with the saddle right down on the top tube it was 

manageable and Gerry persevered to run out time with a club record of 410.213 

miles. What that would have been without the delays and on his own bike all the 

time can only be guessed but there is no doubt that it was a display of courage and 

determination but rarely seen. 

This epic performance prompted Charlie Wright, a staunch friend of the Club 

from its foundation, although never a member, to offer to put up a trophy.  

‘To be awarded to a rider who gave a most meritorious performance in great 

adversity and who exemplified the true spirit of the game. The pot to be awarded 

nominally, annually, but not necessarily if unmerited. The current holder would 

continue to hold it until a performance of sufficient merit justified transferring it. I 

visualise that on each occasion the performance would be so outstanding that there 

would be no arguments as to its worthiness’. 

He went on to propose Gerry as the first recipient. The offer was discussed 

many times in committee and at A.G.M’s but never found favour: the difficulty of 

adjudicating on possible deserving rides; that it is the performance that counts and 

not the circumstances; - a success, in other words, scores more than a gallant try: a 
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case might be made out for a special medal in individual cases but with a trophy 

there to be passed on to the next holder there might arise a tendency to look for 

something to award it for. 

In 1955 Charlie Wright set it out thus – 

 “The trophy should be awarded to the rider who puts up a most meritorious 

performance in great adversity. The underlined portion is the key. An epic ride 

should be so outstanding in the minds of members that it would be the subject of 

comment long afterwards and would be referred to from time to time in the course 

of the club’s history. In other words, it would select itself by its stark appeal as a 

feat of unbelievable endurance and tenacity. It should not be necessary for a 

committee to sit and cogitate upon which was or who did the most -meritorious 

ride. If it has to be debated it does not come within the scope of the award.” 

Now, in a letter to the Editor, Charlie has raised the idea again saying  

“It does not visualise a participant qualifying by doing a straight super ride 

and knocking the record for six. The appropriate trophy and the glamour is his 

reward”. But if the feat had been accomplished in the face of setbacks, physical, 

mechanical and climatic which would have deterred a less determined and 

dedicated rider, then he would be a worthy recipient. The spectators and officials 

present could not but proclaim the ride as “meritorious--- in great adversity. If 

there is need for argument, it would not qualify. The feat should unquestionably 

justify itself. As I have said a sort of cycling V.C. It would be unique in the same 

way as the military award and as sparingly awarded.”  

and goes on to say  

“I think now that a medal would be more appropriate than a trophy and I have 

enclosed a suggested design. The Eagle Road Club badge with a scarlet W overall 

to signify the ‘Wright Award’. As a top line club it could, through the appropriate 

authority be introduced nationally as an award to qualifying and approved 

applicants through their clubs. A boost for the Eagles and encouragement to the 

stickers and perpetuate my long association of over 60 years. What do you think.-? 

I would again nominate Gerry as the first recipient-t. You could ignore what he 

says, he is too damned modest. I would, of course, meet the cost of say a 20 years 

supply - 20 badges or the commercial minimum whichever is the larger.”  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°440 May 1986 

Catering at the Eastern Counties Festival 1986 

by Christine Smith 

We arrived at Abbess Roding Village Hall just after 8am on Sunday morning 

and, when all was unloaded, it looked far too much. As this was our fourth stint we 

knew it would not be. We swung into action like a well-oiled machine. In no time 

the kettles were boiling, sandwiches made, cakes cut up and the change sorted out. 

We were ready for the first rush as the four-up finished. 
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Albert and Olive, in the true tradition of the Eagle Road Club i.e. never 

missing the main chance, organised a raffle for which Arthur Jacobs had provided 

the prizes. Martin and Simon Smith, not without some argument, sold all the 

tickets between them. Arthur Batty did a great job talking people into buying more 

than they really intended. Vi, Ivy and Gerry kept the tea and coffee coming hot and 

fast. Everyone else took turns at the endless washing and wiping up. Someone who 

shall be nameless let slip that today was Dorothy’s birthday. We gave her a loud 

rendition of “Happy Birthday to you”, but although there was plenty of cake we 

had no candles. 

The time passed quickly and by 5 pm we had managed, among other things, to 

make and sell, two hundred and eight pints of tea and seventeen loaves of 

sandwiches. Ivy, Dorothy, Olive, Linda, Vi and Christine, between them had made 

fruit cakes, sponges, quiches, fruit pies and mince tarts in such quantities that, by 

the end of the day, we had not quite run out. There were about six pieces of fruit 

cake left in Ivy’s bottomless tin.  

We did not manage to sell all the sandwiches (about three loaves left over) 

but, to paraphrase what someone before me once said, 

"Who wants to eat bread when they can have cake?"  

We had a very successful day and everyone worked hard but I don't think I would 

like a job in a café. Although we are still wrestling with the accounts there should 

be a useful boost to the Khazi Fund. 

 

Note: We did this most years on the Sunday until 2007and was a big help to the 

Club’s finances. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°446 November 1987 

Nothing to do with cycling but as it is this time of year and is by a club member, 

here is a Christmas Story. 

The Trousers 

By James Dee 

It was Christmas, 1941. My wife and family had been evacuated to a quiet 

village in Shropshire, nine miles from the nearest town and situated near a little 

branch railway station - one train a day and a station taxi, unless there happened to 

be a funeral. Now, I was expecting Christmas Eve as an extra day off and had 

written my wife to that effect. However, at the last moment the extra day was 

cancelled and perforce I had work. Time for departure came at last and it was me 

for the country post-haste, laden with parcels, not the least valuable being a bottle 

of whisky. 

On arrival at Shrewsbury, by running I just managed to catch the branch line 

train; I sank into a corner, seat, heaved a sigh of relief and glanced at the only other 

occupant of the carriage. It was then that the hand of Fate struck - the bottom of the 

whisky bottle cracked completely off, depositing the entire contents in my lap. In a 
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few moments I was writhing as the whisky bit into the skin of my legs. My fellow 

traveller was very helpful - too helpful - and suggested that as it was 20 minutes to 

the next station he could dry my trousers by flapping them out of the window while 

I cleaned up. Much against my better judgment, I agreed... Yes, it happened! There 

was a whoosh and my trousers were left hanging on a small bridge. We gazed at 

each other in consternation and, handing me the remains of my braces, my 

companion revealed himself in his true colours - a genius, a tactician of the first 

order; his middle name was Montgomery! 

 When we arrived at my station he was to alight, locate a suitable office or 

room, signal to me and I was to charge along the platform and disappear inside as 

fast as my rapidly chilling legs would carry me, and he would endeavour to 

procure a suitable pair of bags. At last came the great moment. Feeling somewhat 

like a parachutist waiting to jump, I watched for his signal but saw instead a horde 

of chattering women prancing along the platform. My courage failed me and, 

oblivious of the frantic signals from Montgomery, I cowered in the carriage and 

allowed the train to carry me on. I knew that the next station was the end of the 

branch line and that if I waited awhile there was every possibility that the station 

would completely empty of the other passengers. This was so and, trying to look 

unconcerned, I strolled towards the ticket collector with all the dignity of a bishop 

in a fun fair. 

Explanations followed and in double quick time, the stationmaster had fitted 

me out with a pair of porter’s trousers, nice hairy blue serge with a natty red stripe 

down the sides. If only they had been made for a man instead of an elephant I 

should have been completely happy. It was only now that the truly stupendous 

organising abilities of Montgomery made themselves felt. My! How that boy had 

made the telephone hum! 

Rapidly, in quick succession, trousers began to arrive from everywhere. . 

Police, A.R.P., Fire Service even W.V.S, (with blankets), and all I wanted to do 

was to disappear as quickly as possible. Eventually, I escaped, secured a car and 

returned to my village. Now my wife trusted me and, although I was 24 hours later 

than my letter had said and although I still reeked of whisky and had mislaid my 

trousers, she believed my story; or at least she did until the damn fool of a 

stationmaster, having recovered my trousers, dried and pressed them and then had 

them delivered to our cottage by the best looking female porter I’ve ever seen. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°449 December 1988 

Another by the same author, a club member, and it’s appropriate to the  

season. (First published in a company magazine in 1962) 

The Spectre of the Fens 

By James Dee 

My great-aunt Mary was a dear old soul, and when I heard that she had passed 

on, I knew that I just had to go and pay my last respects, notwithstanding the long 
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journey to the north-east coast village where, as a boy, I had spent many happy 

holidays with Mary. I told my wife that I would return home late on Christmas 

Eve, loaded the car and set off on my melancholy journey. 

The morning of Christmas Eve dawned cold and wet, and I shivered as I stood 

at the graveside, the wet clay holding my feet in its clammy grip, the wind howling 

round my ears, the doleful clang of the church bell and, as a background, the noise 

of the waves breaking on the nearby shore, all combining in a welter of fear and 

menace. 

I left the village in the late afternoon, expecting to arrive home about 9.30 that 

evening. The black gloom that I had suffered earlier in the day had been relieved 

somewhat by a couple of whiskeys and the thoughts of home, and I drove across 

the Fens with a lightness of heart nearer to the spirit of Christmas. 

The landscape here was dull and flat, cut across by dykes and rivers and, as 

the twilight gave way to darkness, I switched on my headlights. Driving was 

difficult on a not too familiar road, made worse by patches of mist ghosting across 

my path. Once again I felt tenseness and fear. 

I could see in front of me the lights of a village and was considering stopping 

for a bite to eat when my mind was made up for me by expensive sounding noises, 

from my engine. I switched off, slipped into neutral, coasted into the village and 

luckily, straight on to the forecourt of a garage. 

The mechanic, who was just locking up, soon diagnosed, the trouble - the 

water pump - I needed a replacement unit, and he hadn’t got one. He could get one 

and he would send his boy on a motor-cycle to Spalding or Boston - on Tuesday or 

Wednesday. I reminded him that this was Christmas Eve, my home was 70 miles 

away and that I had money (jingling coins in my pocket). His face lit up (at the 

thought of Christmas, of course) and he promised, as a special favour, to send that 

night and fit the pump first thing next morning. 

I retired to the local to negotiate a meal and a bed. The landlord said he would 

sleep me out at The Old Mill House and feed me at the inn. After supper he insisted 

that his boy should guide me to my bed, remarking that the lane was dark and the 

river very close. 

I followed, the boy with his bobbing lantern up the lane to the door of The 

Mill House, and knocked. I was about to knock again when the door opened almost 

under my hand and I practical fell into the passage. Behind the door was an old 

lady with what undoubtedly was meant to be a welcoming smile on her face. I 

followed her along the dimly lit passage, up a winding staircase and on to a landing 

where the old lady opened a door, placed the candle on a table, indicated a large 

four-poster bed and chuckled as she spoke for the first time;  

“The guest-room - I hope you like it,” 

with which she turned on her heels and went back down the passage as silently as a 

ghost. 
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I don’t know how long I had slept or what awakened me, but I knew that 

someone or something was near.  

I glanced out of the window, the moon shone fitfully through the scudding 

clouds, when, suddenly, across the window a great black arm appeared, followed 

by another. I heard a flapping noise as of great wings, a creaking and a groan and 

the moon was blotted out by a, great grey shape gliding across my vision. 

I lay petrified, unable to move, I wanted to scream out, but my tongue was 

like a great lump in my throat, beads of icy-cold perspiration ran down my face. 

Unable to tear away my gaze from this dreadful apparition I watched, as with a 

rustling noise, it slowly passed from my view. There was a rattling of chains for a 

few seconds and then a dead silence. 

For a moment I lay on my bed. This was no nightmare, I was awake. It was 

not a figment of the imagination - I really had seen this thing. 

Slowly, I reached out and lit the candle. Still shaking like a leaf, I got out of 

bed and went to the window, fearing what I would see, I looked out and there just a 

little further down the river, and waiting at the lock-gates was my ‘apparition’ - a 

sailing barge! Its loose topsail flapping gently, the arms, the creaks and groans and, 

as I watched, even the rattling chains as a sailor took up a little slack in the anchor. 

I saw two men step ashore and walk towards the locks, then I returned to bed 

and tried to sleep off my fright. 

Next morning, I returned to the inn for my breakfast, collected my car which, 

as promised, was now working well, and completed my journey. 

There is still something I cannot understand: when I walked from my lodgings 

to the inn, the sailing barge had gone, but the lock gate machinery was rusty and 

unused, the lock gates overgrown with weeds and impassable to any ordinary boat. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°447 February 1988 

Yes, I Remember Adlestrop 

During a Middleton Stoney weekend, it was the only win I got in ‘Hot Spot’ 

sprint for 'village name signs. No particular merit in that, mind, we came on to it 

suddenly round a bend and I happened to be one of the front pair. Do you know 

Adlestrop? A typical, sleepy Cotswold village, with the houses built of the local 

stone that weathers to that lovely honey colour, just off the Chipping Norton - 

Stow on the Wold road, with the nearby railway station bearing its name probably 

more to serve Stow’s needs than its own. The village name sign, at the road 

junction on the edge, is unusual, though, being a large name board, resplendent in 

the chocolate and cream livery of the old Great Western Railway and installed in a 

platform shelter with a seat from the pre-Beeching station. 

The seat has a plaque with a poem by Edward Thomas, one of the ‘War Poets’ 

of the First World War. Born a ‘cockney’ in Lambeth in 1878 of Welsh parentage, 

he enlisted in July 1915 and rose from the rank- to Second Lieutenant in two years. 

He was killed by a shell blast on Easter Monday, 1917. 
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ADLESTROP 

Yes, I remember Adlestrop - 

The name, because one afternoon 

Of heat the express-train drew up there 

Unwontedly. It was late June.  

 

The steam hissed. Someone cleared his throat. 

No one left and no one came 

On the bare platform. What I saw 

Was Adlestrop - only the name  

 

And willows, willow-herb, and grass, 

And meadowsweet, and haycocks dry, 

No whit less still and lonely fair 

Than the high cloudlets in the sky.  

 

And for that minute a blackbird sang 

Close by, and round him, mistier, 

Farther and farther, all the birds 

Of Oxfordshire and Gloucestershire. 

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°448 November 1988 

By George White 

In April I had enquired of the Victoria C.C. as to what a section against their 

entry in the R.T.T.C. handbook regarding the ‘25’, which stated ‘for G.P.O.
65

 

personnel (in my case ‘ex’) meant’. No reply was received at the time but, on the 

Wednesday before the event, a start sheet arrived with my name as Nº 2. Without 

training and not even sure that I could ride 25 miles, I started (Yes, I had now sent 

an entry form in) and managed a 1h 35m.31s. So After the event a London based 

Post Office man took a photograph and asked questions. It later transpired that the 

London H.Q. and the Telecom and P.O. Sports Association will sponsor me to ride 

in the Postal and Telecommunications national championships at York, September 

10
th

 as a veteran. I suppose they think it unusual for an 81 year old to ride at all. Up 

to four years ago I always rode by selection on performance but obviously this is 

different.  

 

Ed: The championships were late - cancelled due to the Post Office strike. 

                                                           
65 G.P.O. – General Post Office 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°449 December 1988 

Age Concern 

by Reg Baxter 

The 9
th 

November 1988 had a pleasant surprise for me. On returning from my early 

morning ride to Putney Swim pool I found a buff coloured envelope lying on the 

mat. I examined, the postmark - it read. Romford 8 NOV 5 PM. I then noticed the 

second-class stamp. 

I began to wonder what benign influence had induced the local sorting office 

to give my second-class mail such favourable treatment. When I opened the 

envelope I found the latest edition of the Way of an Eagle. I made myself a cup of 

hot soup and began to read on. On reaching page 4 all was revealed: there was a 

letter from my fellow octogenarian and Post Office tycoon - George White - he 

must have hidden powers. Bravo! George - winning £10 and being photographed, 

keep it up. 

The last time I was interviewed and photographed was in October 1986 at an 

establishment for retired French people near Cavaillon in Provence. This 

establishment provided holiday accommodation for about 300. The Federation 

Française de Cyclotourisme, of which I am a member, had reserved 50 places for 

veteran cyclists. We used to go out on miniature randonnées each day, mostly 

round the base of the Mont Ventoux. One day the local cycling club arranged for 

Poulidor (of Tour de France fame) (the eternal second) to spend a day cycling with 

us. The local newspaper sent a reporter and a photographer - they wanted to see the 

vieux anglais who had climbed the Mont Ventoux. A barrage of questions –  

“How old are you?” “How old is your bicycle?” 

But Poulidor’s visit had a bonus for the cyclists. Instead of the cyclists having to 

line up at the counter with a tray for the evening meal, they were invited by the 

director of the establishment to have dinner in his private suites: we were waited on 

and had bottles of wine instead of the vin ordinaire served in the dining-hall. I was 

seated next to Poulidor. I cannot say that after rubbing shoulders with him I was 

able to ride any faster, but he was a charming and modest fellow, and everybody 

had a very enjoyable evening. 

This business of becoming old leads to all sorts of comical situations. Two 

years ago, in 1986, I was on a summer tour with my touring companion, Claude 

Clarke, of the Bath Road Club (who is about the same ago as me). We had started, 

in rain, to climb the Silvretta Pass in Austria and when we were half-way up the 

rain turned to snow. Claude was in front and I was creeping up on my 25” gear. 

Suddenly, a motor-car coming towards me stopped. The driver opened his window 

and called out to me  

“Wie alt sind Sie” I replied “Ein und achtzig” - he shook his head 

disbelievingly, he must have thought I was a German; then he asked 

“Quel age avez-vous” I replied “quatre-vingt-un”,  
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Then the motorist said “Impossible”, but he said it in the French manner –

“AMPOSSEEBLE” and drove off. 

At an hotel in the Alpes du Midi, north of Nice, the proprietor was very 

friendly to Claude and me - we had been there on’ three occasions -and he knew 

that we were more than 80 years old. On our last arrival he kept on saying 

“Formidable” which can be translated as “amazing,” but the way he kept saying 

“FORRMEEDAABLE” was unforgettable. As the old song might have gone – ‘It’s 

not what you say but the way that you say it’. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°449 December 1988 

The 65th 

by K.Peskett 

Here we are again at Chasney’s
4
 on the 21

st
 January for the Club’s Annual 

Dinner and Dance. As I am not a very frequent visitor to club room or clubhouse, 

how nice to see some of the old faces again. Although I was rather disappointed to 

find only 84 people attended this year. Thank goodness for friends and non-cycling 

wives. I noticed with horror when the toast for the visitors was announced it 

seemed only about a dozen Eagles got up, one per table. A very nice meal was 

enjoyed by everyone even though it seemed very similar to last year’s. 

After our President, Albert, proposed the loyal toast he told us a little story 

about a certain Gerry Lumsden who, forty years ago rode in the Catford ‘24’. After 

about fifteen hours Gerry noticed his front tyre was rubbing on his forks, after a 

quick inspection and botch up, he carried on only for the same thing to happen. 

When he reluctantly dismounted he found his fork crown had broken and his front 

wheel came off in his hand. This would have been enough for most people but not 

our Gerry who decided to walk the two miles back to a marshal who lent him his 

bike, unfortunately it was too big for him - can you imagine old Gerry sitting on 

the cross bar? However, help was on its way as a car came up with yet another bike 

for him to try, but alas this also was too big. However our hero persevered and 

finished with a very creditable total of 410 miles. Considering competition record 

was around 450 miles at that time he sure would have come close. 

Young Charles Wright, 90, carried on the story by saying although he didn’t 

race when he was young, how inspired he and others had been by Gerry’s epic 

ride. So much so that Charles has decided to donate a sum of money to have a 

special medal cast. Like a cyclists’ V.C. was how he described it, and how proud 

he was to present Gerry Lumsden with the very first medal struck. What a beauty! 

Congratulations, Gerry, cyclist extraordinaire, from all of us. 

Dave Wright proposed the toast to the visitors saying others should be making 

speeches, mainly the ones who do all the talking and shouting and none of the 

doing. There are quite a few of us like that but the, the pen is mightier than the 

spoken word or something like that, that’s my excuse, anyway. 
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I think Dave had sniffed the barmaid’s apron this year as he seemed more 

relaxed and ready for speech-making, proposing toasts to all and sundry. Good 

speech, Dave. I noticed Liam Ward had brought his mum, dad, sister and girl 

friend to help him carry his trophies home. I suppose his dad is a lorry driver to 

take that load. 

After checking Bob Ambrose’s maths I found he couldn’t count as Liam’s 

name was in the menu 55 times not 54. The Eagles were proposed by Mr. Bob 

Donnington saying, on a more serious note, his condolences on the death of Reg 

Baxter. He went on to speak of the quality of members rather than quantity, 

referring to the Clubhouse extension which was built by the few. 

Eric Peachey made the response, saying that at the last AGM nobody told him 

he would have to make a speech. He went on to thank all riders, marshals and 

organisers, not necessarily in that order for their help, enthusiasm and participation 

in the past year’s efforts. Eric also thanked the ladies, Olive, Dorothy and Ivy for 

doing the catering over the last however many years. Countless, I expect. 

Two new awards have sprung up this year, the Bill Waller trophy for the 

Spring ‘25’ and the afore-mentioned Charles Wright medal. 

The President was proposed by Peter Smith. He said Albert, who is due to 

stand down from office at the AGM this year, was the Club’s 4
th

 President and had 

dreamt of the new toilet block for most of his term of office. Fancy dreaming of a 

‘bog’ for five years. Peter went on to say what a tower of strength and great help 

Olive has been over the years. 

In response, Albert thanked Peter for the kind things said about him and 

Olive. He also thanked members for all the help they had given him over the years. 

Then he went on to speak of his half a hundred friends but I think he has 

accumulated many more than that during his lifetime as an Eagle. 

The presentation of trophies was, as usual, performed by the President’s lady 

assisted by Glenn Grant. The list of prize winners is too numerous for this space, 

you should have been at the Dinner. However, I would like to say on behalf of all 

the members, our hearty congratulations to Liam, our new club champion, for 

almost clearing the board. What happened in the Hill Climb Liam? 

Also, on a more personal note, to my old mate, Phil Jolly, Congrats, mate! But 

don’t let Linda rub holes in those cups. After the prize giving came the dancing 

with a good variety of music from the young D.J. and his sister assistant. The 

dancing and chatting time was, as usual, far too short, however a good time was 

had by all. I seem to remember that I agreed to ride in some two-up time trial with 

Mick Griffiths next season. Oh, dear! 

Thanks once again to our Hon. Social Secretary, Arthur Batty, for organising 

the ‘do’. 

Next year’s Dinner/Dance is on 20
th

 January 1990, same time, same place. 

See you there. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°454 February 1990 

Why Do We Do It? 

by Bob Ambrose 

THE CHALLENGE 

Why do we race, year after year?  Suffer at training, suffer at racing, a lot will 

say “because we enjoy it?” It’s like a drug, it gets hold of us, it’s a way of life. 

Work! Training! Bed! Up before dawn on Sundays. The next year comes, the 

feeling of guilt it we don't compete. Is it ambition? Is it wanting to be the best? 

Keeps us young? We will all have different answers. Let me give you my views 

with a little help from a little book. 

I joined the Eagle Road Club in 1981 after a sixteen year period away from 

racing, having last raced in 1965 with the White Heather C.C. in Edinburgh, 

picking up various trophies including the East of Scotland B.A.R. and the club 

B.A.R. three times, all championships including a 12 hour. My work moved me to 

London in ‘67 and I lived in Balcombe Street, Marylebone until 1981. I didn’t race 

because of evening classes and lots of time I spent on tailoring and cutting. My 

thoughts were if I wasn’t fit I couldn't race, if I couldn’t race I shouldn’t belong a 

club. The latter I now know to be wrong. 

When I moved and joined the Eagle Road Club, never in my wildest dreams 

did I think I would do any good times. So once you start getting fit you get times, 

then you train harder and want to do more.  Your confidence grows. 
A LITTLE BOOK 

The little book I refer to is the Eagle Road Club handbook. When I was given 

that and saw all the names and trophy winners from the past, I thought how good 

they must have been. To me they were just names with the exception of some, I 

had never met them. Seeing those names was magic! They were, however, only 

human. Names like H. Edwards, A. Woodcock, F. Argent, A. Clarke, F. Bushell, 

H. Cross, W. Ash, P. Wheeler, M. Beasant, R. Livermore and the ones I had met - 

G. White, G. Lumsden, A. Ayton, E. Hadlow, K. McDonald, and those I had raced 

with - A. Batty, R. Doman, D. Youell.  

My first ambition and target was to win the club B.A.R. three times. R. 

Livermore, G. Lumsden, A. Ayton, F. Bushell and R. Doman had. 

When I got three, then I wanted five, Albert had. The Carpenter 100 has been 

a challenge, A.R. Clarke won it five times, I wanted six. The 12 hour had been won 

eight times by H. Cross and six by W. Ash, A. Clarke and myself five times. A 

hard record to beat - who knows? The Dunlop 50 is a fabulous trophy. A. 

Woodcock has had it four times and five of us three time. The Ayton trophy is also 

very good; H. Edwards and Tony Woodcock having both won it six times. I’m not 

a sprinter, you need to be for this under 60 minutes silver award, but I’ll keep 

trying, The Vets B.A.R. the Founders trophy - George White seven times winner, 
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myself four, I’m after that one but a plus of 93 is a huge target for a young man 

like me. Club B.A.R. runner-up - A. Batty six times, what a strong morale, Arthur!  

Below I have produced a list from the handbook. It gives trophies and those 

who have won them most, then an overall list of trophies won. ‘The top 10’. It is, 

however, eleven as last place is equal.  From the top 10 list I do accept that certain 

trophies have been donated since some early riders have retired but you can come 

out of retirement! I have also included runner-up in the B.A.R. and Junior.  I just 

hope that in years to come people will look at my name and try and win those 

trophies more, I would be very proud. Club Records are another story. Maybe 

some of you record-breakers can tell us what drove you.

 

Club B.A.R. A. Ayton 5 

 R. Ambrose 5 

 R. Livermore 3 

 G. Lumsden 3 

 F. Bushell 3 

 R. Doman 3 

Carpenter 100  R. Ambrose 6 

 A. Clarke 5 

Dunlop 50 A. Woodcock 4 

 P. Wheeler 3 

 K. McDonald 5 

 A. Clarke 3 

 E. Hadlow 3 

 R. Ambrose 3 

Vets. B.A.R. G. White 7 

 R. Ambrose 4 

B.A.R Runner-Up A. Batty 6 

 W. Ash 4 

Villiers 12 hour H. Cross 8 

 W. Ash 6 

 A. Clarke 5 

 R. Ambrose. 5 

Willsher 50 H. Edwards 5 

 R. Doman 4 

Ayton 25 H. Edwards 6 

 T. Woodcock 6 

Davey Hill Climb M. Beasant 6 

 D. Youell 4 

Junior Champ M. Beasant 4

EAGLE ROAD CLUB TROPHIES WON - TOP ELEVEN

R. Ambrose 25 

A. Clarke 23 

H. Edwards 22 

A. Woodcock 21 

A. Ayton 20 

D. Youell 19 

F. Argent 17 

R. Doman 16 

M. Beasant 16 

K. McDonald 14 

P. Wheeler 14 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°455 May 1990 

Blissful Babblings of a Balding Eagle. 

by A.T. Yarold (George Kiteley) 

After reading the article by the illustrious Bob Ambrose in the February 

edition of the Way of an Eagle, I feel obliged, to offer a few words of 

encouragement to some of the ‘bread and butter’ riders in the Club, based on my 

own experiences after 63 years as a Club cyclist. 
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The superb equipment in existence today was not available sixty years ago but 

we obtained a reasonable amount of success with that which we could afford, often 

second hand. So, any of today’s young Eagles bemoaning the fact that they cannot 

keep up with the Joneses, equipment wise, my advice is not to despair but to make 

the most of that which is available. Remember the man with the most expensive 

gear is not necessarily a better rider. Even the legendary Frank Southall was 

reputed to be able to ride faster on a ladies’ heavy roadster than many a rider 

equipped with sprints and tubs. With determination and effort and, above all, 

hundreds of miles in the legs, an enormous amount of success can be achieved. 

You do not need to be fully Campagnolo equipped. 

I have had the honour of riding in the company of (and struggling to keep up 

with!) each and every one of those superb riders who became Club champions 

between the years 1924 and 1959. My apprenticeship consisted of many strenuous 

club runs with the old Eastern Section of the C.T.C., mostly Eagle Road Club 

members. Those rides were out and home tea runs of about 50 miles on Saturdays 

and all day 100 miles runs on Sundays. Throw in a couple of evening rides during 

the week and a sound basis of fitness was achieved. The programme continued 

throughout the year, regardless of the weather. 

At the time of my introduction to time-trialling that esteemed extrovert, dear 

old Bert Tuck, was club champion. His extreme cheerfulness and bluff words of 

encouragement were a great incentive to keep ‘digging in’ to the end of an event, 

especially when the elements were doing their darnedest. The majority of us knew 

we were not championship material but the fascination of keeping those pedals 

turning at all costs gave us immense satisfaction. The usual incentive was to obtain 

Club standard medals and once that was achieved the next objective was to 

improve our times. 

My baptism of fire occurred in the Spring 25 of 1932 organised by the 

Southend Wheelers. The course started at Southend Waterworks and proceeded 

London wards on the A127 to The Fortune of War, (12 miles) turn, then retrace to 

one mile beyond the start (13 miles). What a morning! The day dawned wet and 

windy, with torrential rain and a howling sou’wester blowing in our faces to the 

turn. The only training advice I had received beforehand was from Dick Andrews, 

whose methods were considered rather avant garde. He said that the best way to 

ride a 25 was to go as fast as possible at the start, then when it began to hurt just 

above the knees, keep going and retain that pressure for the whole distance. I 

carried out his advice to the best of my ability but could only manage about l8 mph 

in the teeth of that murderous wind on the outward leg. This I increased to 26 mph 

on the return leg and my overall speed brought me well within the limit for my first 

silver. The Eagles, on the whole, did extremely well in this event. Bert Tuck was 

third fastest and led the winning Eagle team with the assistance of Sam King and 

Dick Andrews. 
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Dick’s advice stood me in good stead for the remainder of the 1932 season. I 

was able to beat all the silver standard times from ‘25’ miles to ‘12 hours’. The 

culmination of my efforts came in the Southend Wheelers October 1932 ‘25’ when 

I received the third handicap prize and obtained my gold for the distance (real gold, 

by the way). 

Incidentally, number 82 in that event was listed as E.L. Engel, Viking R.C. 

How are you, Eddie? 

The handicapper in both these Southend Wheelers events was none other than 

the inimitable B.W. Best, that timekeeper par excellence and a former editor of 

Cycling, to boot.  I had the dubious privilege of assisting Mr. Best a few years 

later, with a push start to his dilapidated old jalopy when it gave up the ghost in 

Leytonstone High Road. 

One of the proudest moments of my1932 season was when I became one of 

the winning team in the Cambridge Wheelers Middlemarkers 25 along with the late 

lamented Bill Dewar and Les Osborne. When riding in a ‘25’ on the 32
nd

 course I 

used to sing a little ditty to myself to the tune of Old Man Sunshine, to assist in 

cadence. It went something like this 

“Clubhouse, Quendon, Coach and Horses,  

Kia Ora, Newport, Walden, 

Audley, Audley, Littlebury, Little Ches. 

Great Chesterford, Stumps Cross, TURN.” 

Each place name represented the approximate location of a milestone from the 

33
rd

 to the turn and the journey didn’t seem quite so long. 

During my enjoyment of the social season that followed, John Davey 

introduced me to my dear, departed wife, Jessie, thus beginning a blissful 

relationship lasting nearly fifty-five years. 

My racing activities were put on hold for a while, until I got the urge to get 

going again in 1950, after a lapse of 18 years, I was spurred on by John, a most 

loyal member of the club for many years. He became an Eagle shortly after the 

Club was founded in 1923. As many older members will recall, John was a familiar 

figure at Club events, marshalling and handing up drinks, no matter what the 

weather hold in store. I inherited the pewter mug presented to him in 1957. It bears 

the following inscription:- 

To J.S. Davey 

One good turn deserves another 

From the Racing Boys 

Christmas 1957 

 

John had a go himself in 1950, and was proud of the medal he received for 

beating 1 hr 10mins in a Club 25, his first race at the age of 44. When he came 

home after that event, a little the worse for wear, I felt the urge to get the 

embrocation and wintergreen bottles out again. In an era more enlightened than the 
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1930’s, I relished the idea of testing my latent ability without the restriction and 

energy-sapping drag of those horrible tights. They were most restrictive in the wet 

especially during a 12 hour event. Having reached Vets status I thought I might at 

least be able to equal the times put up by my contemporaries.  

So, I decided to splash out and treat myself to some new gear, It was the 

practice in those days that in order to avoid paying purchase tax
66

 on a complete 

new machine one bought and assembled all the necessary accoutrements 

separately. I purchased a frame from Hawkes of Leytonstone and equipped it with 

26” steels and high pressures and all the bits and pieces for a total cost of about 

£30, which represented about four weeks wages for me at that time. 

I then dedicated myself to serious training, without the advantage, (or 

otherwise), of today’s scientific methods of studying biorhythms, circuit and 

weight training, computers etc, I put my faith in the tried and tested method of 

‘getting the miles in’ e.g. cycling to work on six days a week, a couple of evening 

sessions around the Leytonstone, Ongar, Epping, Leytonstone circuit and an 80 

mile solo non-stop ride at about l8s with a 70” fixed gear early on Sunday 

mornings. Many a fierce but friendly scrap ensued during the course of these 

training rides, often getting the better of some of the B.L.R.C. lads, acknowledging 

their cries of “Up the League” with “Up yours.” These scraps usually terminated at 

the 30 sign approaching the now defunct Alpha Tearooms on the Epping road. 

With no particular target in mind and certainly with no championship 

aspirations, I merely wished to improve on the times achieved many years earlier. I 

joined the Vets Association and entered as many Club and Open events as possible. 

It felt marvellous to enjoy the camaraderie of the game again and to experience the 

feeling of exhilaration when passing another competitor. This feeling being 

tempered somewhat on being passed oneself by one of the faster brigade. Although 

it was no disgrace to be overtaken by a rider of the calibre of Frank Lipscombe, 

with his streamlined, apparently effortless style. 

As Albert mentioned in his recent editorial, it was good to greet a rider going 

in the opposite direction. Although I seem to remember that yesteryear’s Clarion 

call of “Boots” frequently met with a ribald rejoinder of “Cobblers” (or words to 

that effect!) 

The memory of certain sights, smells, and sounds remain, with one for many 

years. I can recall riding in a Club 100 and, in the early morning on the stretch 

between Trumpington and Duxford, there was an overpowering smell of 

disinfectant wafting across the road from a nearby farm, some form of fertiliser I 

presumed. I got a got a good whiff of it with the old bellows working at full stretch 

as they do when riding against the clock. I can almost taste that disinfectant now.  

                                                           
66 On 21 October 1940 during World War II until 1973, Purchase Tax was introduced at a rate of 33⅓% as a tax on 

sales of ‘luxury’ goods in order to reduce the deemed wastage of raw materials. A complete bike was deemed ‘luxury’ 

whereas parts were not as they kept the old bikes going. 

On a complete new bike costing £30 the value of the bike £20 and tax would be £10! 
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But what bliss it was to ride on those virtually traffic free roads. No problems 

at the turn, just a quick glance to the rear, easy on the brake, then, whoops! Watch 

it, the back wheel slipped a bit then, take it easy, mate! Back into the rhythm again, 

then start checking on whether you are gaining or losing time on the bods coming 

in the other direction. Keep going until the finish looms in sight, try to do a bit of a 

gallery, then oh what a relief, that’s another one over. 

All my training paid dividends during the next few years, with improvements 

at all distances, 3 minutes on a 25, 10 minutes on a 50, 47 minutes on a 100 and 

nearly 30 miles improvement on my 1932 12 hour performance. Maybe I hadn’t 

been trying hard enough in those early years but I am certain that changing from 

tights to shorts made a heck of a difference plus the use of better equipment and 

improved road, surfaces. I enjoyed success in several Vets events including team 

wins with our ace vet and former club champion, George White. 

Then, in 1955, after eking out a meagre existence in the building trade for 27 

years plus 5 years Army service, I changed my job. I joined the Post Office and 

was able to add about 80 miles a week to my cycling total, riding to the City and 

back. But, as I was on shift work, including spells of night duty, I was unable to 

continue with my regular training, so I had to rest on my laurels. The silver medals 

are looking a bit tarnished now but my solitary gold still glitters and I rejoice in the 

recollection of many happy hours spent awheel with a host of good companions. 

My advice to all you backmarkers is to keep getting the miles in and, above all, 

enjoy your cycling; there is no other sport like it. 

I would like to mention an incident that occurred during my Post Office 

service. On leaving the G.P.O. after finishing my stint at about 11 o’clock one 

night, I was riding home through deserted city streets when a huge policeman 

emerged from the shadows. He politely requested me to stop and my immediate 

reaction was that perhaps my lights had failed. He greeted me, not with the 

traditional “Hello, hello, hello”, but said, simply, “Hello, George, what are you 

doing here at this time of night?” Momentarily perplexed, I hadn’t a clue to the 

identity of this colossus of a man towering above me, his height accentuated by his 

distinctive City of London police helmet. Gradually, in the dim light of the street 

lamps, it dawned on me that my interrogator was none other than a fellow Eagle, 

‘Bunny’ Walters, whom I had last seen during the previous year when he handed 

me a drink at Writtle whilst riding in the Club 100. So we enjoyed quite a chat, 

cycling being the main topic, of course. Our discussion terminated when Bunny’s 

Inspector appeared on the scene and I was let on without a caution. I believe Bunny 

later joined the Police Force in Kenya and subsequently emigrated to that other 

Eagle’s eyrie, New Zealand. 

A well known figure in the City at that time was that revered Eastern Counties 

character, Dolf Lang. With the eternal pipe fixed firmly in his mouth, a la Popeye, 

he could be seen nonchalantly weaving his way in and out the City traffic, cursing 

any motorist who dared to impede his progress. In the days when the Police were 
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issued with the original Bobby-dodger oil lamps, Dolf was reputed to have been 

the Chief Wick Trimmer at Snow Hill Police Station! 

With advancing years my activities have become somewhat curtailed. I can 

just about manage to get round to the local Sainsbury’s a couple of times a week. 

Even this short journey of about a mile each way contains a Category One climb, 

i.e. the flyover by South Woodford Station. This can be quite a hazard especially 

with a gale force wind blowing. 

I was rendered hors de combat, for a while in February 1989 after an 

argument with a pothole near The Castle at Woodford, so it pays to keep one’s 

eyes skinned at all times. 

Good luck to all you flying Eagles, old and not so old. Hail to the Champions, 

and speedy progress to the up and coming. I will close these ramblings with a 

reminder of the ‘Good old days’ 

At the time I received, my Eagle Road badge, 

I knew I had joined the elite, 

A B17
67

 cost fourteen bob, 

And Cycling cost tuppence a week. 

Cheers J.G.K. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°457 November 1990 

Bonfire Night 

by Olive Ayton 

Our chief gardener reads about the history of our hedges and I think seems 

destined to restore them to their former glory. So with lots of cutting back etc. 

there were mounds of bonfire material. The garage at 56, Ridgeway was swept 

making plenty of shavings plus off-cuts and it was easier to get into Astra. We two 

took our lunch to the Clubhouse about 1.30 followed closely by Dave L and Gerry 

and Ivy. Preparations commenced (with cuppas in between). Chris and Pete arrived 

on bikes and about 5 o’clock it was suggested the bonfire should be lit and so it 

was. By this time it was dark, the moon was shining brilliantly but was low in the 

sky and you could only see it just shining through the oak tree. The fire was soon 

making plenty of light and Albert kept telling everybody it wouldn’t last. The 

company started to assemble. Our Social Sec. Glenn arrived with his party plus his 

list of fish and chips plus, also, a very good hour’s display of fireworks. 

The younger Wakelins helped to keep the bonfire very bright, even young Mo 

having a good aim for the centre Every now and then, when several decided to feed 

it we thought it might be going to heaven. The two Petes had to go for an early 

glass in The Chequers and came back with Bill’s (the Landlord) four grandchildren 

so we had a very good mixed party. 

                                                           
67 B17 - Brooks leather saddle 

Fourteen bob was 70 pence - 2016 price £54.99 to £110.96! Tuppence was two old pence or 1p. 
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I went into the kitchen to warm a few plates when suddenly the door opened and 

one long queue entered headed by Glenn with the eats. The dear old Clubhouse 

was full to capacity and all went quiet until the food in front of us disappeared. We 

finished with a sweet of crumble or rice and tea or coffee. Then some folk decided 

they had to take their glasses back to the Chequers. The rest of us took our leave, 

leaving Dave Wright napping in the armchair waiting for his passenger, Simon 

Hewins. It was everybody agreed a very enjoyable evening. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°462 February 1992 

All Sorts and Conditions of Bikes  

by Albert Ayton  

Strictly speaking, I suppose the heading is not quite correct in that my first 

experience of cycling was, probably like most people, on-a tricycle. This was not a 

plastic effort as one sees today but a pukka job with spoked wheels, solid tyres, of 

course, leather saddle and I was riding round the big living room above the grocery 

shop in East Ham when the ambulance arrived to take me off to the isolation 

hospital with diphtheria. I was rising five at the time. This was succeeded by a 

fairy cycle on which I quickly learned to balance on two wheels. Solid tyres again 

with a spoon brake that pressed down on to the front tyre for stopping purposes.  

We moved to a confectionery shop in Canning Town when I was about eight 

and, some time later, I graduated to a junior cycle. This was a much grander job. 

Pneumatic tyres, about 22” wheels, I suppose, rod operated brakes on both wheels, 

a gearing, I guess, of about 50” and a real bicycle - not a toy. The shop was open 

seven days a week so my parents rarely got out together, closing time was eight 

o’clockish or later. My father had a Matchless motor-cycle combination at this 

time and, for a break on Sunday afternoon would often go for a drive on it out into 

the Essex countryside that lay at the other end of the Barking by-pass, taking me 

with him, from which trips I picked up some idea of the layout of the area. I must 

have been about eleven when, during the school holidays, I went on my junior 

cycle out along the Beckton Road and on to the Thames riverside at Purfleet. The 

round trip being a whole lot farther on that little bicycle than it was on the motor-

cycle. On the way back, just about where the Roding Viaduct is, I punctured. With 

no puncture outfit - and no idea of how to use it, anyway - I rode the remaining 

four miles or so home on the rim, thereby completely ruining the tyre and tube. 

Which, this being still in the time of the big Depression with spare money very 

hard to come by, made me rather less than the flavour of the month. 

When I got a bit too big for the junior cycle I graduated to a full size machine, 

second-hand, I guess, with ‘semi-drop’ handlebars, which were the fashion with all 

the lads of the village. These handlebars and the stem were all of a piece with no 

adjustable handlebar clip and the brakes were roller lever pulling up a stirrup, 

which bore the brake blocks, on to the Westwood, rims. 1⅜” or 1½” tyres, these 
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machines were no more or less than roadster bicycles with the usual handlebars 

inverted. This had rather a short life and vanished I know not where. 

I left school when I was fourteen and started work in a tea warehouse in St. 

Katherine’s Dock as a messenger, carrying papers to and fro between the Dock and 

the City Office in Mincing Lane for the princely salary of 10/6d (52½p) per week. 

The term ‘salary’ is appropriate as, at that time the dock labourers in the warehouse 

were paid off each evening with the day’s wage and re-engaged - or not, as the 

case might be, next morning, and it had not been so far in the past when the same 

system had operated on a half day basis with the paying-off and re-engagement at 

lunch time. However, enough of social history. In due time I was promoted the 

next step up the ladder to be the sample messenger. The main tea auctions were 

held in Mincing Lane on Mondays and Wednesdays and samples of the lots on 

offer had to be supplied to the agents for the importers as well as specially ordered 

samples for the firms who were the purchasers of the lots. This introduced me to 

my next cycling experience for, as well as accompanying the van driver in the little 

Morris van, where there were insufficient to justify the van or he was on some 

other job, I had to use the box tricycle. 

Most of my readers will be quite unfamiliar with box tricycles, that ‘box’ I 

suppose about 3feet long and 2½ feet wide and high, was mounted between two 

wheels with the axle between centrally pivoted to a frame that came back and 

formed a conventional rear end. The tyres were 1½” Westwood rims and a big 

leather saddle with three sturdy springs; for a handlebar there was a bar counted at 

the back of the box and this also bore the brake handle which operated a rod brake 

under the box on to the inside of the front wheels, some types also had a rear brake 

operated by a lever coming out under the saddle, but not this one, although, like 

them all it was a free wheel drive. The box had a door in the front and a gallery 

round the top so that one could pile an armful of samples there without them 

spilling into the road; there was a door in the front to give access to the storage 

space and it could, and did, carry over 100 lbs of samples. The Walls Ice Cream 

tricycles that came round the streets were of a similar construction except that they 

had a couple of hatches in the top instead of a front door and the ice cream was 

kept frozen by the use of ‘dry ice’ (solid CO
2
). 

It obviously had to be quite low geared but one could work up quite a 

respectable speed, particularly coming back from a far delivery on a Saturday 

morning to get back before the warehouse closed and one was locked out, for the 

fact that the sample boy was out on a job was no reason to keep anyone there to let 

him put the tricycle away and get his things from the cloakroom. There are some 

steepish little slopes from Eastcheap down to Lower Thames Street and, with a big 

load, one would rattle down there quite fast, which introduced another hazard in 

that, with the brakes operating only on the front wheels, there was quite a 

momentum and a sudden application of the brakes, particularly if the rider was a 

lightweight, was sufficient for the whole thing to pivot on the front wheels, 
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hoisting the rear end, and the rider, high in the air. It never happened to me, a bit 

too heavy, but it did to others. Nevertheless, it wasn’t too bad having to use the 

trike instead of the van as one could keep all of the tips instead of having to share 

them with the van driver. Some of the places didn’t give anything but the usual was 

2d (2.4d=lp) and Stenning Inskip, I remember, always 6d (2½p). At a recent 

auction of old cycles and memorabilia, a Walls Ice Cream tricycle, in its original 

blue and white livery, sold for £1200 but just such a one as I rode failed to sell. 

For my fourteenth birthday, my favourite aunt gave me a new bicycle as a 

birthday present. This was a Raleigh ‘Sports Light Roadster’, it had the round 

section front forks and the tubular fork crown that were a Raleigh hallmark for so 

many years, cushioned mattress saddle and stem and bars that were separate so that 

it could be normal roadster or ‘semi-drop’ mode as one chose - this really was 

something. 1⅜” tyres and wheels with Endrick steel rims and the brakes were cable 

operated, although I did not have the normal calliper brakes but hub brakes front 

and rear, the rear wheel also containing the Sturmey Archer three speed wide ratio 

hub gear. This machine had a very chequered career. It was the machine on which I 

started cycling in the sense that we know it. At the tea warehouse, one of the 

clerks, discovering that I was going out on Sunday mornings, again in the country 

accessed along the Barking By-pass, gave me a copy of the Bicycle. It was printed 

in a tabloid form, not as a magazine, and I remember that that first copy I saw had 

a double page spread reporting one of the classic twelve-hour events. This was a 

revelation and before long I was taking it regularly along with Cycling and, 

occasionally, The Cyclist. C.T.C. membership came as a sixteenth birthday present 

from my parents and I was hooked. The Raleigh, by this time sporting a pair of 

shallow Highgate ‘bars in place of the semi-drops but still with fully rubbered 

pedals took me on my first clubruns, up to Warwickshire for Easter and away 

down to Devon for my first tour. 

Not least of the features of the Raleigh were the mechanical happenings. On 

one of my early clubruns, coming up the hill on the back road out of Hertford, I got 

out of the saddle and the pedal, instead of continuing its revolution in the normal 

plane, went down sideways as the end of the bottom bracket axle broke off. As it 

was the chainwheel side I finished up on the train that evening. Then, later on I was 

tightening the front wheel nuts one day when the fork ends, which were not solid 

ends but merely the ends of the forks, trapped and drilled, just opened out and 

broke off. I used the bike for riding to work and, coming home one evening, the 

steering felt a bit peculiar as I left the wharf but a downward glance did not reveal 

anything wrong so I continued. The problem came to light as I was riding along 

Cable Street when both pedals started touching the ground. The down tube had 

broken just behind the head and my weight had forced the two wheels apart 

lowering me towards the ground! I got home by dint of a toe strap round the head 

and the pump peg on the down tube which, pulled tight, kept the ends of the tube 

together sufficiently to get by. 
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I rode to work between Canning Town and Wapping and used the Raleigh for 

this even when a lightweight replaced it for pleasure cycling, the wider tyres were 

better along the Commercial Road (cobbled at that time) and it negotiated hose 

lines and bomb rubble during the Blitz. The hub gear was replaced by a wheel with 

fixed gear fairly early on which meant a calliper brake but the ‘spongy’front hub 

brake survived to the end. The coup de grâce, however was the five ton lorry that 

charged over a ‘Halt’ sign in Poplar, left the rider with four ribs and a shoulder 

blade fractured and the bike comprehensively wrecked. It was repaired, of course, 

and by this time was like the museum exhibit of the axe with which George 

Washington cut down his father’s tree and which had had three new blades and 

four hafts since. I sold it, eventually, to one of the assistants at the butcher’s where 

Olive worked.  

It didn’t take long for the limitations of the Raleigh for club-riding to be 

revealed and , in 1938, I went to E.G. Bates lightweight shop, which was across the 

road from the shop which is still there in Plaistow and was run by Stan Butler and 

Bob Tregoning and ordered my first lightweight. This had the Diadrant forks with 

the double curve at the bottom and Cantiflex tubing for the main frame tubes which 

were a slightly greater diameter at the centre. These features, like Hetchins curly 

rear triangle and the Paris Galibier design were supposed to have advantages over 

conventional machines but their chief advantage was probably to the maker whose 

bikes were then identifiable in the days when photographs with the makers name 

visible were not allowed as being advertising. The Diadrant forks were supposed to 

minimise road shock and the Cantiflex tubing to make the frame stiffer and more 

responsive and, I must say that it was quite a good bike uphill. Although it was 

quite a steep head, it rode ‘hands off’ without trouble and coped with a full load of 

touring panniers in the Alps without undue problems. I started on it a bit 

inauspiciously when taking a longer way home to get used to the fixed wheel for 

the first time of riding, I bent down to loosen the toe strap and freewheeled, 

finishing up in a heap in the road. It was quite rugged, too, even surviving 

unscathed my catching the chain over the end of the crank when twiddling a 66” 

fixed down Dawes Hill although I finished up in the road minus various bits of 

skin. This was the bike on which I started racing in 1939and on which I resumed 

after demobilisation in 1946. I got a new bike for the 1948 season and kept the 

Bates for track use, fitting it with an ordinary pair of forks and used it thus for 

some years eventually selling it to young Peter Appleby, who came to us by way of 

an invitation run and of whom we last heard a couple of years ago as a mining 

engineer in the Canadian North still riding a bike and proudly acknowledging one-

time membership of the Eagle Road Club. 

Between 1942, when I went abroad, and 1945 there wasn’t a lot of chance of 

bike riding. I joined the ‘Central Mediterranean C.C.’ and another local one up in 

the Faenza area but, unless one was down at base, riding opportunities were almost 

non-existent. Club activities really amounted to a meeting in the NAAFI for a 
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natter with like spirits. It was different if one were less mobile, the Buckshee 

Wheelers back in Cairo were even sent some machines by the U.K. cycle trade, I 

had a week’s leave in a rest camp at Orvieto when I hired a bike and did some 

riding around the locality and, soon after the end of hostilities, I had another weeks 

leave at Lecco and hired a bike there. This was an open frame ladies model as it 

had a Simplex three speed gear, the diamond frame gent’s bikes having merely a 

single free wheel. I went for this because Lecco is on Lake Lecco, one arm of the 

Y of which the other arm and stem is Lake Como and this is ‘Tour of Lombardy’ 

country. The lakeside road is a corniche road and, once one leaves the lake it is up 

into the mountains with some glorious riding. 

We settled for a while in the Rimini-Cattolica area and our local little club 

persuaded the welfare officer to let us have some Army issue bikes, 28” wheels, 

1½” tyres, real ‘sit-up-and-beg’ jobs but by stripping the mudguards and pumping 

the tyres harder than they had ever been pumped before they went reasonably well. 

We had some clubruns on them along the coast and up into the mountains 

including a visit to Gradara, a typical Apennine village on a hilltop at the end of a 

long winding climb with a medieval castle, complete with dungeon and torture 

chamber. The organiser of our little band had the only machine that even 

resembled those we had at home. He had been for some time down at Bari and had 

got one of the R.A.F. pilots who was on a regular run between Britain and Italy to 

bring back two sets of tyres and tubes (these were unobtainable in Italy). He then 

exchanged one set for all the rest of a bike and fitted that with the other set. It was 

nothing much but it did have a pair of drops and he let me use it when he went for 

the month’s home leave in advance of demobilisation, which we all got in due 

course. Whilst he was away the local Italian club re-started their post-war racing 

programme with a criterium on a 1 km ‘round-the-block’ circuit. I tackled the, 

organiser to see if I could get a ride but he declined on the basis that I hadn’t raced 

for too long. 

For the1948 season I got a new ‘Hobbs of Barbican’ for road use. It was built 

as I specified but I was not entirely happy with it, my fault entirely. At that time 

the fashion was for as big a frame as possible so that the handlebar stem sat right 

down on the headset and I found it a bit too big. Current thought is that a smaller 

frame is more rigid and responsive but I must say that although the frame was 

really a little too big it was still very good uphill as it proved in the Isle of Man that 

year. So, I didn’t have it too long and I sold it to Denis Sale who, some while later, 

riding a fixed wheel fast, had the chain, which was a bit loose, catch on the end of 

the crank as it came round and the result was just about the worst self-inflicted 

damage I have ever known to a bike. As well as mangling the chain and 

chainwheel, it distorted the rear triangle and even pulled one of the frame tubes 

completely out of the bottom bracket lug. 

 About this time, too, I had a won some £140 on the football pools and spent 

some of it on a new ‘Hobbs’ tandem. This was a ‘beaut’, light, very responsive 
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being stiffened with thin transverse tubes from head to rear bracket and was made 

to fit Harry Edwards and myself. We were of similar build and could switch front 

and back without altering saddles or bars and we rode it on road and track (which 

is a saga in itself). After I packed up serious racing Olive and I used it for touring 

but it was a bit like using a thoroughbred to pull a cart and, on one tour, we 

finished up with a broken rear fork end under the load of the panniers. It was also a 

bit too big for Olive’s comfort so I sold it to a Charlotteville member. He got their 

club tandem ‘100’ record on it but I then lost sight of it but, sentimentally, I’d like 

to know where it is now. For touring I then had Jack Forman’s tandem, which is an 

Ernie Chambers, I believe, a real touring job, built like a tank and down in the 

garage, at the moment. Some vintage equipment on it - Gnutti cranks, Chater Lea 

chainwheels, an original Cyclo ‘Oppy’ gear, l/8
th

” chain with a four block and 

triple chainwheels at the rear to give eight ratios. 

I replaced the first ‘Hobbs’ with another with a smaller frame and slightly 

different frame geometry and this was altogether different. It was really 

comfortable, rode ‘hands-off’ without problems and felt altogether an extension of 

myself. It was the bike on which I managed my fastest times and was equally at 

home carrying touring luggage on our various Alpine tours in the 1960s. After I 

packed up racing I left it fitted with the four speed block I used for touring 

(changing the chainwheel for the Alpine bits) and was riding it regularly up to the 

office until about 1970. But it was getting old, certainly fashion wise, 26” wheels, 

1/8
th

” chain and it became apparent that something major was needed. I got fed up 

with pushing-off riders in events with all the latest shining equipment who were 

coming back with times that were slower than I had done on my ‘antique’ 25 years 

or so earlier. 

So, I went along to Rory O’Brian (when he and Ken were still there) and 

ordered a new machine, good equipment without going to fashionable excess, TA 

chainset, 3/3” chain, of course, five block with a top for the odd race and a bottom 

for really hilly work without having to change things about, brazed-on Mafac 

brakes. Brooks B15 Professional saddle and I was quite pleased. But it gradually 

became apparent that I hadn’t got it quite right again. The frame was just a bit too 

big and the angles (which I hadn’t specified) a bit too steep, descending a grassy 

slope of about 1 in 3 in the Brecon Beacons, an attempt to slow down, shot me 

clean over the handlebars. Although we had some good times together, the 100 

miles sponsored ride up to Balmoral and back, an abortive Paris to Harrogate, a 

couple of randonnées, even some odd 25s, and I remember a two-up 10 with Gerry, 

I never felt completely at one with it. 

Heavy hints at the office having no effect, I had to treat myself to a belated 

retirement present and, four years ago, went over to Charles Roberts in Croydon 

and, apart from one or two personal quirks (like bare wire rear brake cable, double 

sided pedals etc), left frame size and design to him and he has done me proud. The 

bike looks right, and I am a great believer in the adage that, if a thing looks right, it 
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very probably is right; it is light. responsive, steady as a rock ‘hands-off’ holds a 

good line and, like my second ‘Hobbs’, feels a part of me. Doesn’t go as fast as the 

‘Hobbs’, mind you, but no frame can put in what isn’t in the rider and time 

marches on. A modification of the gearing is in hand to get something really low 

for the hills (Anno Domini, Tempus Fugit and such Latin tags, you know) but as 

the probable last chapter in the history of bicycles I have known, it is a fine 

example of a simple but wonderful piece of machinery that has given and is giving 

much pleasure to so many, widening their horizons and enriching their lives as it 

has mine. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°463 May 1992 

Paris - Roubaix 

 by Simon Hewins 

Paris – Roubaix...what a tremendous test of character, strength, sheer physical 

effort and stamina - how do they do it? There is no doubt that these men who 

pound their bodies across the cobble stone roads and punch their way through 

continual side and head winds in the wide, flat, open spaces of north- eastern 

France are a breed apart. Super men!! Animals, call then what you like but they are 

no mere mortals. 

I would like, rather than the usual descriptions, to give you a more in depth 

view of what it is like to see this great ‘Hell of the North’ classic at first hand and 

appreciate what these men go through. 

Firstly, there is the crowd. Usually a very mixed bunch of characters. You 

have the traditional husband, wife and kids out for the Sunday outing, the various 

rider fan clubs out on their annual Paris-Roubaix jamboree, one club we noticed in 

abundance was the ‘Club Marc Maddiot’, obviously hoping that their champion 

would succeed for the second year running. Then there were the beer swilling and 

rowdy Belgian bikie supporters with their funny hats and overhanging bellies 

singing, laughing and generally in high spirits, ready to cheer at the top of their 

voices as the men on the machines came screaming through. The local club 

amateurs (much like us, I suppose) were out on their bikes, no doubt breaking from 

their Sunday clubrun to take a quick glance at the real heroes before pedalling off 

to finish their ride. All this adds to what is a truly fantastic atmosphere at the 

anticipation of the first riders appearing grows ever closer. 

Our first stop came at ‘Wallers’ which is where the Arenberg Forest is 

situated. This is by no means the first section of bone-jarring pavé but it is certainly 

one of the toughest. As we arrive Bob manages to park his car on a family’s front 

lawn. First the mother appears looking, a bit apprehensive, then the father appears, 

Howard looks at him from the back seat of the car and gives him the thumbs up, 

Father then gives a friendly smile and returns the gesture. It’s OK, we can park 

there! We breathe a sigh of relief! 
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As we walk toward the opening of the Forest, there’s a big beer tent, full of 

locals getting plastered on the local brew. We walk inside and are pleased to see a 

TV with a big screen showing live coverage of the race. "Who’s out in front?" 

Howard asks. ‘‘Two Ariostea riders and a Festina rider but I don’t know what the 

time gap is.”  They certainly seem to be moving very swiftly as they take turns 

relaying one another. “It’s the Swiss riders from Ariostea”, Howard shouts, "Stefan 

Joho and Rolf Jearmann”, “Who’s the Festina rider?” I reply. Howard then refers 

to the copy of L’Equipe we had bought that morning. "It’s number xxx, the Italian, 

Roberto Faggin. With this we decided to make our way to the cobbles and find 

ourselves a suitable space where we can watch the action. We walk for nearly one 

kilometre and find a section where a massive pothole has appeared in the cobbles. 

“Ah, ah, they’re going to have to slow down for this one when they come 

along”, I stated. Later I was to be disappointed. 

Opposite the hole, where we were standing, were the Belgian bikie supporters 

I had earlier referred to and, every time a Press car came through ahead of the race 

to get to the next destination, the car would bottom out over the hole while the 

bikie fans would cheer and clap. This became a great source of amusement to the 

waiting crowd and a sort of pre-race entertainment. 

Then suddenly the whirring of the television helicopter was above and 

everyone knew the arrival of the race was imminent. Next to appear are the 

Gendarmerie motor cycles, lights flashing, horns blaring, doing their best to clear a 

passage for the team cars and riders to squeeze through. This has little effect it 

seems as the crowd simply sprawl across the road to see what is coming up next. 

Then appear the team cars doing about 50 mph between the narrow corridor of 

spectators. All of a sudden, there they are - deeply concentrated, slightly dusty 

looking (the course was completely dry again this year as it was last) riders - so 

sleek, so smooth, so in control, pointing their cycles forward like deadly weapons, 

legs spinning round in what I estimated to be approximately 53 x 14. “Wow!!” 

You can hardly believe the sped they are travelling at even across this jagged, 

rugged surface. The pothole did not seem to have any effect as the riders either 

rode skilfully round it or bounced right over the top of it with no reduction of 

speed. 

The bunch, it seemed, was just on the verge of catching the earlier trio of 

Jearmann, Joho and Faggin. They were all there, Kelly, Fignon, Lemond, a 

powerful looking Thomas Wegmuller grimacing with effort, as the leaders 

stretched out the line of riders. So, quickly the moment passes but what inspiration 

it gives you seeing the stars in action, certainly it is something I will never forget. 

The back markers then charge through after a short pause, desperately trying to 

regain the field, another rider rattles along slightly slower, I look down and the 

poor chap is a puncture victim and the race is moving so swiftly it is doubtful he 

will get back on again. Next, and always last, is the voiture balai or the broom 

wagon, as we know it, ready to sweep up any victims that fall foul of any crashes 
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or mechanical problems or simply do not have the strength to keep up. Once the 

wagon has passed we headed straight back to Bob’s car as we knew that, even 

though the riders still had another 95 kilometres to go, this race moves so quickly 

you cannot afford to waste any time.  

Back in the car and on the road we take a wrong turning. Bob turns the car 

around and we head back in the opposite direction. We need the A27, heading back 

towards Lille. We find the junction and are speeding up the motor way looking tor 

the right turn-off. As we hammer along we can see the race! “Look, there they 

are!” shouts Dave Wright.  It’s unbelievable how the race covers so much ground 

so quickly. “They’re heading over a road bridge” I shout. The race appears to have 

broken into two sections. Eventually we find ourselves at Lille and take a turn-off 

that myself, Howard, Hayden and Bob all seem to remember from the previous 

year. We were trying to find a tiny village called Cherange. Now, which way do 

we turn? I thought, “Was it left or right?” We all decide to take a left, unfortunately 

this seemed to be the wrong way but, however, good fortune seemed to be on our 

side and, after driving around in circles for a little while we just seemed to end up 

at the right place. 

By now, the time was getting a little bit tight, so we jumped out of the car, 

locked it up and ran across a corn field to get a good position on the sharp left hand 

corner where we had stood the previous year. The usual profusion of supporters 

were there including a Belgian man who had his mini TV set up in the back seat of 

his car and was kindly letting us take a peek at what was going on in the race. 

Gilbert Duclos-Lasalle had broken away and was stamping his pedals with great 

authority along the pavé and certainly looking like a winner. 

The French TV commentator’s voice grew ever more excited. A few publicity 

vehicles started to pass, as they did we could see the helicopter in the distance and 

again the crowds’ anticipation grew. The distance they had left was approximately 

ten kilometres. Then, all of a sudden, the entourage arrives, first the police bikes 

then the team cars, obviously the ‘Z’ team car was there and the ‘Duclos’, 

pedalling hard, gritting his teeth, hands on the drops, back arched, the French 

crowd cheers “Duclos - Duclos – Duclos”, his face a picture of absolute 

determination. Then the next thing he was gone in a swirling cloud of dust with 

which we were covered, being stuck on the wrong side of the road. 

The seconds ticked away, about one minute passes then, ahead of an elite 

bunch of riders, was Olaf Ludwig of Panasonic, chasing hard and, amazingly, 

looking quite unruffled by the distance. Just a few seconds behind are the main 

men, Kelly, Lemond, Sorrensen. Of course, Lemond was riding at the front trying 

to soft pedal, looking from left to right, making sure no one was attempting to 

reinforce the chase. As Duclos-Lassalle is usually a lieutenant to Lemond, Lemond 

has found the roles reversed and it is he who has to be the domestique for the day. 

At the back of the group as they hammered past was our own Sean Yates, 

looking lean, fit and stronger than ever. “Come on, Yates”, I shouted. He may not 
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have been a contender but I felt I must give a shout of encouragement to hold up 

the flag. Certainly any rider who can finish this race in such a position deserves all 

he praise he can get. Then came the rest, Fignon has been dropped but was still 

riding strongly, Djamolidine Abdoujaparov came through with quite a dejected 

look on his face, obviously no bunch sprint finish for him to contend today. You 

would not, normally, associate with finishing as back- markers such as Jorge 

Muller but, such is the harshness of this test. Minutes passed but no broom wagon 

so obviously not all the riders had finished coming. Gradually, one by one, riders 

bounced past, one looking more smashed than the other then, finally, just ahead of 

the broom wagon, the last rider, a first year pro riding for Helvetia, I did not catch 

his name but I am sure that this race would certainly be something he would never 

forget. To coin a phrase used in the cycling world, he had had his ‘Baptism of 

Fire’. And what a baptism it was too. 

Before we had seen the last of the riders pass, we had watched the finish on 

the TV in the back of the Belgian’s car. Duclos had won in fine style in front of his 

home crowd, on his own, hands held aloft, in the famous Roubaix Velodrome, 20 

seconds ahead of his chaser, Olaf Ludwig. What a day it had been, great racing, 

great company and a great memory of Paris-Roubaix 1992. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°461 November1991 

Is It Worth It? 

By Albert Ayton 

In the course of our ride up to the Hill Climb we noticed that the Working 

Mens’ Club building at Woodford now bears a board saying that it has been 

“Acquired by Copped Hall Developments.” This is a building for which we have 

some degree of affection having, as it does, dose links with cycling as we know it. 

It has been the meeting place of the C.T.C. Eastern Section since before the rainy 

Sunday in February 1937 when the writer first became acquainted with it, for the 

Eagle Road Club for a good part of the same period and for other Eastern roads 

clubs as well.  Its ‘Clock Tower’ will be known to many, not least as the finish of 

the ‘Clock to Clock’ distance - Epping Church clock to Woodford - over which so 

many genuine or some apocryphal fast times were done in the late 40s and early 

50s by homeward bound clubmen. 

The architectural merits of the building we are not qualified to judge but it is 

not unpleasant, complements well the adjacent small greens and ponds and 

maintains a ‘village’ feeling. We do not know the reasons for the sale or the 

developer’s plans but have an uneasy feeling that what eventuates will not be as 

pleasing to the eye and is likely to owe more to profit than aesthetics or ambience.  

Perhaps we misjudge but it an all too common outcome in these cases. 

Commercial development of doubtful value is not unknown elsewhere, of 

course. The clubmens’ bicycle of the 30s and 40s, single fixed, minimal, functional 

was a thing that ‘looked right’, an essential of good design and often lacking in 
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today’s machines. Not that we would want, to continue in a 40s timewarp; there 

have been many very worthwhile advances, in gearing, metallurgy, materials, both 

for the machine and the rider. But, so often, engineering and design improvements 

are stretched beyond the limits of useful advance to a point where the claimed 

advantages are really more a matter of marketing hype calculated, in the manner of 

all such sales techniques, to make the target feel that this they must have to keep up 

with the latest advance. Is an eight block worth the excessive dishing of the rear 

wheel? The mountain bike became an all-terrain bike when it seemed that that 

would attract a bigger market but who needs eighteen gears with a 28” low in 

town? And offered to be ridden by people in city clothes but with no mudguards, 

well! The real all-terrain bicycle was the clubman’s machine which, with a little 

specific adaption to gearing, was used for everything from riding to work, through 

racing to home and continental touring, rough stuff, as well! Don’t be bamboozled. 

Look at these offers with a critical eye to make sure that they really are something 

that much better than what you are using at present.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°472 August 1994 

Tour de France - Team Time Trial in Calais - July 5th 1994 

By Les Ames 

It seemed that I had only just gone to sleep, when the alarm clock signalled 

4.30 a.m., but it was not the usual, I’ll roll over and snatch another 10 minutes 

slumber, no this morning was very special, out of bed like a rocket, down with the 

cornflakes, load the bike and pre-packed bag into the car - we’re off to watch the 

TEAM TIME TRIAL stage of the TOUR de FRANCE...YIPPEE! 

Well 34 of us assembled at the Hoverport in Dover for the 7.00.a.m. ferry to 

Calais. The weather looked promising but very windy. After a slight delay we 

loaded the bikes on to the Hovercraft in a fairly haphazard manner. It pays to use 

LOCTITE on your nuts and bolts, as the vibration that goes through the craft on its 

35 minute crossing is unbelievable. Once back on firm ground at the Port of Calais, 

everybody was in high spirits with the thought of the ensuing sport of the day. The 

course is a circuit of 66km over undulating terrain finishing at the Eurotunnel 

ready for embarkation and racing in England but that’s another story. 

Albert Ayton had been in France only a short while before and had surveyed 

part of the course, so he led the group. We were to go to a town called GUINES, 

and view the race at the summit of an unforgiving straight climb of about 1.5 miles 

– just about twelve miles into the course. 

In Guines preparation was in full swing, the small town being cordoned off, 

people rushing in and out of Le Boulangerie, Boucherie and Supermarché to stock 

up on supplies to last them through the next 3 or 4 hours waiting and watching. We 

sat in the sun and took in coffee and croissants outside a little café in the square. 

We were very surprised to see members of different teams in the tour, riding 

through the town warming up, Chiappuci and El Diablo were spied. Well stocked 
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now we made our way to the top of the climb above Guines and had a taste of what 

the riders were to face, albeit not under race conditions. 

What a climb, with a stiff head cross wind of about 25mph as well. A couple 

of hundred metres from the top we encamped and declared the area British 

territory; it seemed that the local Gendarmerie looked upon us as likely trouble 

makers, this I can only put down to the likes of club members quaffing wine from 

the bottle and fertilising the adjacent barley field, so they thought it wise to appoint 

us our own very special police officer. 

The sun was out but it was a chilly wind, so we took what shelter we could 

from the barley field alongside the road. Christine and Peter Smith came well 

prepared and soon made themselves very comfortable on the grass verge. Their 

saddlebags and panniers seemed like veritable Pandora’s boxes as they extracted 

blow up cushions to sit on, plastic tablecloth, real wine glasses, cutlery and china 

plates; it put the rest of us to shame. We were all getting itchy feet now and could 

not wait until the riders started to come through, most of us had been up 8 hours 

already and had not seen a thing. Very soon everybody was jumping to their feet; 

at the bottom of the climb you could see the headlights of the leading cars in the 

caravan, it had started. They sped on their way, lights blazing horns blasting, with 

goodies being thrown out to us on all sides, it was a real free for all to see who 

could get the best and most souvenirs as is the way with anything like this someone 

has to go completely over the top, and make an exhibition of themselves. This time 

it was the turn of Matt Hart who took a liking to the freebies the MAG vans were 

handing out. To the uninitiated they manufacture fruit salad and were throwing 

cartons of the same to the spectators. Matt, completely forgetting he had shoe 

plates on dashed into the road to catch his free dessert, skidded on his cycling 

shoes, did a backwards overhead kick, as he went, he booted the fruit salad he had 

attempted to catch, exploding it high into the air much to the amusement of the 

French around us, who had now come to think of us as those mad English people. 

Soon the heads were turning and at the first team making their way up the 

climb; it was Festina they were in close formation and very near to the support 

vehicles. Everybody was madly checking the time differences as the teams came 

through; Mapei Clas, GB-MG, Motorola, and Banesto were all going well. Where 

was our man in Yellow ahh; here they come, last team to start but they seemed to 

be struggling to stay together and were down on the main contenders. Chris 

Boardman in yellow lead the team, and already they were dropping two riders off 

the back, but Boardman and his team certainly got a lot of encouragement from the 

Eagles as he led the GAN team up the climb on the unsuccessful attempt to retain 

the yellow jersey. 

Once the road was cleared, we high tailed it back towards Calais to find a café 

with a television, so that we could see the finish. We found one by the canal, if we 

ate and drank we could watch the T.V. suddenly the women owner was swamped 

with orders for coffee, beers and sausages and chips. T.V. on, just in time to see the 
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GAN team finish, they were well down the field after numerous problems with 

bikes, riders and punctures and only just finished with the required 5 riders. So 

Boardman was out of yellow and Museeuw of the GB-MG team would bring it to 

England. Still it had been very worthwhile, a great day, we had seen the Tour, and 

seen a British rider in yellow. After our snack we started a leisurely ride along the 

canals to Calais. The last 5km. turned into a bit of road race for a few of us. As we 

approached the port, a careless motorist caused some heavy breaking. Tony 

Meader took a tumble but was lucky enough to be able remount unscathed.  

At the ferry port, the German fanatic El Diablo in red tights and flag 

emblazoned bike joined us and quite a few other riders to return to England – to 

Kent and Hampshire for le Tour Angleterre, but that’s another story. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°472 August 1994 

Marshals Required for le Tour en Angleterre 

By Tom Rashbrook 

As soon as Le Tour was confirmed as visiting our fair shores I thought it was 

a fair bet that marshals would be required for THE greatest cycling event in the 

world. Without waiting for the requests to appear in the various cycling 

publications I immediately made my own enquiries and discovered that Sport for 

Television were organising the British stages. Without further ado I submitted my 

details and waited for the call-up. Having received confirmation that my name 

would be entered on the list of marshals I then waited for instructions as to where I 

would be required that was in June 1993.  

The remainder of 1993 passed without further contact from the organisers and 

we were into 1994. January, February, March and April all slipped by without a 

word of where I was to be posted. By May I became somewhat concerned that the 

organisers were leaving their marshal selections a bit late or, alternatively, I wasn’t 

required.  

Somewhat miffed, that having taken time off work, there was a distinct 

possibility that I wasn’t going to be used, I contacted Mr. Miller, the British stage 

organiser. “Why haven’t I been offered a marshalling position on the Tour?” I 

enquired, “I offered my services back in June last year.” He informed me that 

postings for marshals had already taken place but if I was willing to attend 

Brighton or Portsmouth marshal assembly points, I might be used. Armed with this 

information a job on le Tour was still a possibility, I began to count the days.  

Finally, July arrived. Having made enquiries with my colleagues in the Sussex 

and Hampshire Police Forces, I was informed that campsites existed close by both 

town centres.  

Tuesday 5
th

 July, and with tent and sleeping bag packed for a couple of nights 

under the stars, I set off for Brighton. The campsite, I had been informed, was in 

Wilson Avenue and next to the marshal assembly point. WRONG! On arrival I 

discovered that that campsite had been closed for a couple of years. Not to be put 
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off by this small setback, I approached the groundsman of a local college sports 

field. Having convinced him I was in Brighton to marshal the tour, he kindly 

allowed me to pitch my tent in his back garden. That night I listened to my radio 

and to how Chris Boardman had lost the Yellow Jersey and Italy had narrowly 

beaten Nigeria in the World Cup. Roll on Wednesday!  

Wednesday, 6
th

 July. Brighton stage finish of le Tour en Angleterre. The day 

had started warm but overcast with a distinct possibility of showers. Having 

consumed breakfast of cereals and tea, I packed up my tent and bid my host 

farewell. I arrived at the marshalling assembly point, a good two hours before the 

appointed time. Already other marshals had begun to gather in the car park and 

conversation centred round the sporting events of the previous evening. During this 

time I had the good fortune to meet another marshal called Dave. Dave had 

travelled down from London that morning and, finding himself in a similar 

position to myself, decided to turn up on the off-chance that his services would be 

required. Having accepted my offer of a freshly made cup of tea, Dave, in return, 

offered to ferry me to Portsmouth at the end of the day for the following day’s 

stage.  

10 a.m. and we were all ushered into the sports hall to await our instructions 

for the day. We were met by an announcement that Brighton required one hundred 

and twenty marshals. A head count had revealed two hundred and sixty willing 

marshals were in attendance, some would be disappointed. Thankfully for Dave 

and myself, the organisation at Brighton lacked the co-ordination an event of this 

size probably required. In the end marshals were picked on an almost first-come, 

first-served basis. With a little bit of good luck and a willingness to go wherever 

required we were both chosen to marshal the Elm Avenue section of Brighton, a 

slight hill leading up to the town’s horse race track.  

Armed with our free lunch pack, marshal’s tabards and crowd control whistles 

we were ferried off to our designated positions for 11.30 a.m. On arrival we 

received one more last minute briefing on the do’s and don’ts of crowd control 

before being released on the gathering spectators. By now crowds were beginning 

to gather in large numbers cheering every time a group of club cyclists rode by 

looking for the best vantage points to see the Tour go past. Motorists, more 

concerned about how they were going to get about in their vehicles, hurried past 

looking relieved to have beaten the imminent road closures as the tour approached. 

1 p.m. and Elm Avenue was closed to all traffic, well, almost all traffic. An 

expectant father had received a message that his wife had just gone into labour. 

Having allowed him access and with that bit of excitement over with, the crowd 

settle back to await the arrival of le Tour. 

Shortly after 2 p.m. the first of the tour commercial vehicles came into sight. 

The crowds had by now gathered into large pockets numbering four or five deep in 

places all straining to secure the best views. The time had arrived for me to 

perform my marshalling duties. From my experiences in the police I was always 



525 

told to watch the crowd for the unexpected. Having recently witnessed the 

Gendarme shoot to prominence in the earlier stage of the tour, I didn’t want to be a 

focus of similar attention. In addition, I felt that there was a responsibility to the 

organisers of the British stages to show the French that we were more than equal to 

the task.  

As the first of the Tour cavalcade came into view the use of tact and good 

humour ensured the crowds did almost everything asked of them and remained on 

the footpath as the vehicles passed by. First in the line were the French and British 

motor-cyclists, following on behind came a fleet of sporty looking coupe cars 

being driven by a variety of glamorous looking women. Next came the Halford’s 

motorcyclists followed by Kellogs cereal packet vehicles and vehicles displaying 

large fruits. They, in turn, were followed by two enormous Coca-Cola lorries, each 

blaring their horns to the excitement of young children gathered at the roadside.  

Then came the GAN promotional van followed by more motorcyclists but still 

no sign of the cyclists. The cavalcade made one more pass by until shortly after 3 

p.m. the Tour helicopters came into view. Le Tour was approaching!  

Those spectators armed with cameras now jockeyed for best positions at the 

roadside. “He’s in the way!” I heard one man shout, “Stand back!” came the reply 

from another. More worrying to me were the number of young children left to 

watch out for themselves while parents focused their lenses on the approaching 

riders. It’s at times like this you just hope that, if anything should happen, it isn’t 

going to happen on your little section of footpath. Fortunately the race passed by 

on the other side of the roadway with Cabello battling it out with Magnien. Next to 

pass by was Fanzella hotly pursued by the peloton who, in turn, were all pursued 

by the team cars. 

Having stood on the roadside for almost three hours, the greatest cycling 

event in the world had passed me by in a matter of minutes. Too fast to actually 

take in everything I had seen; I just hoped my photographs had captured some of 

what I was witnessing. Looking up Elm Avenue I could see the last rider on the 

road being followed by the broom wagon. I might not have been given the best 

position to marshal the race from but I was marshalling for le Tour and the race 

still had one more circuit of Brighton to make with all the surprises that entailed.  

The first anyone knew of the race’s second approach was the arrival of the 

helicopters and on the road the smart Gendarme motorcycle outriders accompanied 

by their British counterparts. Again Cabello and Magnien were fighting out first 

place hotly pursued by Fanzella, who was being cooled down by a slight 

downpour, giving a brief respite to the mugginess of the day. No sooner had 

Fanzella passed us by than I detected an air of excitement in the crowds. As the 

next rider drew closer the cheers became deafening. At once I recognised the team 

jersey of a GAN rider. Could it be? Yes, it was! In his distinctive time trialling 

posture with head tilted slightly to one side, Chris Boardman was steaming along 

like an Intercity express train with no intention of picking up passengers, the 
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question everyone was asking now was, could he catch the leaders? Seconds later, 

the peloton rushed past followed by the phalanx of team cars. As the last of the 

team cars disappeared from view the crowd began to disperse. Moments later, the 

importance of the marshal’s whistle became relevant as the last man on the road 

came by followed by the broom wagon. Le Tour en Angleterre had had its first day 

on British roads.  

Having bid farewell to fellow marshals on our section, Dave and I made our 

way to Portsmouth happy in the knowledge that we had been able to play some 

small part in Le Tour.  
CLEAR THE ROAD - CYCLIST APPROACHING 

The drive from Brighton to Portsmouth was something akin to a saloon car 

rally, with the worst transgressors for overtaking on the inside lane at speed being 

the Tour vehicles and Press motorcyclists. Perhaps they thought Britain had 

temporarily adopted a drive on the right campaign for their benefit, fortunately I 

saw no accidents. The journey, which according to Dave, should have taken a little 

over an hour, took us almost two and a half hours to reach my second campsite of 

the Tour, situated about five miles outside the town. Having exchanged names and 

addresses I promised to look out for Dave the following day. 

Having been spoiled for peace and quiet at my ad hoc Brighton campsite, 

Harbour Campsite, Eastern Road, Portsmouth was the exact opposite with a busy 

dual-carriageway running directly in front of the site. Having paid my site fee for 

the night I settled down to cook myself a Vesta Beef risotto meal accompanied by 

fresh peaches for dessert, all washed down with a cup of tea. After a refreshing 

shower I was ready for bed. 

The following day, Thursday, 7
th

 July, I was awoken by my alarm clock at 6 

a.m. To my surprise I found I wasn’t the only one up and about at that time of the 

morning. A touring cyclist had pitched his tent next to mine during the night and 

was now preparing to make his way home to Bristol. Having shared my freshly 

made pot of tea with him, we set off on our separate journeys. The day had started 

warm and overcast. 

I had been told that the walk into Portsmouth was three miles and, therefore, 

an hour would be more than sufficient time to cover the distance. Having set off at 

a brisk pace, I found myself on the outskirts of town within half an hour. To be on 

the safe side, a local bus happened to pass by and my arrival at the Guildhall for 8 

a.m. was secured. 

If Brighton had been the epitome of organisational chaos, then Portsmouth 

was, by contrast, run with military precision. On arrival at the Guildhall all 

marshals were led into the building’s hall. There we were met by at least half a 

dozen ‘key marshals’ who immediately singled out those marshals, whose names 

they had on a list, from those who had turned up on spec, I fell into the second 

category. By chance they then identified areas where additional marshals were 

required. Once again I immediately volunteered for the first vacancy available, this 
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time it was to be the Havant stage. As far as I was concerned, beggars couldn’t be 

choosers, especially the way Portsmouth appeared to be running their show. Due to 

the early start of the race in Portsmouth, all marshals had to be ready for immediate 

distribution to their allotted positions. Along with six other marshals we were led 

out to a waiting van and whisked off to Havant Town Hall. During the short 

journey I could see crowds were already beginning to gather at the roadside 

awaiting the return leg of the race back into Portsmouth. The time, 8.30 a.m. 

On arrival at Havant Town Hall we were informed that one of our ‘key’ 

marshals would be late arriving and that there would be a short delay before our 

final briefing. At this point three volunteer marshals, who didn’t seem too pleased 

at the prospect of marshalling the back leg of the race, then excused themselves to 

go for breakfast and that was the last we saw of them. Fortunately, replacement 

marshals had turned up on the off chance of being used at Havant. After about an 

hour, the missing ‘key’ marshal turned up and we were all paired off. On this 

occasion I found myself working with a lad called Gary. Having received our 

instructions on crowd control, marshal’s tabards, whistle and an excellent packed 

lunch, we set off on foot to take up our position on a flyover junction on the 

outskirts of Havant.  

Arriving at our position shortly before 11a.m. I found hardened le Tour 

followers were already in position on small roadside verges busily listening to the 

progress of the race on their transistor radios. Gary and I were responsible for a 

small mini-roundabout with four roads leading off it. Two roads formed part of the 

tour route leading down from Rowland’s Castle and onto Portsmouth and two 

roads as 1p.m. approached, would be closed to vehicles. Situated on either side of 

the road were large, detached houses offering their residents a grandstand view of 

the race with their gardens set slightly higher than the public footpath. Gradually 

the crowds began to grow in number. My attention was drawn back to the 

spectator’s radio as the commentator informed us that the tour was entering 

Winchester. Someone had a lead of almost five minutes. There followed on 

interview with the town’s mayor as the tour passed by “Brilliant”, was his 

comment. 

On our junction a street cleaning lorry made a circuit of the roundabout 

clearing loose stones from the road surface. Across the road, one of the residents 

erected a small platform of scaffold boards on his drive in preparation of the 

approaching spectacle. Club cyclists hurried by towards the climb at Rowland’s 

Castle. Those that didn’t think they would reach this vantage point settling for the 

drag that led up from my junction to Portsmouth and the cheers of “Go on go on!” 

from the gathering crowd. Motorists, as had been the case at Brighton, not 

moaning, but clearly relieved to have beaten the final road closures, drove by and 

still the crowds of spectators grew. Grandmothers and grandchildren taking up 

their positions on colourful picnic rugs, flasks to the ready. The radio then 

announced that the race was approaching Basingstoke and the halfway stage. I 
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looked around my little junction with its short climb of no importance and noticed 

it was a hub of excitement. There was expectancy in the air a carnival atmosphere. 

As 1p.m. approached the order was given to close the junctions, we now awaited 

the arrival of le Tour.  

First to pass by were the police motorcyclists, some of the British officers 

riding by with no hands on their handlebars to the delight of the crowd. Then came 

the odd tour car as the crowd’s attention was diverted to the sky for a flypast by the 

Red Arrows. Then news came of the tour approaching Rowland’s Castle and of 

how several riders had broken away from the bunch. Almost at the same time the 

first of the speeding Tour procession of Cereal packets and fruit along with the 

Coca-Cola lorries, mobile phone vehicles and Halford’s motorcyclists came 

through my junction. The spectators began to prepare their cameras, the local 

resident and his neighbour assumed their positions on the home-made grandstand. 

Everything was ready for the riders approach. First indications of le Tour imminent 

arrival was the helicopter overhead. The riders would be seen coming down a 

slight hill as they approached the junction. Shortly after sighting the helicopter the 

police vehicle signifying the approach of the race drove by. 

“Keep well back from the road.” was the warning, “The race is approaching”. 

Within minutes the crowd had detected the approach of a breakaway of riders. 

Minalli was leading out Martinello and Ludwig as they approached the junction. 

Keeping a cautious eye on my section of the crowd, I told myself to try and take in 

what I was about to witness, to be part of it. I prepared to take my own photos to 

capture the moment. Within seconds the leaders of the race had passed me by. 

Unlike Brighton there was to be no second chance of seeing the riders today. 

Within a couple of minutes there was a great whirring noise as the peloton rushed 

by, closely followed by the colourful array of team and neutral support cars. All 

around me cameras were being frantically focused and clicked, everyone hopeful 

of capturing some piece of cycling history. As the back of the team vehicles 

disappeared over the hill the crowds began to go their separate ways. 

“Clear the road! Cyclist approaching!” I shouted and, with a sharp blow on 

my whistle, I signalled the approach of the last man on the road. Within seconds le 

Tour had passed us all by, on this occasion, for the last time. My marshalling duties 

complete, I returned to Havant for the de-brief and to collect my souvenir 

marshal’s T-shirt. 

The following day I returned home wondering if the Lanterne Rouge into 

Portsmouth stops to think about the marshal who blew his whistle signifying his 

approach at the Havant junction.  
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°503 November 2004 

Beryl Burton – The Autobiography 

by Graham Masters 

My father purchased the above book for 20p from his local library which was 

discarding old titles and gave it to me a year or so ago. As my involvement in cycle 

racing came somewhat after Beryl’s best performances, I can only say that 

previous to reading the book I knew of her name but was unaware of her 

tremendous achievements. This will of course differ from many club members who 

will be much more familiar with the subject than I, but I thought I’d write this 

article all the same. It’s a short review of the book and gives some of my favourite 

excerpts.  

Obviously, being the autobiography this came some years before her untimely 

death, which occurred whilst she was out training. I’d be interested to read an 

obituary if anybody has one, or to find out more about her actual death, purely to 

complete the picture, so to speak. During all of her adult life however, she did 

achieve the most remarkable list of performances.  

When you look closely at cycle sport, it’s widely diversified and there are 

many hundreds of riders (past and present) both at home and abroad that can be 

considered as outstanding performers. There is however a much smaller group that 

can achieve the ultimate status of superlative performer, and I think that the 

difference between the elite riders is more often not down to a superior ability, but 

down to an inner hardness. The main characteristics required for a good cyclist are 

easy to list with the most obvious being a high natural athletic ability coupled with 

an overwhelming desire to win. What is perhaps less considered, especially by non 

participants is the ability to ride through the pain barrier. When you look at the 

truly outstanding cycling legends, most can recount stories of when their desire to 

succeed allowed them to exceed adversity, whether physical (i.e. induced by the 

effort of the ride) or extraneous (weather, course conditions, crashes) etc.  

Beryl was graced with phenomenal athletic prowess, an iron will and 

determination to succeed, and was as tough as they come. The book is therefore a 

detailed account of her life on the bicycle and the enormous number of events that 

she undertook. There is little or no insight into her personal life - I don’t think this 

was because Beryl was a particularly private person, I just think that she lived only 

to ride - cycling was her life. Her husband, Charlie, acted throughout as her 

manager and his dedication was unfaltering. Even when Beryl had her daughter, 

Denise, it was no more than a matter of weeks before a baby seat was fitted to the 

bike in order that she could continue training after a full day’s work as an 

agricultural labourer. A back- breaking job for anybody, but Beryl would think 

nothing of putting in three or four hours on the bike after work, and sometimes 

even before, not to mention the duties of motherhood.  
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Beryl makes reference in the book to several times that when she beat men, 

how they must have felt, “being beaten by a woman!” Where I refer to this below, 

therefore, this is not a chauvinistic comment but are Beryl’s own words and a very 

honest admission that there’s almost no examples in world sport (or at least none I 

can think of) where a woman has out-performed a man on a level playing field. 

Beryl rode regularly in national events and on many occasions, but not all, she beat 

the whole field. She was the first rider to take the 100 mile record under the hour 

and also set a new 12 hour record.  

The most remarkable aspect of the whole read, in my opinion, is the 

incredibly varied nature of the events that she rode. I found myself flicking back 

through pages to check the dates to see if what I was reading wasn’t being 

misunderstood, and it wasn’t. It was quite normal in the height of the season for 

Beryl to ride a club 10 in the week, travel the length of the country at the weekend 

with her husband, in their mini, often camping by the roadside or staying in club 

huts to ride a 100 mile event on a Sunday morning and then travel on to Belgium to 

ride on the track in short distance pursuit events a few days later. She didn’t win 

absolutely all of these events but she did win the vast majority of them, and must 

have been competing against short distance specialists who would never think of 

riding 100 miles just a few days before an international meeting.  

The following, therefore, are a few extracts from the book, in my own words, 

of course. At the age of 13 Beryl suffered with a serious illness, which in the day 

doctors could not diagnose, but was later diagnosed as most likely having been 

rheumatic fever. Without antibiotics this was a potential life-threatening condition 

and Beryl spent over a year in an infirmary, such was the extent of her weakness. 

When she was finally discharged and allowed home she was told by her doctor that 

she would never make a recovery to full health and certainly could never expect to 

undertake any vigorous physical activity!  

Not much more than a year after having been discharged from hospital Beryl 

joined the Morley Cycling Club in Yorkshire. She started riding evening 10s and it 

wasn’t long before this young girl was winning. Still having to attend medical 

check-ups, she told her doctor what she was doing. He was furious, saying that she 

was risking her life every time she rode her bike. Was she going to give it up? 

What followed was an adequate enough answer to that!  

Beryl embraced road racing as well as track and time trials, but being a tester 

at heart with phenomenal ability she normally decimated the field in road races, 

riding off the front leaving people in her wake. Even in one of the world road 

championships she towed three or four of the better and more determined riders 

around the circuit over and over again. Spectators thought she was mad and that 

she would be out-sprinted, by giving the other riders a lift to the line. They were 

wrong, she knew exactly what she was doing and in the last circuit upped the pace, 

on a climb, to a level which they simply couldn’t match. She rode off the front and 
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took her first world championship in a style which made it clear that she was 

peerless.  

A point which would be a huge contrast to today’s style of preparation is the 

diet which she had. Perhaps the inventor of the Atkins diet focussed himself upon 

what cyclists were eating thirty or forty years’ ago, as it was certainly high protein! 

On the morning of a ride, be it a long distance time trial or a track event, the 

preferred meal would be a large plate of lightly fried steak.  

The Grand Prix de Nations was an event which was attended as it is today by 

the world’s best riders. Beryl couldn’t compete with the top pro male riders, but in 

recognition of her outstanding cycling abilities she was asked by the French 

organisers to ride in an exhibition event just prior to the main event. Beryl, of 

course, gladly obliged. The idea was that she would go through the course about an 

hour before the pro riders, and the evening before she set out to reconnoitre, the 

course. She was appalled at what she saw. T-here were road workers everywhere, 

the course seemed in poor repair and she was in doubt as to how she would 

perform on it. In recognition of the French love for cycling however, by the next 

morning the entire course had been transformed and Beryl was amazed to see that 

all of the works had been completed, the roads were lined with barriers from one 

end to the other, and in most places there was smooth, swept tarmac.  

The French knew all about Beryl and her phenomenal riding abilities, and 

turned out early in their thousands to line the route. It was ironic that despite 

Beryl’s significant achievements in other rides, this event on a competitive basis 

amounted to nothing and yet she had never quite experienced anything like this. 

The French crowd pounded on the barriers chanting her name, as she turned out 

one of her best ever performances. There was a team car following her with her 

name on the front, something which she had never experienced before. Despite 

having the greatest admiration for her, the organisers of the race simply didn’t 

accept that she would ride the course in the time that her husband had predicted, 

and when she reached the velodrome for the finishing circuit, the photographers, 

time-keepers and other officials weren’t ready, resulting in her having to ride 

another lap whilst they hastily prepared themselves! Although Beryl’s time was 

well down on the professional riders which followed, she can at least claim to 

having ridden one lap further than the main pro field!  

Eastern Europe provided a lot of good track riders at the time, and on one 

occasion there was a major international event in Britain. Despite being fiercely 

competitive, Beryl went out other way to be accommodating and friendly to other 

riders. She would do her best to make friends with her competitors before and after 

events. 

At this particular event the Russian team turned up with a new kind of pedal. 

I’m not sure exactly what it was, but it seemed to be an advance on what the 

British team was using. Beryl befriended one of the Russian riders and commented 

on the pedal which the Russian girl had. At the end of the event there was a gala 
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dinner in London and the Russian girl walked over to Beryl during the dinner, said 

a few words, and secretly smuggled a bag from under her jumper into Beryl’s 

hands. Beryl realised immediately that this girl was giving her two of these pedals 

and tucked them under the table. However, this was the height of the cold war and 

Russian paranoia ran deep. All of the Eastern Bloc riders were escorted by minders 

who watched their every move. This girl’s actions had not gone unnoticed. As she 

returned to her table, she was approached by one of these minders who led her 

from the room. Beryl recalled very clearly the distraught look on this young girl’s 

face as she was led away. It was impossible to say what happened to her, but she 

was never seen in competition again.  

Without looking back through the book I can’t remember whether it was a 

100 or a 12 when Beryl set a new UK record, beating the entire field, obviously 

including all of the men. On that particular day there was a male rider, who also 

beat the record, but he would be slower than Beryl Burton and therefore despite 

achieving a great time, he would never have the reward of being shown in the 

record books. This was one of those days when Beryl commented on how well she 

rode with “the tarmac just seeming to fly under her wheels”. It was in the last half 

hour or so of the race when she knew she was going to break the record and win 

the event by a comfortable margin. She saw the other main competitor just ahead 

of her. As she caught him, his body was sagging from the heroic effort he had 

made that day. For probably the only time in her whole career she faltered on the 

bike as she approached him. She said to herself that despite his outstanding 

performance and going inside the existing record, not only would he come second, 

but he would be beaten by a woman! As she approached his wheel, she rummaged 

around in her back pocked and found a sweet. As she passed him, he glanced up 

resignedly, “Liquorice Allsort Tom?” she said as she held out the sweet to him. 

“Ta love”, he replied, as he took it from her and popped it into his mouth.  

The only piece of unsporting behaviour in the book is when Beryl’s daughter, 

Denise, started racing and showed promise. Denise won the national road race 

championship, out-sprinting Beryl, but after the event and on the podium Beryl 

refused to shake her own daughter’s hand. In the book Beryl says over and over 

again how the reason for this is down to the fact that she felt her daughter hadn’t 

worked, just simply hung onto the bunch and taken them all out in the last 100 

metres or so. Personally, I think this is what she wanted to believe and that she 

couldn’t take being beaten by her own daughter.  

Unfortunately, although this is only covered in brief in the book, Denise 

suffered from severe depression and had a nervous breakdown at a very young age, 

and you can’t help but wonder that Beryl’s efforts on the bike and relentless 

attitude to sheer hard work had some impact on her daughter’s development.  

Beryl raced and raced and rode and rode, but later on she suffered from 

recurring ill health which once again was difficult to diagnose. There seemed to be 

a non-specific malaise that dogged her. I mentioned her toughness earlier and she 
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once rode an important event in Australia. She was clearly unwell having suffered 

flu and pneumonia like symptoms, and had a fractured arm from a training crash. 

Worse still, she was told what weather to expect and there was no support car. 

Expecting it to be long and hot she prepared and dressed accordingly. The weather 

was atrocious as freezing mountain type conditions prevailed, but Beryl rode 

through this. The description of how she felt and performed is outstanding.  

Perhaps this same attitude was the reason why she indeed died on a training 

ride and who is to know whether or not the condition which ultimately killed her 

was related back to the illness which she had suffered so many years before. 

Anyway, I would say that this book is a remarkable read and overall you get a 

very, very clear idea of just how good she was. 

A few years ago Cycling Weekly ran a series on who was the best British 

cyclist of all time Beryl Burton, of course, took the best woman cyclist hands 

down, and Chris Boardman was voted the best male cyclist. I think this is one 

occasion when there should not have been a separation between genders, but 

simply one winner for best ever British cyclist, and there is absolutely no doubt in 

my mind that this would be Beryl Burton. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°505 August 2005 

by Christine Smith 

When I first joined a cycling club in 1960 Beryl was just beginning to make 

her mark. I can remember riding down to the finish of an event on the E3 in 

Childerditch Lane and standing near the result board, several people came up to me 

and asked if I was she. We were of a similar height and build with short, light 

brown, curly hair but unfortunately that was where the similarities ended.  

In those days men’s and women’s events were separate and no intermingling 

was allowed. This meant that nearly every week all the women rode the same event 

and she always won. What impressed me the most was that whenever she came 

past me she was always totally focused - arms pulling on the bars, all her weight 

over the pedals and hardly touching the saddle. She was always the same from a 10 

mile to a 12 hour. I thought to myself “this is how you do it” the trouble was that 

whenever I tried I could never maintain it for more than five minutes at a time.  

She always seemed friendly enough but I avoided conversation for as well as 

being somewhat in awe of her she spoke with a broad Yorkshire accent and I could 

not understand a word she said! Whenever you saw someone like that in the flesh 

one of the interesting things to find out was what their bike was like and what 

make the frame was. In the photographs in Cycling those sort of details were 

always obliterated as the line between amateur and professional was very strictly 

enforced and if, as an amateur, your photo appeared in print with trade names 

visible you would be banned from the sport for life. I was a bit disappointed to see 

that Beryl’s frame was a red Raleigh. In those days the only other time you saw a 

Raleigh was when it was ridden around the streets by the more affluent children, 

except of course for Reg Harris and it must have been on one like his, custom built, 
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that she rode. The saddle was one of the first plastic ones; a Unica I think was the 

make. They were so uncomfortable that when someone in the club bought one it 

was passed around, everyone tried it and very soon abandoned it. This was not a 

problem for Beryl as she always had all her weight on the pedals. She also wore 

red cycling shoes when the only colour anyone else could get was black, so they 

too must have been custom made.  

A few months ago we visited our son Simon who lives in Leeds and on the 

way home we stopped off at Morley. In the town centre, just off the pedestrianised 

High Street, there is a memorial garden to her with a magnificent mural on the 

wall. The artist has really captured the likeness of her racing; it is as though she has 

come to life. It you find yourself in West Yorkshire it is well worth a visit. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 505 August 2005 

Will Townsend O.B.E. - 100th Birthday - A Great Cyclist 

by Graham Thompson, North Road C.C. 

Eight North Readers were cycling through Glen Coe in June 1957 enjoying 

the weather and admiring the mountains when the party was hailed by Bea 

(Beatrice) and Will Townsend sitting at the roadside. The others knew them but, 

since coming south from Glasgow in 1956, this was the first time I had met them. 

Our paths crossed frequently after our first meeting, usually at the North Road ‘24’ 

and annual dinner, and Annabel and I came to know them very well especially 

when I served as treasurer for the RTTC and RRA in the 1980s and 1990s. We 

treasured them in our circle of friends and it is a privilege to have met two people 

who have done so much for cycling. Sadly Beat died some years ago but Will has 

soldiered on despite his infirmities. On the 29
th

 May he will celebrate his one 

hundredth birthday and, to mark the occasion. Cycling Time Trials recently held a 

dinner at The George Hotel, Wallingford. All cyclists who have ridden the Bath 

Road 100 course will have passed alongside this hotel although they may not have 

noticed it even when stopped by the traffic lights! The dinner was attended by the 

national committee and officers, cycling colleagues, friends and representatives 

from other national cycling bodies. Will was chairman of the RTTC 1953-76, 

chairman of the RRA 1978-94 and it is largely through his efforts that time trials 

can be held on the public highway on the sole condition that the police are given 

proper notice. In the 1950s proposals were afoot to control cycle racing on the road 

but Lord Hailsham was briefed by Will and this led to the House of Lords 

excluding time trialling from any outside control and the House of Commons 

agreed with the revision by the Lords. Again in the 1970s the Association of Chief 

Police Officers sought to bring time trialling under police control but Peter 

Walthall, RTTC chairman 1976-83, with the advice and help of Will was able to 

persuade the police to continue the status quo. So, until this day, we can enjoy our 

sport without let or hindrance although our own internal regulation ensures we do 

not abuse our rights to hold events on the public highway. 
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Some of us may recall celebrating the Queens Jubilee in 1977. Will’s name 

was put forward as a recipient for the Jubilee Medal but some considered that he 

deserved a higher honour. Thus, in the honours list for the Queen’s Jubilee of 1977 

he was awarded an O.B.E. for his services to cycling. - Four RTTC chairmen were 

present at the dinner - Will Townsend 1953-76, Peter Walthall 1976-83, Graham 

Morris 1983-93 and Peter McGrath 1993 onwards - this being the only occasion 

since the 1995 Centenary ‘50’ when all four have been present at a meeting. There 

were short speeches from Peter Walthall, Christine Watts, WRRA president 1970-

80 and Peter McGrath who presented Will with a framed address outlining his 

services to cycling. Will has been a member of the CTC since 1922, is a life 

member of the National Trust, continues as President Emeritus of the RRTA and as 

Chairman of the Bidlake Memorial Trust. Amazingly, with the help of some very 

good friends, especially Ann and Roger Wolsey from his club, Westerley RC, Will 

continues to live in the same house into which he moved with Bea when it was 

built in the 1930s. 

If I may end on a brief North Road note: Will was one of the few persons still 

living to have met and known our most famous president, F.T.Bidlake, who died in 

1933. Another is Frank Robertson, living in Australia, who can recall having been 

timed by him in an event on the North Road. 

 

A Most Enjoyable Occasion 

by Albert Ayton 

I had an invitation to the dinner which was a most enjoyable occasion and 

made a very good weekend. Knowing that Graham was almost certainly writing 

something for the North Road Gazette I asked his permission to publish it in the 

Way of an Eagle, a request which had his prompt agreement and, furthermore, 

immediate action in that I got the article within a couple of days. Along with Sam 

King, Gerry and Ivy Lumsden and Gordon Milroy, I have known Will since pre-

Second World War days from his presence at the inter-club races and club runs we 

had with the Westerley. He and Bea had also been at our Annual Dinner on a 

number of occasions and any Eagle who has ridden in an Inter-club 25 will almost 

certainly have seen him. The second paragraph of Graham’s article will almost 

certainly be a revelation to most members and emphasizes how much the sport of 

time-trialling owes to him. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 506 [456] Autumn 2006 

A Lost Weekend? 

By Albert Ayton 

A recent edition of The Guardian’ contained an obituary, by Matt Rendell, of 

Jose Beyaert, who, in the London Olympics of 1948, was the last French rider to 

win the Olympic road race. Only amateurs allowed in the race then but he turned 

pro afterwards and went on to have some successes and to ride in a couple of Tour 
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de Frances. He could be best described as a ‘colourful’ character, the Mayor of his 

home town refused to sign his good conduct certificate for the Games and only 

government intervention got him the ride. With his wife he ran a French restaurant 

in Bogota, traded in the emerald mines, built a sawmill in the rainforest exporting 

balsa and, if not involved, was friendly with leading figures in the cocaine 

smuggling and terrorist activities. He slipped back to Europe in 2001 when 

guerrilla-kidnappers were after him and died here aged 79. 

It brought a whole load of memories to me. The Games, in 1948, were not as 

they are today. None of the razzamatazz of showbiz opening and closing the 

ceremonies, there was still a good deal of wartime rationing and austerity 

remaining. The Olympic road race was in Windsor Great Park on a circuit about 

half of which ran along a public road outside the Park, a very great concession 

from the establishment at that time. The track events were at Herne Hill and I saw 

all the meetings, even including one mid-week meeting when I got a colleague to 

vanish from his desk and take over my job in the warehouse while I sloped off. The 

Road Race posed different problems. It was on a Saturday and I had entered the 

Essex Roads CC 12 hour event the following day. I had won the twelve the 

previous year and having repeated my University 100 win a couple of months 

earlier hoped to repeat the twelve win although not my favourite distance. 

Anyway, Harry Cross came to my rescue; he was going to Windsor by car 

taking Winn and Pat and would pick me up at home, returning after the race to pick 

up my bike and then up to the Clubhouse. So it was. The course involved a right-

angled turn through the gates of the park and up a slope to the start/finish line. At 

the start it was obvious that capabilities were mixed: the American riders were 

riding fixed wheels and one of them entertained the spectators as the riders were 

assembling by riding his bike backwards in circles; one of the Indian riders had his 

saddle sloping downwards at an angle of about 25 or 30 degrees to the top tube so 

even just the first lap saw a good sort-out. After the start we went down the hill 

near to the gate and saw the race from there. The course did not lend itself to 

breakaways and the main bunch kept pretty much together which tended to get a 

bit crowded turning through the gate, in fact, two riders came to blows after getting 

tangled up together. 

On the last lap the leading bunch thinned a little but it still comprised twenty 

or thirty riders when they came through for the finish and Beyaert won the uphill 

dash for the line. Bob Maitland of the Solihull CC was the best placed English 

rider in about ninth place. As we were going back up to the finish to see the 

presentation I heard my name being loudly called and eventually placed the caller 

as one of the BBC technicians on the top of the scaffolding tower with the 

television camera. He was one of my ex-army comrades and how he managed to 

recognise me in that crowd I shall never know! 

Then back to Canning Town, pick up the bike and away up to the Clubhouse, 

somewhat late by the time we got there. About 15 or 16 of us staying there that 
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weekend and the first arrivals had found difficulties. There had been a break-in the 

previous week and the burglary amongst other things, had stolen all the cutlery! 

Luckily, they had been able to borrow some from the landlord of the Chequers, no 

restaurant there then but they occasionally did Bed & Breakfast. The alarm clock 

had also gone, to be found, some months later, in the woods across the road; the 

insurance company who had paid the claim for it said they didn’t want the 

recovery! Its absence might have been the reason why I had a five minute late start 

next morning, the only late start I can recall in my racing years. 

Just to make things more interesting it was raining; in fact, it rained 

persistently for the first seven hours. The course, at that time went from the 32
nd

 

mile stone start, down the A11 through Hockerill, Sawbridgworth, Harlow, to 

Thornwood Common, fork left up the lane to the Ongar, Chelmsford road to 

Norton Heath, turn in the road and retrace to the 32
nd

 before going northwards. 

Going out across the open bit by North Weald aerodrome it was raining so hard 

that the drops were bouncing back up off the road surface for three or four inches! 

And so it went on for the various detours, Royston, Newmarket, Cambridge and 

my morale was further dented by sustaining two punctures which, in all, added 

another thirteen minutes to the five minutes I had lost at the start. 

In 1948 there were only one or two twelve’s, mainly up in the north, that had 

started using finishing circuits to determine finishing distances. The Essex Roads 

were still using the runner out system. This involved having the timekeeper at a 

point from which a series of detours radiated with riders being directed according 

to the time they had left to rise so that they would arrive back to the timekeeper 

when time was nearly up. They would then be followed at a reasonable distance, 

two telegraph poles behind were the usual, by a bike-riding marshal, whose watch 

was synchronised with the timekeeper, to stop the rider at the appropriate time and 

note the point for subsequent measurement. The main timekeeper was stationed at 

Hatfield Heath and I was sent on the Leaden Roding - Dunmow detour. I had just 

about reached the turn marshal at Dunmow which gave me the mileage and made 

me realise that not only was I far from my best but the way I was going I wasn’t 

going even to reach 230 miles. So, for the last 20 or 30 minutes I went mad! 

Eyeballs out, stormed past the timekeeper and picked up the runner- out who 

jumped straight on to my back wheel as the only chance of staying within shouting, 

or perhaps, gasping distance, when the time ran out. When that blessed moment 

arrived we both of us fell off in heaps by the side of the road! 230 miles, 1520 

yards. Winner was Jack Ivory of the Comet CC with 243 miles 840 yards. 

So that’s the story of a lost weekend. Memories, memories. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 525 Winter 2016 

E.1. 

An interesting article about the E1 was written by Alf Kilby some years ago. 

He was in the Upton Manor CC. and, for a time in the late 30s/early 40s, with the 

Eastern Section C.T.C.  

(See www.classiclightweights.co.uk - builders - U - The Upton - J.J. Cooper)  

He died in 1983 and before retiring he ran a duplicating business at Havering-

atte-Bower. In the days before computers he produced start and result sheets for 

clubs who could not produce their own. That service started with the acquisition of 

a second-hand duplicator during the war and grew to a commercial service. 

 

The Demise of Doomer’s Hall 

by A F Kilby 

Very few people have heard of Doomer’s Hall unless they are or were 

members of one of the many cycle racing clubs who use the A11 Newmarket Road 

beyond Stansted for their time trials. In 1894 cycle racing on Britain’s roads was 

made illegal but the racing fraternity, determined not to lose their sport devised a 

system of time trials against the clock at 25, 50 and 100 miles, with riders starting 

at one minute intervals over a carefully measured course, marshalled at danger 

points by helpers, and with checkers at the turning point, with an equal distance out 

and home to ensure that records could not be established with an unfair wind 

advantage, and limited to 120 riders. 

The timekeepers were highly qualified and their watches had to have Kew A
68

 

certificates; recognition of their accuracy was on the occasion of the first Schneider 

Cup races for aircraft round Britain, when B W Best, one of our Essex timekeepers 

was chosen to officiate. There were over one hundred clubs affiliated to the Eastern 

Counties Cycling Association, most of which were based on East and North East 

London and the adjacent Essex suburbs. Time trial courses at one time were on the 

A11 Road north of Epping (now B1393), but as traffic started to increase after the 

First World War it was deemed desirable to move further north, so the 32
nd

 

milestone on the Stansted Plain became the focal point. Another reason for the 

move was the need for secrecy as the law still had a down on cycle racing, unlike 

on the continent where whole towns were participating in events like the ‘Tour de 

France’. All our start and result cards had to be marked ‘Private and Confidential’ 

and competitors had to wear inconspicuous clothing so black tights and alpacas on 

flying wheels greeted any early morning villager who happened to be abroad. 

These dawn starts just over 30 miles out of London meant that riders would either 

have to cycle to the start before daybreak, a doughty prospect before a testing 

                                                           
68 Kew A - certified to marine chronometer standards by the Kew Observatory in Greenwich. A subsidiary of the 

Greenwich observatory, it was a government department responsible for certifying a watch fit for the Royal Navy. If a 

watch passed, the Navy would purchase it. 
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athletic event, or else stay overnight near the start. This eventually became the 

recognised practice and in the nineteen twenties and thirties inns in Bishops 

Stortford, Stansted, Ugley and Quendon were packed with cyclists every Saturday 

night during the racing season and the demand for accommodation grew so great 

that quite a number of cottagers in the villages, sensing the chance of a little extra 

pocket money in those lean days, went in for the bed and breakfast trade and many 

lifelong friendships developed as well as a number of romances between cyclists 

and village girls  

The A11 out of Woodford became the most cycle-crowded road in Britain, 

both for evening training rides and the Saturday afternoon trek northwards to the 

32
nd

 milestone area. Marshalls, timekeepers, helpers, racing men, girl friends and 

parents all helped to swell the ranks and literally hundreds passed through Epping, 

Harlow and Stortford every week-end. It became obvious that eventually some 

bright club committee would hit on the idea of having permanent quarters near the 

32
nd

 milestone and it was left to the ladies to pioneer the idea. In 1929 the Rosslyn 

Ladies CC established themselves in a quiet spot in country quarters which have 

remained their private and secret domain ever since. Male clubs were slow to catch 

on, but in 1934 the Upton Manor CC an all male racing club, acquired a Canadian 

log cabin from the Barnet Football Club, and they in turn had obtained it from the 

British Empire Exhibition in 1924 at Wembley. We were lucky in having a haulage 

contractor in our ranks to move it and tradesmen of every denomination to erect it 

on brick pillars on half an acre of land rented to us by a kindly farmer in Ugley. 

The roof was of Cedar shingles, so none were broken in transit as would have been 

the case with tiles and that roof has remained watertight for these 45 years. Our 

transport member brought us armchairs, beds, Tilley lamps and all the other 

incidentals that helped to make it a home from home. People living alongside the 

A11 must have been puzzled at some of the objects carried on cyclists’ backs about 

this time, There were pots, pans, kettles, radios, odd chairs and one stalwart rode 

all the way up with a toilet seat round his neck. The remainder of that piece of 

equipment had to wait until the lorry was available again. The reaction of the 

various other cycling clubs to the enterprise was a mixture of scorn and envy, some 

declaring that this would be the end of the Upton Manor as a racing entity. They 

said we were doomed. It was the practice of the tough cyclists of this era to go on 

long club runs, even after a strenuous race, and the thought of a club relaxing in its 

own quarters was regarded as soft and the building became known as the home of 

the ‘doomed ones’ and was christened Doomer’s. Somehow this name caught on 

and a nameplate on the gate indicated that we had accepted the name. 

Now that the M11 has been opened up from Wanstead to Cambridge cyclists 

are hoping that the A11 will return to its former quietness with even the possibility 

of using the 32
nd

 again. (Traffic forced a further move north a few years ago). What 

memories are conjured up by this prospect, memories of every milestone up to and 

beyond the Cambridge border. After a light snack and drink we would leave 
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Doomer’s with a strong aroma of Elliman’s Embrocation pervading it and ride 

down to the 32
nd

 stone in the crisp early morning air, where a small group of riders 

would be waiting for their turn to be pushed off at their allotted time on the 

timekeeper’s sheet. When your turn came, you mounted, tightened your toe straps 

while somebody held you, checked the half-crown watch on your handlebars and 

moved forward to the line. The timekeeper gave you a ten seconds warning, then 

with a five, four, three, two, one off, you were on your way, intent on catching the 

rider one minute ahead on the road, and trying to make sure that the one a minute 

behind did not catch you. 

The first rise took you past the beautiful wrought iron gates of Orford House 

and on past the 33
rd

 milestone to the next village. Why such a pretty place should 

allow anyone to change its original name of Oaklea to the awful sounding one of 

Ugley will forever remain a mystery to me but Oaklea it was once according to the 

old post box that stood there in the twenties. Then past The Chequers and the tiny 

lane from which we had emerged earlier (we still refer to it as Doomer’s Lane) to 

Quendon, one of the small villages in Essex, with a population at that time of only 

150 souls. They at least had the luxury of a roof over their heads when they drew 

water from the fountain on the left just past the 34
th

. On past The King’s Head
69

 on 

the right and The Coach and Horses
2 
high above the road on the left, one of those 

hostelries where one climbs a flight of stone steps to enter, and woe betides he who 

tries to negotiate them if leaving in an inebriated condition.  

We speed down the slope past the 35
th

 with the high bank and quick thorn 

hedge of Quendon Hall protecting one from the prevailing west or northwest wind, 

and enter Newport leaving the 36
th

 behind us. (This stretch is now a wide 

unfriendly highway). This old-world ex-market town derives its name not from a 

seaport but from a ‘New’ market. On the right lies the beautiful 15
th

 century brick 

and timber fronted Monk’s Barn, one of the most striking buildings in this village 

of outstanding architecture. Up a slight slope to the narrow bit by 37
th

 milestone 

where we check the watch to see how long the first five miles have taken, and on 

past the Crown House with its varied and wonderful pargetry work. One could be 

forgiven for wondering if that was Nell Gwynn’s ghost watching at the window for 

King Charles II who installed her here as a diversion off his many trips to 

Newmarket. 

Passing the Grammar School we ride out of Newport past Shortgrove Park 

where that enormous glacial boulder mounts guard beside the road. In the Middle 

Ages there used to be a leper hospital hereabouts and it is said that alms for the 

lepers would be placed on top of this stone. In the grand old flint wall behind it are 

some very large stones among the flints which are reputed to have come from the 

13
th

 Century hospital, but the stone of interest to the hurrying rider is the 38
th

 

milestone also set in the flint wall which we pass before reaching Wendens Ambo. 

Here The Fighting Cocks stands under an enormous spreading chestnut tree with 

                                                           
69 The King’s Head & The Coach and Horses - Both now a private house. 
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the village blacksmith beside it. Alas both tree and smithy are gone but The 

Fighting Cocks remains much as it was. Directly opposite the inn a tiny lane leads 

to the village proper and the church. There were once two Wendens, Great and 

Little Wenden, but after Little Wenden church was pulled down in 1662 they were 

united under the present curious name which means ‘Both Wendens’. Today that 

lane is a wide concrete road with traffic bollards.  

On past the 39
th

 and sheltered by flint walls and noble trees the road winds its 

way along to Audley End Mansion. Built by Thomas Howard, Earl of Suffolk in 

1603, it was one of the costliest dwellings in England at the time, but around 1720 

much of it was demolished and remodelled by Lord Braybrooke. Charles II owned 

it at one time but never fully paid for it so it reverted to the Earl of Suffolk. Shortly 

after passing it one tops a slight rise and gets a long view of the road ahead with 

Littlebury Church on the skyline. This has been the first possible occasion when 

one has had a chance to see if one’s ‘minute man’ is in sight, and if by chance he or 

even two of them are there, a new lease of life surges into the leg muscles and you 

fly down the slope past the 40
th

 and up the rise to Littlebury Church. How our light 

racing tyres sing in the still morning air as we speed down the hill in the village 

where a marshal at the bottom signals to let us know if it is safe to cut the corner 

on the s-bend by The Queen’s Head.  With the river Cam alongside on our right we 

hurry past the 41
st
 straining to catch the man who is now only a matter of fifty 

yards ahead, and follow him past the 42
nd

 and round the narrow bend at Great 

Chesterford (now a dual carriage-way). 

An uphill mile and Stumps Cross is reached just beyond the 43
rd

 where you 

take the right hand fork (now a large roundabout) towards Newmarket and a 

straight stretch to the turn. You are now in Cambridgeshire but as you swing out to 

pass that fellow in front near the 44
th

 your wheels enter Essex again because the 

boundary is down the centre of the road.  At the 45
th

 a marshal stands in the centre 

of the road and you nip round him as smartly as possible for another competitor 

has only just rounded him and you may also catch him if you hurry.(Imagine trying 

to stand in the centre of the A11 today!) You are back in Essex on this side of the 

road, retracing your wheel marks for the dozen miles to the finish. What memories 

this road evokes The swish swish of tyres in the silent atmosphere, the sound of 

running feet as helpers handed  up refreshments on the longer distance events, the 

tinkle of alloy drinking bottles being tossed on to the tarmac as riders snatched a 

quick drink and the cries of ‘man up’ as another appeared on the horizon. 

These feeding stations were sited with care to give helpers a good sight of 

oncoming competitors and to ensure that they were not speeding down a slope 

where it would be difficult to hand up a drink or sponge. A team of helpers would 

consist of two or three hander’s-up, a couple of bottle and sponge retrievers, 

somebody washing bottles before refilling, and washing the grit from the sponges 

and re-soaking in diluted Eau de Cologne (you could buy a fair sized bottle for less 

than ten shillings in those days). Every time I smell Eau de Cologne now it takes 
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me back to those early mornings ‘up the road’ and the hum of racing tyres. Those 

slopes you flew down on the way out now feel like mountains as you leave 

Newport behind for the climb to Quendon thankful for the shelter of the high 

hedges on the right, 

Time-trialling, in addition to the physical effort required, demands a great 

deal of concentration and it is only when you hear the sound of tyres behind you 

and somebody sails by that you realise that you have been letting your thoughts 

wander. Pulling yourself together as The Chequers at Ugley comes in sight, you 

summon a final burst of energy and sprint for the finishing line, calling out your 

number as you cross it. (They all wear plastic numbers now so there is no need to 

shout). There is a refreshment stall beyond the finish, run by the proprietors of the 

village store at nearby Berden, and after a drink you visit the result board to see 

what time you have done. Then back to Doomer’s for a wash and change and some 

breakfast. And now it all ends. The club has had notice to quit and Doomer’s Hall 

has run its spell of usefulness. There are other club quarters in the vicinity as half a 

dozen followed our lead after the war, but none have the Doomer’s atmosphere. 

Their roadside plots cannot compare with the rolling farmland site of Doomer’s 

with its own quota of skylarks, blackbirds, thrushes, friendly cows and scurrying 

hares and rabbits. Of the many willing hands concerned in its inauguration few are 

left. The war took some; others died on the road and the others scattered all over 

the world. They came from all walks of life, but all were united in affection for that 

lovely corner of Essex known as the 32
nd. 

 

Ed: (Christine Smith) Doomer’s Hall was along
 
the road between The Chequers 

and North Hall Road, down the lane second on the right past the houses.) 
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13.   M E M O R I E S  &  A N E C D O T E S 

Eagle Road Club Memories 
ALBERT AYTON REMEMBERS ‘GERRY’ LUMSDEN [1913-2007] 

(READ ON THE OCCASION OF GERRY AND IVY’S GOLDEN WEDDING ANNIVERSARY  

IN AUGUST 1992) 

In 1949 N.G. ‘Gerry’ Lumsden rode in the Catford CC 24-hour time trial, his 

first attempt at the distance. In the early morning, after riding for about 15 hours, 

the steering column of his bicycle fractured at the fork crown, rendering the 

machine unusable. Rather than abandon – as most would have done – Gerry 

recalled that the last marshal he had passed, a mile or so back, had been cycle 

mounted. Carrying his cycle, Gerry walked back and persuaded the marshal to lend 

him that bicycle. The frame was much too big for Gerry, but it was possible to get 

the pedals round and he set off again, having lost some 40 minutes in time. After 

some miles, a spare bicycle being carried on a helper’s car was offered as a 

replacement in order to restore the helpful marshal’s mobility. Again, the machine 

was much too big, but, with the saddle right down on the top tube, riding was just 

possible and Gerry ran out time with a club record of 410.213 miles. There is no 

doubt that this was a display of courage and determination rarely to be seen. 

Charles H Wright, a staunch friend of the Club since its foundation, was 

inspired by Gerry’s performance to suggest the establishment of a trophy to be 

awarded to a rider putting up a meritorious performance in the face of great 

adversity – a ride accomplished in spite of setbacks, physical, mechanical, or 

climatic, that would have deterred a less determined rider. 

The idea and the form of such as award has been discussed over the years and 

now in his 90
th

 year, Charles Wright has sponsored medals, specially struck a 

design incorporating the Club badge and his initial, to be known as ‘The Wright 

Award.’ This is to be awarded to any rider qualifying in a competitive ride, 

nominated by their clubs and approved by the Award Panel as meeting the 

standards, with the first award to Gerry Lumsden for the ride that inspired the 

award. 
IVY LUMSDEN [B.1920] REMEMBERS… 

Before Gerald and I were married (e.g. before 1942), the boys used to 

congregate at Wanstead Flats – later it was the clock tower at Woodford Green. A 

few boys were with the Eaton Manor Club and the Eagle Road Club grew from 

that. They must have known Mr Villiers, so that’s probably why he ended up at the 

club’s first President 

When Olive Ayton (née Jacobs) and I were young, we used to meet at the end 

of Rothsay Road, Forest Gate on our bikes and ride to Woodford Green where we 

met with the others to go on a club run. In those days, I was a member of the CTC 

as the Eagle Road Club was a ‘gentlemen’s only’ club. When we first started going 
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to the clubhouse in Ugley early on Sunday mornings, Olive, Win Cross and I used 

to have to wait outside the clubhouse gate to be ‘invited’ onto the premises – soon 

the be shown the teapot to make the tea! (That became quite a joke amongst us 

girls!) There was no electricity, the water came from a pump somewhere near the 

gate (I think) and we made the tea on a primus stove outside. 

Many years later, the Eagles decided to allow lady members. Bear in mind 

that for years, Olive, Winnie, Dorothy and I had made tea, done the clearing up, 

offered drinks and sponges to the riders, and had helped produce The Way of an 

Eagle.  We said,  

“Why should we now pay a membership fee to do all those things we have 

been doing for the Club for years, for free?” 

And the committee (very wisely, I think) made us Honorary Members. 

 

Anecdotes 

NOTES ON EARLY MEMBERS, MEMORIES FROM MY PARENTS 

by Arnold Davey 

Frank Willsher was drowned on 7th January 1928 in the Thames floods. 

Himself a strong swimmer, he volunteered to get out the residents of a basement 

flat where he lived and didn’t survive. 

Norman Cooper was a budding municipal engineer and eventually rose to be 

Borough Engineer at Melksham. 

Ted Sanderson had a strange relationship with Flo Cotterell and he moved to 

Catmere End, a hamlet about 4 miles from Saffron Walden. Flo took in paying 

guests and virtually filled the place in summer with Eastern Section and Eagle 

guests. We (my parents and I) spent our holiday there whenever father’s holiday 

coincided with Flo having a vacancy. Ted had a much younger brother who rode 

with the Eagles and raced in the late 40s. I cannot recall his Christian name. Ted 

and Flo had a sizeable vegetable plot and Ted, an inventive sort, reckoned he could 

make a plough out of an old motorbike, which he did, but got his sums wildly 

wrong about gearing. His motor plough was good for 30 mph but wouldn’t dig an 

inch.  

Vic Bodkin (usually called Bod) was a bit irascible. On an Eastern Section 

holiday at Ventnor, the whole gang broke into the kids’ paddling pool late one 

night after a few beers. The children were provided with little canoes which the 

cyclists took to use like dodgem cars and there was a great deal of water flying 

about. Vic Bod got so cross he stood up in the pool to harangue his attackers, 

revealing that the water was only about six inches deep and he looked an idiot. 

‘Carp’ (Harry Carpenter) was a taxi driver by profession. He was with the 

club one night when a careless driver collided with them on Thornwood Common. 

The CTC prodded the police into charging the driver. The case was not going too 

well until the CTC lawyer called Carp as a witness. After establishing his identity, 

he said 
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“What do you do for a living?”  

“I am a taxi driver”.  

“Were you a witness to the accident?”  

“Yes, I was”.  

The defence assumed he had been driving his cab at the time, were beaten and 

damages awarded. 

My mother, born Jenny Joy, and two old school friends, Emmy Jones and 

Bertha Smith, all realised that with young men in great shortage after WWI, the 

thing to do was to go where the young men were rather than wait to meet one. So 

they bought bicycles and joined the CTC. Riding with the Eastern Section they 

were in great demand with packs of followers. The only woman already ensconced, 

Win Stansell (later Cross) was definitely not amused. All three married in the club; 

Emmy became Mrs Constantine, marrying ‘Yorkie’ and Bertha married Arthur 

‘Algy’ Ward, who was to become the editor of The Cycle Trader magazine. I kept 

up a correspondence with Emmy until she died in her nineties. My father was 

riding and racing with the Shaftesbury CC at the time but jumped ship when he 

realised the Eagles had a female following. They married in l928. 

Arthur Villiers wanted to help with racing activities but had no idea how to. In 

the Bath Road 100 of 1938 or 1939 Bert Tuck stood a good chance of winning or 

at least a top three position but it nearly got jeopardised by the Hon. Arthur 

suggesting his chauffeur should give Bert some shelter behind the Rolls-Royce. 

Fortunately, Jack Torrance could talk him out of it. Much later, in the 1950s, Bert 

Tuck was a bus driver, working in an East London garage. His wife wanted to go 

to the club dinner, even though Bert’s work rota didn’t allow him to go, but she 

was worried about getting home late at night. A plot was hatched that Bert would 

take out a bus ‘on Test’ about midnight and pick her up. OK so far, but Win, 

without thinking, went and stood at a bus stop, Bert was late and by the time he got 

there a small queue had formed expecting an unscheduled late bus. So he didn’t 

stop and just drove past mouthing to his missus to go and stand somewhere else. 

Which she didn’t understand. It all took hours to sort out. 

Win Tuck was very attractive and rode with the Eastern Section either with or 

without Bert, according to his duties. One Sunday, when Win was husbandless, a 

new young man joined us and made a beeline for her, paying enormous attention, 

buying lunch and so on. At tea time the Eagles joined from some other event, 

including Win’s son, then about 20. 

 “Mum, can you lend me some money” he said.  

The young man’s face was incredible. 

Around 1950 rumour spread that the Norwich time trial course was a ‘float’, 

totally flat and wind- assisted on the return leg. So a small gang of Eagles entered 

the Norwich ‘30’ and made our way to Norwich separately. After the race, we 

realised what a long way home it was, about 130 miles, but Doug. Macleod, our 

fastest rider, seemed to be in no hurry and it was lunchtime before he was ready 
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and the pack set off. 14 miles from Norwich, Doug. said “Cheerio chaps” and 

turned into Wymondham RAF base, where he was doing his National Service but 

hadn’t thought to tell us. 

In 1948 Brian Meopham, Arthur Douglas and myself did a Youth Hostel tour 

of Devon. On the way down we took in Wookey Hole and Cheddar Gorge. Brian, 

always keen to leave tarmac and explore white lanes, took us up a narrow 

unsurfaced track after leaving Wookey, which grew narrower and steeper until we 

were thrashing through brambles and avoiding deep mud. I was last and looked up 

to see a head sail past, probably on a bike, and realised we were actually in the 

ditch of the road we were seeking. 
THE DAVEY/TORRANCE CONNECTION 

The Victorian Torrance family consisted of five siblings, Perce (undoubtedly 

the oldest), George, Mary (usually called Polly) and Alice. Then, after a long gap, 

Sidney. I may not have not the order right. Sometime in the 1890s Polly married 

John William Davey, a blacksmith working for the Thames Ironworks, 

shipbuilders. They had five children, starting with William John, my father, in 

March 1898 followed by George, John, Jessie and Frank. All these at roughly two 

year intervals. All of these Daveys at one time or another rode with the CTC 

Eastern Section and Bill and John later became Eagles. Jessie was not allowed to 

then, as women were excluded, but she did the next best thing and married one, 

George Kiteley. 

Torrances and Daveys had a habit of marrying cousins. George Davey 

married May Torrance, Helen (‘Nellie’) Torrance, George’s daughter, married 

Albert (‘Todgy’) Torrance, her first cousin. 

Jack Torrance, undoubtedly the mainspring of the founding of the Eagles, was 

Perce’s son. He and Elsie had a daughter Joan, who rode with the Eastern Section 

in the 1940s but she moved to Manchester when she married and I lost contact 

after I got a rather frosty letter along the lines of “this correspondence must cease”. 

Harry Torrance, Jack’s brother, was a jeweller and became wealthy enough to 

buy a car in the mid 1930s and stopped riding bikes. I recall a memorable trip to 

Whipsnade in about 1933 with four adults and two boys all packed in to a C model 

Ford l0. Harry’s son Laurie was an objectionable child and whined throughout the 

whole day, he grew up to be a vicar! 

 

January 1953 - From Our President 

1952 has been a red letter year for me because during it I completed my Silver 

Jubilee as President of the Eagle Road Club. Of all the years, during which I had an 

ever growing number Eagles as my friends, I have the happiest memories. 

Whenever I look through the beautiful book of photographs with the Address so 

brilliantly designed and executed I feel a thrill of pride at being so closely 

connected with a Club which has made such wonderful and rapid progress. When I 
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use the word progress I am not only thinking of racing successes, but of the great 

tradition of sportsmanship and fellowship which has been established. 

It is immensely gratifying to hear at the Annual Prize giving the winners 

attributing much of their success to the willing assistance rendered to them by their 

clubmates. Champions are essential if a racing club is to be a real success, and 

everyone is grateful to than for the trouble which they take to train themselves so 

as to bring fame to our Club. As the champions themselves say, it is the great 

tradition of service to your neighbour which makes their triumphs possible. In the 

years ahead I know that this tradition will become ever stronger and that is the 

wish and belief of your President. 
Arthur Villiers 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°345 January 1963 

Les Barnett 

by D W Sale 

All club members will be pleased to learn that Les Barnett is to marry Miss 

Angela Lazarus on January 27
th

 1963. 

It’s a pity that Les has not brought Angela along to some of the Club 

functions, when we should have been pleased to make her acquaintance, though on 

second thoughts she may have decided not to marry him after seeing some of his 

friends.  However, of Les, we can write, for in him we have a fine worker on the 

Club’s behalf. 

Members of the Club of a few years standing will not need telling of his 

willingness to turn a helping hand, but in some appreciation perhaps we might 

inform our newer recruits in broad outline.  Les joined the C.T.C. Eastern Section 

shortly after leaving the forces in (1947?) and was always available as a helper in 

the Club’s activities.  (We were loosely associated with the CTC at that time and 

contact was easily made; to be an Eagle one had to be a CTC member).  

Throughout the association with us his enthusiasm has not waned, and his long 

overdue admittance to the Eagle ranks allowed him to take on more work in 

official capacities.  Knowing something of his private life we are only too aware of 

his ability to look after himself and he is a no mean cook either.  Realizing this, 

and remembering a fine Sunday of a few years back , when  the subject of this 

tribute and writer were lying back on a haystack, the writer, with a touching ‘lisp’ 

in his voice, proposed.  The ‘queer’ fellow turned it down. 

 

Leslie adds: He served in the Italian campaign in Monte Casino area in the 

fourth battle and was taken prisoner by the Germans and forced to work in a 

coalmine in Upper Silesia. Was marched from there to Austria during the coldest 

winter for years on Death March a distance of some (?) 1000 miles with one bowl 

of soup(!) a day. On return home his weight was under 10 stone. Finally, was fit 
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enough to serve in Iraq then onto Palestine and later Greece for his last 18 months 

of service. 

(Google: LAMSDORF -Camps-E75/E758- L Barnett(me) also you will learn 

a lot of squaddie talk under NAMES). 

Has published a book on his unique exploits during his service career. 

www//lulu.com “Once a Fusilier” profits to charity. End of advert. You are obliged 

to accept this notice! 

Yes, and he attended the AGM (2016) 

Ed: See  2. 1 9 3 9  -  1 9 4 5 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°485 February 1998 

Memories Are Made of This 1/4 
A SECTION DEVOTED TO MEMORABLE CYCLING FLASH-BACKS  

Alan Clarke is a man of the nineteen-sixties and not known to most of us 

who are now riding. He tells us in his letter.  

During a doldrum period in the annals of the club I was reasonably successful. 

There was the likes of me, Alan Roberts, Ken McDonald and Chris Green (all fast 

men except for yours truly). I was a plodder though not bad in 100’s and 12hrs - In 

1966 I rode three 12hrs in a couple of months, Luton, Essex, and West Suffolk 

Wheelers. I did some crazy things at times, like cycling down to Basildon, riding a 

‘10’, up to Brentwood for a ‘25’ then up to the Clubhouse for a ‘50’ next morning, 

then home. No motorization of course! However, one of my most abiding 

memories is when leaving the Clubhouse at about 6 o’clock in the morning 

heading for a T.T. on the North Road (it still being dark). Turning left at Wendens 

Ambo a deer, racing across the road, caught my front wheel and down I went. 

Fortunately, no harm was done to either so a happy ending. 

Joe MacArthur, from the Emerald Isle, writes in a letter to Albert.......  

Sorry to hear that Gerry is retiring from the honourable profession of 

compositing, I hope that he will find plenty to occupy his spare time. The request 

for memories takes back to the times I used to pass the clock-tower en route to the 

weekend cottage for a racing weekend. The diminutive figure of Gerry, twiddling a 

low gear, would pull alongside me and my heart would sink; gone were any 

thoughts of a leisurely ride. Gerry had always that sadistic urge to half-wheel you 

all the way. 

 Frankie Stokes’ article will take a few back. He writes of his ‘Love Affair’. 

My introduction to the Eagle R.C. was at the tender age of 15 in the year 

1933. I had been advised to commence with a Saturday afternoon Tea Run and to 

be at The Wilfred Lawson Hotel, Woodford by 3.30. I duly arrived at this time in 

spite of a spill en route, my front wheel going down the centre track of the 

tramlines in Lea Bridge Road. I made myself known to the seven or eight people 

gathered there, and pleasant and friendly folk they seemed. 
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Eventually we set off through Woodford, at what seemed to me a rather fast 

speed (something I would see and experience a lot in the future), and by the time I 

reached the Loughton turn I had been dropped and not a sign of those Eagle people 

in sight; or were they Eagle people? In the short spell at The Wilfred Lawson Hotel, 

the Eastern section of the C.T.C. had been mentioned frequently. It was quite 

confusing. Not having the faintest idea where this tea venue was I turned back for 

home, my feelings very mixed, a feeling of dejection; loud mutterings of school 

day swearwords. My parents didn’t think a lot of it all either. 

Nevertheless the following day I duly appeared again at; Woodford by 3.30. 

The same faces, in fact, a few more riders, on this occasion I managed to keep up, 

and we arrived at South Weald. It all being a new experience I found the tea and 

company rather pleasant. I eventually got to know these people as Florrie Jakeman 

(Runs Sec.), Wally Hardwicke, Les Osborne, Alan Harris, and other folk who I 

can’t recall. 

Eventually I graduated to the all-day Sunday runs, but in the few weeks prior 

to that, on the Saturday afternoon runs was when I commenced my love affair with 

cycling and the cycling world. Time does play tricks with the memory but in my 

reflections all those Saturdays were sunshine days, pretty Essex villages and good 

company. One thing that puzzled me during this period was the talk about so many 

people, obviously club men who I never saw. Who were they and where were 

they? Come my first Sunday run I began to understand. 

It was at the lunch venue, when riders I had never seen before began to arrive. 

Rather quaint to my mind, some of these cyclists had two spare wheels fixed to the 

front of their machines. Indeed, some of these wheels appeared to be made of 

wood! It is then that I recall the pleasure of meeting the Eagle Road Club. Such 

names as Bert Tuck, Arthur Jacobs, Bill Waller, Dick Andrews, the two 

inseparable Bill’s, Bill Brown, Bill Dewar and so many active racing Eagles. 1933 

& 34 were good times for the Eagles, under the leadership of Bert Tuck and Arthur 

Jacobs week after week would find a splash about the Eagles in Cycling, and 

indeed snippets in the National Press on Monday mornings. Bert Tuck was the 

boisterous extrovert, cigarettes and a pint rider. Style and technique?  

“Never heard of it” he would say. He would literally punch his way through 

the events using sheer strength, ‘Tuckey’ as he was known was indeed a 

personality, known and respected by all the clubs on the Eastern Roads. Arthur was 

an extreme opposite, slight in stature, quiet, slightly withdrawn, his competing 

style was immaculate, his slight body seemed tucked into the cycle frame, his 

thrust through the legs and his perfect angling made his body movement seem 

nonexistent. A real stylist. Arthur did eventually emulate Bert’s times, indeed his 

4h.34m.20s in 1935 knocked about 10 minutes off Bert’s Bath Road ‘100’ 4h.43m 

04s of 1934.  

It must be said that in those pre-war years time-trialling as a nation-wide sport 

was at its peak, and its following by the immense cycling fraternity of the British 
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Isles was of an intensity comparable with the extremes of modern youth, indeed, 

the top riders almost enjoyed the adulation that the pop stars of today enjoy. The 

classic Bath Road ‘100’ of this era, in which the Eagle R.C. entered a team, 

reflected the club’s prowess at the time. In fact, to be accepted was an 

achievement, to have a team accepted was an honour.  

At Pangbourne where most competitors and club associates week-ended for 

the event next morning, it was the custom to take the evening stroll. A great 

occasion, for here was the opportunity to see gathered together the absolute elite of 

the time-trial world. Roadmen from all over the U.K. All these years after I can 

recall being proud to be a member of the E.R.C., witnessing the occasion of that 

summer evening in the streets of Pangbourne when our Bert Tuck met Frank 

Southall and Stan Butler of the Norwood Paragon with ‘Batchy’ the ultimate 

Bevan of the Catford C.C. It was an occasion to remember, the good humoured 

banter, the jokes, the laughter, and the gathering of club fans clicking away with 

their cameras to record this momentous meeting, as Tuck was truly a worthy club 

champion. 

The following morning at the start of this event in Pangbourne Lane, Theale, 

the entrants in black tights and alpacas, the Bath Road officials, all very formal for 

their club’s classic, and again, the crowds and crowds of spectators all milling 

around. Indeed, a prestigious event.  

On the Sunday afternoon after the race in not the same formal atmosphere, a 

party of Eagle lads hired a punt, probably six to eight in number, in the middle of 

the river, and the Thames is very wide at Pangbourne, they encountered a punt full 

of lads from the Upton Manor. Eastern Roads rivalry prevailed and a punt pole and 

paddle battle commenced. It was in good fun, but fierce! Punts near full of water, 

red with cushion dye. Opponents standing up thrusting and fighting, punts near to 

capsizing. Nobody seemed bothered as to whether they could swim to the bank. 

Crazy lot! 

During this Mid-Thirties period the Eagle racing team battled it out weekend 

after weekend with renowned rival clubs nationwide. The Midland Coal, The 

Vegetarian, Stan Pickersgill with the East Liverpool Wheelers, Altringham Ravens, 

and the many Southern clubs, though other activities also prevailed during the year. 

The winter weekends with the memorable sight of 20 or more carbide lights 

splitting aside the intense darkness of a winter night across the Newmarket Flats; 

more memorable because our very dear friend Jack Torrance was on that run.  

The annual Cyclists versus Harriers through the depths of Epping Forest, all 

the lads afterwards washing the mud off in the hot communal baths in the 

Loughton Harriers headquarters. Not forgetting Les Osborne’s novel idea of 

bicycle chains fitted around deflated tyres, the grip guaranteed after a good pump-

up. Didn’t do Les much good though, I think he finished last! 

There was the annual hardriders run to Cambridge in the spring. What a cut 

and thrust affair that was! Personally I never saw the finish my best effort was to 
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hang on as far as Stanstead before being dropped. Also, in the early spring Bert 

Tuck always organised, a training weekend to Stow on the Wold. Living in this 

area, I always feel very sombre and nostalgic when I go through Stow. One cannot 

forget all ones old friends who would go on that run and sadly the majority have 

passed on.  

Further to this pre-war period other events were happening that would have 

marked beneficial effects on the club. The fathers of our wonderful institution m 

i.e. the Trustees, Messrs. Torrance, Atkinson, King and Waller, in their wisdom 

probably thought that using The Albert Hotel in Stortford for racing weekends, and 

The Sun Café in Epping Town midweek did not give the stability or permanence 

they would have liked and were having consultations with our Club President, the 

Honourable Arthur Villiers. Their high aspirations did not materialise until the war 

years of 1939/46. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°486 May/Aug 1998 

Memories Are Made Of This 2/4 

IT’S THE MID 1930S 

by Frankie Stokes 

How can we thank them enough for the enviable clubhouse and grounds that 

the Eagle Road Club now possesses? Another happening during this time was the 

clubs good fortune to have new members join. They were not the common or 

garden types like the majority of us but, as time was to tell, something special. The 

first was to appear at The Wilfred Lawson for an Eastern Section C.T.C. Saturday 

afternoon run. About 16 or 17 years of age, long socks around his ankles, possibly 

his shirt hanging out, and some old grid-iron of a bike. We made the usual polite 

conversation before setting off; within 10 minutes or so of getting on the road we 

had dropped him. Nice people! 

The tea venue was one of these very isolated hamlets tucked away in Essex 

(they did exist in those days). Imagine our surprise when just as we were about to 

sit down to tea, this chap arrived. It made us take note, and with more interest 

found out his name was Arthur. And of course who should it be but Arthur Batty, 

the young novice who was to be a clubman, among clubmen; a superb racing man 

for the Eagles. A rider who would devote his life to the Eagle Road Club, and 

indeed, to become Club President. 

A little later, around this period, at The Wilfred Lawson for a Sunday run, 

further good fortune befell the club. During those years it may be remembered that 

the ‘in’ thing for cyclist’s clothing was the Plus Four suit, complete with waist-

coat: made to measure, of course. On reflection, what ridiculous and impractical 

clothing. Huge saddle-bags, hung from saddles that had to be Brookes real leather, 

and the bigger the more prestigious; and Bluemels mudguards. With this in mind 

you may appreciate the appearance of Fred Argent this morning, dressed in 

business-like Plus Twos. A zip jacket, fine track gloves. In fact, clothing that did 
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not look as though it would cause any suggestion of wind resistance. And the bike! 

Sprints and tubulars. Instead of the usual great saddle-bag, a spare tubular. 

Aluminium mudguards. Some new fiendish Italian quick-release hubs. Altogether 

a fearsome set-up! 

As it was, every Eagle run was full of pain- and I remember thinking 

“Oh God, what will we get now!”  

And sure enough we got it. Fred Argent was a super rider and when he got up the 

front on a club run you knew you were in for a bad time. Thankfully though Fred 

used his riding strength and talent for the good of the club and was a superb 

addition to the club’s team, competing in all the top open events. And, indeed, was 

also club champion in the years 1936 and 1939.  

Our third great addition was brought in to the fold by that hard task-master 

Bill Waller. All so easy to remember how he would chide, grumble, and exhort, 

anything to make the lads go faster. Indeed, a notable Eagle. With Bill on this 

occasion came this slight, smallish, young chap. What, his previous cycle club 

experience was, who knows? But on his first Eagle Road Club appearance he was 

immaculate; nicely tailored plus-four suit, a good quality machine, not ornate. A 

quiet disposition, introduced by Bill Waller, with all the critical older members 

nodding their heads in approval, Gerry Lumsden, did indeed, live up to this image, 

and he has done so though all these many years. Following his mentor’s disciplines 

he has always been there, encouraging the lads to do better and better and, through 

his own racing career set them the example and attitudes he was exhorting them to 

adopt. 

As well as this very competitive side of the Eagle R.C. there was a less 

aggressive style of cycling in as much as some members enjoyed the serenity of 

touring. These people would always compete or help as the racing secretary would 

request, but at heart they were tourists and, in their decorum when abroad or in the 

UK they justly upheld the name of the Eagle Road Club. Indeed, such people as 

Reg Baxter, Les Osborne, Wally ‘Timber’ Woodcock and Jack Dunn among others 

set their sights high in touring disciplines. As could be expected, from these 

cyclists who enjoyed the sights of sylvan surroundings on their tours, it was 

inevitable that they wanted to record these occasions. And so within the Eastern 

Section of the C.T.C. which of course all Eagle RC members had to be associated, 

a camera club was formed. Do I recall correctly Arthur Batty as a very keen 

enthusiastic member?  

1939 came the days of uncertainty for the Club and. its members. War clouds 

were looming and it looked as though our happy carefree cycling days were going 

to come to an end. For the time being anyway. Yours truly, in the early months of 

1939 took delivery, of what I thought, a beautiful Hetchins machine with chrome 

vibrant rear forks and carefully sculptured chrome lugwork, Russ forks, 23in 

frame, 73° angle, short wheelbase, In fact, just everything. Moreover, at that time 

Tubby Capell of the Allondon C.C. was riding a Hetchins and he was doing some 
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fantastic rides. Grudgingly, one must admit he was the absolute supremo of the 

Eastern Roads, and nationally recognised. Nonetheless, for a conservative club like 

the Eagles, nurtured on hand built quality machines such as E. Stevens of 

Newington Green, North London, and the Hobbs Bros. in the Barbican, the 

Hetchins was flashy. Sadly, your correspondent, being an R.A.F. reservist got the 

bugle call early but, before going off, my family pointed out to me that my 

nephew, aged about 11 years, had been evacuated to the Chichester area in a very 

rural part and needed a bicycle. Subject to it being altered to suit, I should do the 

big thing, Reluctantly, I did the big thing. But that ‘subject to alterations’ made me 

very unhappy. Off came the drops and alloy extension, on went the flats. Off came 

the 67 fixed, on went the freewheel and a rear brake. But, the biggest sacrifice was 

the removal of the alloy pedals and toe-dips, and the fitting of rubber roadster 

pedals!  

However, as time was to tell it was a very worthwhile sacrifice, as may be 

some of the older Eagles will recall the early post-war years when the Eagle Road 

Club had pride of place in the Royal Albert. Hall when that evacuee lad, Harry 

Edwards, took the stage to represent the club as one of the first twelve competitors 

in the National Best All Rounder Competition. A great honour for the Eagle Road 

Club indeed!  

Other social activities at the time was the invitation Mr. Villiers gave to the 

club members to join him at his home for dinner. It was always a wonderful 

evening. Being a summer occasion we would enjoy the facilities of his home 

before sitting down to a sumptuous meal, and yes coffee, liqueurs, and cigars to 

round off the meal. His house, probably sited to assist Mr-Villiers with his many 

charitable activities was in Morning Lane, just off Mare Street. Hackney, it was a 

beautiful house with extensive lawns within a walled surround with facilities for 

croquet, tennis, and many other leisurely pursuits. It always seemed such an oasis 

within an area of squalor and poverty - as the East End was in those days. Our 

President must have been very busy helping out his deprived neighbours. 

Another summer social event was the run down to Ashdown Forest, to the 

estate of Schroder Wagg, bankers, friends of Mr. Villiers. It was a complex out of 

this world; facilities for squash, tennis, golf and a huge out-door swimming pool 

complete with aqua-beds on the pool. Again, it was a wonderful day, the staff 

ensuring that we were well fed and enjoying all the facilities to the full. It must be 

recalled, that on one of those occasions we had all had a wonderful day. We were 

pleasantly tired. It was getting dark. We had made our farewells and were pushing 

off when suddenly there was such a hullabaloo. John Davey was dashing around, 

“Where’s my bike.” A few quiet smirks amongst the lads, and there was John’s 

bike becalmed on an aqua-bed in the middle of the pool! Shades of Dennis 

Atkinson and Jack Torrance methinks. Not all bad though, John’s machine was 

recovered without, much delay. Dear John sadly missed. He was one of the clubs 

rascals but, in the years ahead, though racing secretaries would come and go, each 
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and every one of them knew that when they wanted help with marshalling, doing 

the turn at some extreme point on a course, they could turn to John Davey and he 

would be there. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°487 November 1998 

Memories Are Made Of This 3/4 
THE WAR YEARS AND BEYOND 

by Frankie Stokes 

September 1939 eventually came and of course dissipation as various 

members went off to war. Len Thurwell to the RAF during which time he was shot 

down in a bomber and killed. Len was always a gentle and pleasant lad, an only 

son of elderly parents, very, very, sad. Gordon Milroy went off with his Scottish 

Regiment and badly upset the Arabs when marching through Cairo singing 

disgusting songs about their King Farouk! Then, in Greece when beset by a crowd 

of pro-Nazi nuns, who amongst them were armed guerrillas disguised in habits 

provided by these same naughty nuns. This terrible Milroy chap wasn’t, having 

any, they couldn’t, fool him, he bagged the lot. Then in a cinema during the News 

Reel watching a badly battered Winchester coming in and amongst the crew 

climbing out was F/Sgt. A.S. Tuck, Bomber Command, Eagle Road Club, wearing 

the slight grin he would still have when, with Bill Brown, he would entertain us on 

club-runs with the most lurid and disgusting songs one would ever hear. Seeing 

John Davey in the uniform of the Pioneer Corps spotted in a Tillingham Village 

pub pint in hand, when he should have been with the rest of his platoon along the 

road building a pillbox! George Sandy captured by the Japanese, in Singapore and 

surviving the horrors of working on the ‘death railway’. 

And so, with other unmentioned members, the Eagle Road Club was serving 

worldwide. In these early years, regardless of the competitiveness of the racing, 

there was amongst the Eastern clubs a wonderful attitude of bonhomie and 

fraternity, probably due to the kinship of the ECCA to which they all belonged.  

An instance of this spirit was witnessed when yours truly was stationed on an 

airfield in Essex. Every day a lorry went to Southminster Railway Station to pick 

up new airmen posted to this unit. On this particular occasion I saw the lorry 

return, and to my surprise, I saw protruding from its tailboard the front wheel of a 

cycle but, no ordinary wheel. This was a wooden sprint, and on it an Italian 

Tabucci tubular (terrible things, they pumped up to look like sausages). So I had to 

see who owned this machine, and out of the cab came a member of the Forest C.C. 

who I knew well from ‘up the road’ A day or so after, when he had settled in, he 

came and found me, up to my neck in oil and grease, changing the engine on a 

Spitfire. After comparing notes on what little we knew was happening among the 

clubs and the lads, he said to me  
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“Frank I have come to take charge of the squadron pay accounts and, for the 

sake of the Eastern Roads, I’m going- to see to it that you don’t pay any more 

income tax.” 

 I was amazed, and thought it was pie in the sky, but sure enough in the next 

few weeks I found that I was not having any tax deducted: and so it continued 

right, to the end of hostilities. Marvellous I thought. But then, when all 

documentation was passed over to the civilian income tax people, came the 

moment of truth. They clobbered me hundreds of pounds for unpaid tax. I never 

saw my Forest C.C friend again, ever. Whether he ceased cycling or something 

happened to him I could never find out. A simple story, but after so many years 

what stands out in my mind are his words for “sake of the Eastern Roads”. It so 

summed up the attitude, the friendship, the comradeship of the clubs in the Essex 

area. The Glendene, the Upton Manor, All London, Essex Roads, Viking, Forest 

and not forgetting the Rosslyn Ladies CC who made life in the community around 

Ugley infinitely more interesting. 

In time sanity prevailed, and the serving members of the Eagle Road Club 

began to return. At this point it must be remembered that, had it not been for the 

efforts at least two club members, it was possible that these people would not have 

had a club to return to. During those six years of carnage and destruction with the 

bulk of the membership far from home, and indeed, as stated, all over the world, 

the two members in question carried on with their daily stint in the London Docks. 

Amidst the constant bombing that this prime target attracted doing their vital job 

keeping the ships turning round. In spite of the stress and weariness they musts 

have suffered they still combined their efforts to keep in contact with the Eagle 

lads wherever they were, and miracles indeed, they even managed to send 

Christmas presents! As a recipient of such kindness and effort to keep the Eagle 

Road Club in existence, and on behalf of the other lads, may I say “thank you” to 

Gerry Lumsden and our sorely missed club stalwart, Bill Waller. 

After that momentous period in club history came the days of rebuilding. Club 

runs began (with a strange collection of bikes). Yours truly made his first 

comeback clubrun on a big Tradesman Roadster, and road events commenced 

again. However, this was the time of more memorable club history. A home of our 

own! 

Behind the scenes the trustees in collaboration with Mr Villiers had put the 

wheels in motion. The result, if my memory serves me correctly, was that the 

trustees guided by the professional building capabilities of Arthur Jacobs, 

organised a full club turnout on the Ugley site at 5am in the morning. The intention 

was for a great structural effort so the roof would be on by nightfall. Cars were not 

plentiful in those days, and how the lads managed to be on site at that hour 

goodness only knows, but they were. 

Everybody put their heart into the job and slogged away. Arthur Jacobs was 

here there and everywhere. Making his effort in his own way was our other Arthur, 
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Arthur Batty, officer in charge of catering. All day cooking for the workers with a 

Primus stove, in the privy! It was indeed a monumentous effort. I can recall when 

setting off for home with John Davey on that Sunday evening at about 9pm taking 

a last look back and there in the darkness was a faint outline of Dennis Atkinson on 

the apex of the roof still fitting tiles. Dedication indeed! 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°488 February 1999 

Memories Are Made Of This 4/4 
THE FOUNDATIONS OF A NEW ERA 

by Frankie Stokes 

For many months ahead there was still work to be done on the Clubhouse and 

I think the older members really enjoyed the working weekends organised by 

Arthur Jacobs and Harry Cross. Especially the few pints in The Chequers on the 

Saturday night. In due course the club management acquired the Nissen hut (a 

useful sleeping annexe in the halcyon days) and a concrete base was necessary to 

place the hut on. I was contacted by Harold ‘Carp’ Carpenter. We both lived in 

North London and he suggested that I called on him Saturday afternoon as he had a 

double size iron bed-spring that he wanted to get up to the Clubhouse. This spring 

being tied in with the concrete to strengthen the Nissen hut base. ‘Carp’, at the time 

was running his black taxi business and somehow, we got this huge bed-spring on 

the roof of one of his taxis. 

He drove and I sat in the cab as passenger. Before we set off ‘Carp’ rather 

mystifyingly, said  

“I’m going to put the meter on and if we should be stopped you must say that 

you’ve hired this taxi.”  

I didn’t know what it was all about but I blush at the things that can go on behind 

the scenes of a respectable cycle road racing club. Anyway, we sailed up by The 

Robin Hood and into the lanes. ‘Carp’ in the front, chauffeuring with great style 

and causing a few raised eyebrows amongst the cycling fraternity when we pulled 

in at Thompsons, Potter Street for elevenses. Eventually, with £30 on the clock, we 

reached the Clubhouse. How I could have explained transporting a rusty old bed-

spring at this price. God only knows! Comparing that £30 in 1950 with today’s 

values, then I would say to you young Eagles that you must have about £300 worth 

of bed-spring in your annexe foundations. Long may the Nissen and the other 

Clubhouse buildings remain. Dear ‘Carp’, what happy days and so sorry you are 

not with us today.  

No history of the club can omit to mention Albert Ayton. How fortunate the 

Eagles are to have this member, an industrious magazine editor, a man of many 

parts, who has honoured us with his acceptance of the highest post in the club, 

Club President. A great fund raiser and a dedicated member and cyclist. The older 

membership will recall with pleasure the days of Albert’s courtship with Olive. A 

very keen cyclist with the CTC Eastern Section was Olive, and she was always 
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happy to help with any Eagle events. It was considered a great day in the Eagles 

when these two very nice people became a twosome. It was in the early post-war 

years that Albert led the Club back to its position as a leading road club. He was 

club champion. He was fast and foremost in all the major open time trial events. 

One could not open a copy of Cycling or The Bicycle without seeing the name A.E. 

Ayton. 

Coupled with this rise in club fortunes a new member H.J. Edwards arrived on 

the scene, known as ‘Nevvy’. Due to his evacuee days pedalling around the 

Chichester lanes on his cannibalised Hetchins he showed great possibilities as a 

racing man. Within his first twelve months his progress was such that he was 

rivalling Albert. From then on this duo went from strength to strength. With the 

able backing of N.J. Lumsden, Arthur Batty and others the club reached the heights 

of road success to equal anything, so far achieved in all the club’s history. 

Producing a rider who was in the first twelve of the nation’s finest racing men. 

How honoured we were to be amongst the top club people who filled the vast 

Albert Hall, to have front stage seats to see Harry Edwards receive such a high 

award for the Eagle Road Club. Momentous days indeed. 

It was also days of change for the whole of the British club world. Subject to 

correction, your correspondent recalls that the bulk of competition now used speed 

gears as opposed to the fixed single. Sit down feeds for 12 hour events were gone. 

The radical were calling for the abolition of the ruling on competitors clothing and, 

indeed, the introduction of road racing as per the Continentals with, of course, the 

appropriate jersey and shorts. With a certain mayhem amongst the time trial die-

hards, if I remember correctly, the radicals formed an association called the British 

League of Racing Cyclists. “Up the League” became a catch phrase call for the 

BLRC advocates. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°489 May/Aug 1999 

It Was a Long Time Ago 

by Albert Ayton 

Talking a few weeks ago to a racing man of a more recent vintage on the 

racing scene past and present, he posed the questions to me - what was my most 

memorable ride and which was the most meritorious. That made me think, the 

former was not too difficult, it is a personal judgement of that ride remaining 

foremost in the memory. The latter is more difficult because it is a subjective view 

of facts which others, more objectively, may see in a different, light. Anyway, here 

goes. ‘Unquestionably the most memorable to me was the winning ride in the 

University CC 100 in 1947, one of the three "classic" Whitsun 100s, the others 

being the Calleva RC on the Bath Road and the Anfield BC in Cheshire.  

In December 1946, after three years overseas, we had been posted back from 

Italy to Bulford on the edge of Salisbury Plain to be part of a new National Service 

regiment being formed. I got my bike back to camp and in 1946, did a lot of 
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touring and training miles around Wessex as well as riding in some events locally 

and on the Bath Road. In those days servicemen were allowed to enter on the Line, 

even get a handicap allowance if the handicapper was on hand. By the end of the 

season, having been demobbed in October, partnered Gerry Lumsden on his 

tandem to get the club’s tandem record and then, in the last event the 25 single 

record with a 1.3. 1947 did not start well for training. Bad weather set in late 

January and snow and ice lasted almost, continually through to mid March. 

Additionally, we had to move the Clubhouse from its pre-war Newport, location up 

to the Ugley Site where it now is. It, took about fifteen or sixteen of us all of the 

Easter weekend, staying at the 34th MS Refreshment House and working dawn to 

dusk or beyond so no training. Despite that, I managed a second place in the Leo 

R.C. 25 and another second (by 3 seconds), to "Sticky" Johnson of the Colchester 

Rovers, in the E.C.C.A 25 on the old E2 course that went Takeley - Dunmow - 

Leaden Roding and back.  

Then came the ‘Uni’. In the club 100 the previous year I had got down to a 

4.50 so I had 14 minutes handicap allowance from scratch man, Maurice 

Richardson, of the Gallena CC, who was starling one in front of me. 1 had two 

schedules taped along the front extension, one tor 4.40 and the other for 4.30, no 

computers then, of course, but some of us judged our speed by counting pedal revs 

for a minute and I knew that, on an 81.7 fixed, I needed 91.4 r.p.m. for the 4 30. It 

promised quite a good morning and 1 started very happily keeping the rhythm 1 

needed and, rather to my surprise, caught Richardson by Takeley, about five miles. 

Through Dunmow, Leaden Roding, Writtle to the turn at Norton Heath went 

smoothly and in fact, when I crossed Richardson after the turn, he waved me to 

slow down, presumably reckoning that I was likely to blow up. The wind was 

rising from the south which was helpful most of the way up the A11 and round 

through Sawston to Trumpington. Just past Trumpington Corner I punctured, 

luckily where some Eagles were waiting with drinks so I took one of their bikes 

and went up to the turn at The Old English Gentleman while they changed the tyre 

keeping the time loss to one minute.  

At the turn 1 was 12 minutes inside my 4.30 schedule and this with the 

competition record standing at 4.17.2! The wind by now was very strong; however, 

and the last 20 miles back to the 32
nd

 stood no chance of being as fast. It turned out 

that there were only two or three of us inside "evens" from the last turn back to the 

finish and it was the day when the stretch from Sawston to Stumps Cross earned its 

designation of ‘The Graveyard’. I’ve always maintained, against the evidence I 

might add, that the two miles from the 34
th

 to the 32
nd

 is downhill all the way, 

that’s how it felt then especially the last slope down to the ‘Stone. So that was it. 

My first Open win, a prestigious event, 4.32.47, club record, near 18 minute 

improvement on my previous best, 1st handicap also, backed up by Arthur Batty 

with 4.46.2, Fred Argent 4.48.43 and Gerry Lumsden 4.51.21. perm any two from 

three to make up the fastest team. As the song says, "Ah, yes, I remember it well".  



559 

The previous club record was 4.34.20, set by Arthur Jacobs in 1936 as fourth 

fastest in the Bath Road 100 when Keith Mosedale of the Calleva RC took the 

competition record inside 4½ hours for the first time with 4.27.23. On this weekend 

Arthur and Bill Waller were working on the roof of the kitchen extension to the 

Clubhouse while we were riding. They were still working up there when I was first 

back from the finish and it was “Oh, hello, what did you do?” the nonchalant reply, 

“Oh, a 32” and any ego was quickly deflated when they came back. “What 5.32?”  

One other factor keeps that event as a recurring recollection. At that time I 

was developing an interest in serious music and had recently acquired an LP of 

Tchaikovsky’s 1812 Overture. Now some music buffs rate Tchaikovsky way 

below such as J.S. Bach, Beethoven and Mozart, be that as it may, he isn’t a bad 

entry level composer for a beginner and the 1812 related to the ‘Uni’ 100 for me. 

The opening, building up to early trumpet calls as the minute man is caught, the 

calm pastoral phrases catching the early spring morning enjoyment of the Dunmow 

- Leaden Roding stretch and the strengthening middle section for the journey north 

to the last turn. Then the music gets more sombre for the tough homeward leg with 

the tempo quickening over the last two miles to the thunder of cannon as one 

crosses the line. Then it quietens, slows as one warms down to return to the 

finishing line to cannon salutes and triumphant peals of bells and the realisation 

that you’ve done it! Fanciful, it may be, but just listen to it and ride that 100 with 

me. 

The most meritorious wasn’t a win. In 1948 Arthur and Rene, together with 

Olive were going’ to the Isle of Man and I was going to join them and had entered 

the Mountain Time Trial. They left for Liverpool on the Sunday but I was riding in 

the Inter-Club ‘50’ with the South Eastern Road Club on a course down at Crawley 

so was leaving home on the Monday to get the Wednesday boat. I rode the usual 

fixed on Sunday so started to fit gears on Monday morning. Continental equipment 

was scarce and even four blocks and rear changers to suit almost unknown. 1 had 

picked up a pair of wood sprints second hand that had a Bayliss Wiley unit hub in 

the rear. This had a freewheel mechanism in the hub and would take three ordinary 

sprockets screwed on. If one ground down two of the sprocket flanges four could 

be fitted with space for the chain if the chain stays were packed out a little. The 

rear changer I had was one of the first Simplex with two rollers, the earlier just bad 

one roller and a cage. Only designed for three sprockets, if one filed down a collar 

on the slide that carried the rollers, just sufficient extra movement for four could be 

obtained. Needless to say extremely precise adjustment was necessary and, on this 

morning. I just could not get engagement across all four cogs. I worked at it all 

morning and, at last gave up in disgust and put back my ordinary riding wheels and 

left for Liverpool after lunch. 

I was going to have a good holiday on the Island, there are, or at, least, were 

in those days, plenty of quiet lanes for enjoyable cycling, secluded little coves and 

a variety of scenery, but was I going to start in the Mountain Time Trial? I didn’t 
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want to make a fool of myself.   The wheels I had in were steel High Pressure rims 

shod with war grade tyres, that is to say fully rubbered and not skin sided, a three 

block with the smallest sprocket a 16 which with a 46 chain wheel gave a top gear 

of 79.9. Hardly a serious racing set-up particularly as the course involved a 

mountain descent. Winning times then tended to be in the 1.40s so I got up early 

one morning and went round the course before breakfast without taking the 

mudguards off or really going flat out. If, like that, I could go round inside two 

hours I would start and the answer was that I would. 

Talking to Bob Maitland at the start I learned that he had just come back from 

a race in France and had taken the opportunity to equip with a double chain wheel 

and a four block with a 13 top sprocket! So, away I went and going round to 

Ramsey through Union Mills, up the Creg Willey’s climb and through Kirk 

Michael, I was encouraged to be catching people. The mountain climb starts 

straight out of Ramsey, seven miles of climbing, steeply round the Gooseneck and 

then steadily up to the Bungalow, just below the Snaefell summit. On this stretch I 

had a spoke break in the back wheel and had to dismount and reposition the wheel 

to stop it rubbing on the chain stays. From the summit there is a long sweeping 

bend round to Kate’s Cottage and I revved until I could not go fast enough to keep 

any pressure on, then flattened out over the handlebars, a couple of long straights 

and round the bend by the pub and rev away again. I caught somebody hereabouts 

while I was freewheeling and he was pedalling. Creg-ny-Baa corner, round the 

hairpin at Governors Bridge and the tricky bend immediately after with the reverse 

camber and the final sprint along to the Grandstand. 

I finished third with 1.47.22, Maitland was fastest in 1.45.17 and Reuben 

Firth, of the Altrincham Ravens, then current 10 mile competition record holder, 

was second in 1.46.24. The climb from Ramsey to the Bungalow is separately 

timed and Maitland was fastest in exactly 30 minutes. Spencer of the West Pennine 

RC (eventually fifth) recorded 30.69 and I was third, despite the stop with 31.1. So, 

in all the circumstances, that’s why I rate this one as meritorious. What do you 

think? 

I haven’t been back to the Isle of Man since but, I really enjoyed that holiday 

and the Mountain Time Trial. Could only have wished that courses of that sort 

were more easily available from London. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°493 August 2000 

Reg Baxter’s Story 

I was born in Braintree, Essex, in August 1905 and was brought to London in 

1909. During the First World War my parents had a newsagents and tobacconists 

shop in Pretoria Avenue Walthamstow. I had two brothers; the eldest was born in 

1898 and he joined the Army in 1914. He was over 6ft tall and enlisted in the 

Coldstream Guards. My other brother, born in 1900 was at home with me until he 

was called up in 1918. He and I shared an old crock of a bicycle. In 1917 I cycled 
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to Wickford during the school summer holidays to stay at my Aunt’s poultry farm. 

I rode across Wanstead Flats and via Ilford, Romford, Brentwood and Billericay. 

The Southend Arterial Road was then only a dream. I remember cycling to 

Trafalgar Square in 1918 to see the Armistice Day celebrations. The roads up to 

London were mostly cobbled and tramlines were a problem. 

In 1920 I started work as an Office Boy (Junior Clerks had not been invented) 

and worked in the London office of a Manchester firm of cotton manufacturers. 

The office was in Moorgate Station Chambers, Moorfields. My first new bicycle 

cost £4.19s.6d at Benetfink’s in Cheapside. In 1921 I toured North Wales with a 

local friend and in 1922 cycled with another friend up the Great North Road to 

Yorkshire and across to the Lake District, returning home via North Wales.  

Early in 1923 I began to read Cycling read an advertisement about the NCU 

and CTC. The CTC cost more to join than the NCU and for some reason 

(snobbery) I chose the CTC. I went to their office in Euston Road and joined. At 

the same time obtained a copy of the C.T.C Gazette, which I devoured from cover 

to cover. At that date the run’s lists were part of the Gazette and I was intrigued to 

read that the secretary of the Eastern Section of the North Metropolitan DA was a 

Mr Frank Dawson of 45 Ickworth Park Road, Walthamstow. He lived near to my 

house and in fact was one of my father’s customers. I went to see Mr. Frank 

Dawson. I was then only 17 years old and Frank seemed to me a very venerable 

old gentleman. The run on the following Sunday was to Ely; Frank advised me not 

to turn out on that run. Luckily I took his advice. My first run was to Finchingfield, 

from Dunmow I lagged behind the Section and when I reached the Green Man 

there was nobody in sight. The rest of the Section were hiding behind the big yard 

gates. I had to learn the hard way! 

I should mention that I had by now bought, on hire purchase a BSA bicycle 

from a shop in Moorgate - it cost £12.12s.0d. It had a Brookes B70 saddle, with 3 

coil springs at the rear, and double cogged hub with cam adjustment. I was very 

proud of this bike but it did not retain its pristine glory for long. The Eastern 

Section used to meet at The George, Wanstead and one Sunday we had a run to 

some place near Hatfield Peverel. 

We stopped for elevenses at Mrs. Mabon’s teashop in Ongar. The run 

continued via Norton Heath. On that road there is a steep run down to a river 

bridge. The whole gang were swooping down the hill. I was in the middle, when 

suddenly Stan Deighton shouted out and put his breaks on. There was a terrific 

crash of mangled machines and when I picked myself up and rescued my bike I 

could have wept. The front wheel was a figure of eight, the front forks were pushed 

back and ball bearings were gaping out of the fork crown. We had with us a Mr. 

Percy Spriggs, to me another venerable gentleman but a strong rider. He took 

charge of me and my troubles. He found a drain cover and wrenched my wheel 

passably straight and accompanied me back to Mrs. Mabon’s. I had a hard job to 
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stop the wheel going into the kerb. I got home eventually but my club cycling 

ceased for a while. 

There was at that time a cycle repairer, F.J. Sanders in Orford Road, 

Walthamstow, and I took my damaged bike to him. My B.S.A had bolted-up seat 

stays. I had noticed that the fast boys had cycles with tapered stays brazed to the 

seat lug. I thought this must make a fast bike, so I asked Mr. Sanders to put brazed-

up stays on my B.S.A. What I did not realise was that the bracket height was 

reduced to about 9 inches, and as I had 7 inch cranks I found I was sending up 

sparks when I cornered too fast. However, I was quite happy with the conversion 

and used the bike to ride in the Eastern ‘25’ on 16th September 1923. I was just 18 

years old.  

The Eastern ‘25’ has been written up before, and the times are given for those 

who finished. Jack Torrance has described my finishing ‘with my stockings over 

my shoes’. My time was 1.22.27. Nowadays, a slow time is often accompanied 

with a remark such as ‘punctured’. I did not puncture but would have done better if 

I could have worn shorts and socks. Before we started we all had a lecture about 

the strict rule that a racing man must be completely clothed from head to foot. 

Some of the others had acquired black tights and black alpacas. I could not afford 

those so I wore shorts with very long woollen stockings. I fastened the stockings to 

my shorts with very large safety pins to cover my bare knees. I forgot how many 

times I stopped when the pins came undone and exposed my knees. In the end I got 

fed-up and carried on regardless of disqualification. I always reckon that I could 

have beaten 1.20.00 had I not stopped so many times. Once when I stopped, I saw 

George Johnson searching for his glass eye, which had fallen out. He retrieved it 

later on. Some like to think that this gave rise to the expression ‘eyeballs out’.  

Dennis Atkinson was the only rider who used wooden wheels and tubular 

tyres, and yet Bill Wortley who got inside ‘evens’ beat him. Bill and all the rest of 

us rode steels and fully rubbered tyres. Dennis was older than I was - he was born 

in 1904. Jack Torrance was born in March 1901. He also was to me a grown man - 

3 or 4 years make a huge difference when we are young.  

Jack Torrance worked in an office not far from Moorfields and we often spent 

lunch together watching billiards in a saloon in Moorfields. Like me he had a 

sandwich lunch and perhaps a Swiss bun and a cup of tea in a nearby Joe Lyons. I 

was made redundant in 1925 when the firm went into voluntary liquidation and 

closed the London office. Jack also changed his job - he lived in Gainsborough 

Square, Hackney, not far from the Manor House in Riseholme Street where Mr. 

Villiers lived. Jack was a member of Eton Manor Boys Club as were several others 

in the Section. Mr. Villiers got Jack an introduction to Shell-Mex. I was not 

unemployed for very long. One of the benefits of belonging to a club is the useful 

friendships one makes. Fred Burt, with whom I was destined to tour on many 

occasions, got me an introduction to the Gas, Light and Coke Company and I 
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stayed with them until 1930 when I resigned in order to work with my brother in 

the shop, my father having died in 1928.  

Fred Burt was also older than I was. He joined the Eagle Road Club soon after 

its formation. In 1925 I toured with Fred and Dennis in Southern Ireland. We 

cycled to Fishguard, crossed to Cork and cycled via Glengariffe to Killarney, Gap 

of Dunloe and Kemare River. The following year, 1926, Fred and I took a tandem 

to Scotland. We sailed from Wapping to Leith and crossed to Burntisland. From 

there we cycled via Perth and Killin to the Pass of Glencoe, which was a real rough 

road then via Ballachulish to Fort William. Up through Glen Shiel to the Kyle of 

Lochalsh and then over all the ferries to Scourie. Money got tight so we turned 

across to Dingwall and Tain and then to Galloway and Dumfries to Carlisle for a 

train to London. A glorious holiday, only one day’s rain and unfailing hospitality. 

The roads were rough; we blew out a rear cover and had to buy a Palmer tyre. We 

had bought the tandem from George Hunter’s sister (George Hunter was a fast man 

in the Warren C.C.). We sold it after our return. 

In 1927, when the Club was about 3½ years old, five members went on a 

walking holiday in Switzerland organised by the Workers’ Travel Association. 

This was the beginning of foreign travel for some of us, myself especially. The 

party consisted of about 30 people with a leader. Our little party was made up of 

Atkinson, Baxter, Burt, Bodkin and Billy Williams. We started from Lucerne and 

walked via Andermatt, Furka Pass, Rhone Glacier, Grimsel Pass, climbed the 

Eigishorn and walked on a glacier. After a time the leader allowed us to go on 

ahead of the main party. It was a wonderful holiday and we enjoyed it so much that 

we decided to go on a similar trip in 1928 It was as a result of this holiday in 1927 

that I joined language classes at the City of London College and studied French 

and German. In 1928 the W.T.A. organised a walking tour in the Austrian Tyrol 

but we could not fit in with their date. They agreed to book the hotels for our little 

party and provide bus and rail tickets, but we had to arrange our own midday 

meals. In Switzerland we had midday meals in large hotels. Our party for the Tyrol 

consisted of Atkinson, Baxter, Burt, Cooper, Bodkin and Carpenter, and a non-

cyclist friend of Atkinson. On the strength of my one-year’s study of German I was 

appointed leader for which the W.T.A. supplied me with a route and a badge 

‘W.T.A. Leader’, which I still possess. When we arrived at our destination each 

evening I would announce in my best German “We are the seven from London” 

and they knew who we were. It seems a dream now - imagine that happening 

nowadays.  

The following year was the start of our foreign cycle tours. In that year, 1929, 

I led a party on a cycling tour of France and Switzerland. We were six in number 

i.e. Atkinson, Baxter, Burt, Eddie Cole, Norman Cooper and a friend of Fred 

Burt’s brother, who lived in Selby. Poor chap, he wasn’t used to the speed we went 

at. This happened before derailleur gears were seen on club runs; we used 

freewheels and about a 59” gear. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°494 February 2001 

I revert to the 1924 period. The Eagle Road Club needed money and to 

provide it we organised a Derby Sweepstake, and Dances at the Kings Hall, 

Hackney. One result of this social whirl was the spate of weddings from 1925 

onwards. I seemed to spend a lot of time attending wedding receptions. Jack 

Torrance was married in 1925 (I took the photo of his wedding group). Fred Burt 

married Rose Baker, Arthur Baker’s sister. Frank Dawson (not an Eagle but 

Section Secretary) married Doris Cross, Harry Cross’ sister. Bill Wortley married 

an Irish girl who was a nurse at a York hospital. He and Bill Waller remained 

single for a further period, but Bill Wortley was lost to our racing team. I took over 

Billy Williams’ job as racing secretary in 1928 and was out with the committee. I 

got to know where all the lads lived by cycling round to their homes with books of 

sweepstake tickets.  

Before the formation of the Eagle Road Club we had a hardriders section and 

presumably it was there that a taste for road racing was developed. One outlet for 

their enthusiasm was the Annual Bath Road Club ‘Tourist 12’. Riders covering 180 

miles earned a Gold Medal, Silver for 160 miles and a Bronze for 140 miles. Harry 

Cross, (who was then in the Comrades CC) gained a Gold Medal and Dennis 

Atkinson also. George Johnson (of the glass eye) won Silver. Riders from the 

Century Road Club, who sometimes rode with the Eastern Section, also got Golds; 

Stan Clarke was one and another winner of gold was in the Essex Roads. Because 

of our successes in this 12 Hour Ride our minds had turned to a racing club. Both 

the Century RC and the Essex Roads had used the Eastern Section as a nursery 

and, as has been described in various issues of the Way of an Eagle by Jack 

Torrance and Billy Williams, we wanted to keep together, and so decided to form 

our own.  

What were the fellows like? The biggest practical joker was Harry Torrance 

who was also a very strong rider. On my first run to Waterford I went with others, 

after tea, to paddle in the river at the end of the garden. When it was time to go I 

could not find my shoes and stockings. They were eventually found up a tree. The 

old trick of putting a brick into a saddlebag unbeknown to the rider was quite 

popular. Bank Holiday weekends were often a riot. A Whitsun Holiday weekend at 

Eaton Socon is vividly described by Harry in issue N°178 of The Way of an Eagle. 

It is pure Harry Torrance.  

The highlight of the year was the annual Easter Holiday in the Isle of Wight. 

We met at the Bank of England at 5am. Elevenses were taken at Bagshot, lunch at 

New Alresford and tea on Southampton Common (The Shepherd Inn). Then the 

ferryboat down Southampton Water to Cowes followed by a terrific blind across to 

Ryde. We stayed at The Salisbury Hotel (run by a Mrs. Godfrey). I came across a 

photo, which I took at Easter 1927 of a group in front of the water fountain by the 

Undercliff. In the group are Harry Cross, Winnie Stansell (later Mrs. Cross) and 

Frank Willsher who died so tragically in the Thames Floods near Millbank in 
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January 1928. I realised with some sadness that the Undercliff had since 

disappeared from erosion and that those three members are also memories. 

Then there was a Christmas weekend at The Cock Inn at Henham in 1925 

when a crowd of us were run down by a motorcar on Thornwood Common and 

resulted in Harry Torrance and Fred Burt being taken to Epping Cottage Hospital. 

Details of this incident appear in the early editions of The Way of an Eagle. In 

1981 Albert Ayton asked me to write about it and my effort at memory straining 

appears issue Nº423, winter 1982, under the title ‘The Eagles in Court’. 

On my first runs with the Eastern Section I noticed that some members rode 

Rudge Whitworth cycles with North Road drops. Cycling garb had a military 

flavour for a while; George White sported an ex-Army officer’s jacket - useful 

with huge pockets. Dennis Atkinson had a pair of cavalry style breeches. 

Handlebar grips made of gas- mask tubing were often seen. A year or two later 

fellows turned up at the meet for the Isle of White in new plus-four suits to catcalls 

of “Hallo - another fire?” It was the time when Montague Burton Tailors and the 

Fifty Shilling Tailors (50/-) opened shops in all the suburbs. In an early group 

photo several members can be seen wearing similar suits for 50 bob (£2.50), of 

plus-fours with matching jacket. I had one, also Fred Burt. For another 15/- one 

could have long trousers to match. 

Most of the members lived in the East End of London - Bow, Plaistow, East 

Ham, Hackney, Leyton, and Walthamstow - when early in the 1930s the Southend 

Arterial Road began to be built and there was a spate of ribbon building. Many of 

our members, on getting married, bought houses in roads adjoining the Eastern 

Avenue. Others moved to Chingford. 

Nowadays, I look back to the 1920s with a good deal of nostalgia. Although 

the roads were muddy in winter and dusty in summer, they were deserted apart 

from horses and carts and the very occasional motorcar. The evening mid-week 

rides to Epping (Ted Hammonds Café) Honey Lane Plain (Mrs. Riley’s), Potter 

Street (Thompson’s), usually ended up in one vast club run developing into a tear-

up from The Wake Arms to The Fountain, Snaresbrook, alongside other clubs. 

Racing weekends consisted of a ride up to Henham (Cock Inn) on Saturday 

afternoons or Mrs. Willett’s Boarding House, and later to Bishop’s Stortford (The 

Albert Hotel), which was a little more civilized with hot water and a bathroom. At 

The Cock, Henham most of us slept in rows on the floor of a large upstairs room. I 

bought a pair of 27” sprint wheels and some tubulars from Morton Greig when he 

gave up racing. I carried the wheels on brackets attached to the front spindle when 

not racing.  

After a race on Sunday morning we rode to the lunch place to meet and eat 

with the Section. The racing programme consisted of Club events, Association i.e. 

Eastern Counties Cycling Association & North Midds and Herts CA events; these 

were the events that the aspiring fast man rode. The successful riders were also 

able to ride as a team in Opens - events promoted by other clubs. In the 1920s the 
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first Open event of the year was the ‘Forest 25’ and the last Open of the year was 

the ‘Comet 25’. I am speaking, of course, of the Eastern Roads. On Easter Monday 

we had the ‘Etna 50’, which later became the ‘Charlotteville 50’. On Whit Monday 

there was the ‘University 100’. We travelled to the Bath Road for the ‘Balham 

Second Class 100’ on August Sunday and the ‘Bath Road 100’ on Bank Holiday 

Monday. These were also opportunities to explore the Thames at Pangbourne and 

do a bit of punting or canoeing. 

The ECCA 12 hour ride was popular. Harry Cross won it several times. I first 

rode in this ‘12’ in 1924, on steels. The roads were rough. We started from the 17
th

 

milestone just before Thornwood Common and rode via Stumps Cross to 

Cambridge and then radiated to Godmanchester, Ely, Whittlesford, and then back 

via Stumps Cross. In 1924 and 1925 it was a good day’s outing. There were 

‘feeding stations’ outside a pub on each of the detours where a rider could 

dismount, sit at a bench and be served with Virol
70

 and various sorts of food. This 

happy state of affairs did not last. One year a rider, someone of the Century Road 

Club I think, decided to ride a ‘12’ without stopping for food and drink. Thereafter 

a ‘12’ became a race and no longer a pleasant day’s outing. For the 1924 ‘12’ I 

stayed the night at The White Horse, Potter Street with others, including Harry 

Cross. We got little sleep, what with snoring and rising at dawn for breakfast. 

Harry Cross had steak for breakfast and so we youngsters also had one. 

The North Midds and Herts CA had a magazine - North Midds Gazette. Jack 

Torrance was a regular contributor under the pseudonym ‘Aquila’, his articles were 

quite renowned. 

A well-known cycle maker in Leyton was a Mr. Perkins. I bought one of his 

frames in about 1927 and also a pair of 26” sprint wheels. The tubulars were 

Constrictors and I used to take them to their factory to be repaired. I also bought a 

frame from Maurice Selbach who had a shop in South London. It was not until 

1937 that I bought a completely new bicycle. It was made for me by F.W. Evans of 

Kennington, whom I had got to know from the inter-club 50 races with the South 

Eastern Road Club - he was their President. I still have that bicycle. It was made 

for touring not racing.  

Reg Baxter - A Tribute 

by Jack Dunn  

You have read Reg’s response, not long before he died, to my request to 

founder members to record their memories of the birth of the Club and their own 

experiences of its early years. The first part showed him as typical of so many of 

our early members; East End teenagers turned out of school at 14 and into poorly 

paid jobs; fired with the urge to ride a bike, whatever the obstacles, and little 

money to satisfy it. Reg, for example, had to share a bike! 

                                                           
70 Virol was a concentrated food of high nutritional value consisting of malt extract, vitamins and 

minerals produced from 1899 to 1979 
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But Reg’s career in cycling was far from typical; he remained a member, and 

an honoured one, from its formation to the end of his life. He never achieved 

prominence in the racing world, though he did win the Club Championship one 

year. He was one of the pioneers of overseas cycle touring, at a time when 

Continental travel was regarded as something reserved for the well-to-do. His urge 

to be able to converse with the people in the countries he visited led him to a 

mastery of French, German and Italian (not Spanish - he dropped that after a while 

because it interfered with his Italian - so he dropped Spain from his itineraries). On 

English too, he had a command of language that made him a favourite after dinner 

speaker and for many years no Club dinner was complete without Reg proposing 

one or other of the toasts. 

For the latter half of his life he lived in Putney, in a third floor flat; he used to 

carry his bike up four flights of stairs after every ride, because he couldn’t trust its 

safety in the ground floor storage available. Even the tandem, that he used for a 

number of years with his young son, Michael, had to be carried up to his flat. 

Despite this deterrent, he never ceased to ride his bike regularly for shopping, 

going to Wandsworth Baths for a swim, or to the library, as well as pleasure rides. 

He joined the family section of the South London DA of the CTC as a suitable 

introduction to club life for Michael. But his devotion to the Eagle Road Club 

never wavered. He was seldom absent from any event that would bring out his 

contemporaries: the Club Dinner, the summer evening parties at the President’s 

home, the week-ends at Middleton Stoney and the annual founder’s reunion lunch 

that he organised. 

His account covers only the early years and only touches on his impressive 

touring career. With a variety of companions, or sometimes on his own or with 

young Michael, he covered great areas of France, Switzerland and the countries 

that border them, particularly in their mountainous parts. There are few of the more 

spectacular passes that he did not cross at least once. An incident from one of these 

journeys was recapped by Reg in The Way of an Eagle (some years ago (see ‘Age 

Concern’ - N°449 December 1988 )  

Those are my abiding impressions of Reg and you’ve heard it from the man 

himself. 
by Christine Smith 

When I knew Reg he was still going to Europe with his bike by train, using 

his Pensioner’s Rail Card, and then touring. He carried a primus stove in his saddle 

bag and when he got to the top of a pass always had a cup of tea. He said the older 

he got the smaller his chain wheels and the bigger his sprockets got. Eventually the 

smallest chain wheel and the biggest sprocket were the same size! He was very 

proud to have his name on some of the Eagle trophies. He was still touring and had 

just acquired a new bicycle when, at the age of 83 he died in December 1988. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°518 Spring 2011 

Young Eagles 

by Glenn Grant 

Our particular band of Eagles all grew up and went to school in Leyton in the 

mid 1970s. We had bikes as transport - cheaper than buses and faster than walking. 

Not all our parents had cars and in any case they were too busy earning a living to 

ferry us around. 

I have been friends with Tony Meader since we were at school together aged 

11. He lived in Cromer Road, a few streets down from me. He was the first of our 

group to join the Eagle. His cousin, Dave Paternoster, was older than us and an 

Eagle member. When we were 14 or so, I remember Tony saying he was going to a 

cycle race the next week. I was very impressed. 

Race he did, and then roped me into racing. It was a club 10 on the old 

Abridge to Toot Hill turn course. I did a 32 minute 10 seconds in trainers and 

football shorts riding high pressures. This was 1977 so we were 14 or 15 years old.  

Tony then invited me for a ride on a Sunday to see some racing (turned out to 

be marshalling at Hatfield Peverel). He had arranged to meet two club riders at The 

Moby Dick Pub on the Southend Road. I was looking forward to riding with some 

serious club racers, so wasn’t impressed when two grey-haired gents, probably in 

their late 50s/early 60s turned up on touring bikes with mudguards and.....saddle 

bags. After around 30 miles of fast riding I was more than impressed! After 60 or 

so miles I was in awe of these guys. Of course we youngsters weren’t prepared for 

such a ride, so I was grateful for the food & drink they gave us (out of their saddle 

bags). The two gents were Albert Ayton & Gerry Lumsden. 

Other prominent members in the club were Arthur Batty and Harry Cross. 

Chas was a mere young thing and Eddie Hadlow was Club Champion. Pete Smith 

was taking some time out from racing but was always helping at events. Pete 

Beresford would regularly race. He even rode a few crits at Eastway on his curly 

Hetchins. Their wives were also involved and would come to the events with us 

and provide tea and cakes afterwards. 

Other bike-riding school friends then came into our Eagle group - Martin 

Waller was an early recruit and good at time trials. He won the hill climb one year 

- his warm up was getting chased by a dog all the way up Lippitts Hill. It wasn’t a 

good enough warm up though - he injured himself winning and had to go to 

hospital. 

In 1977 and our first year of racing, Tony was Novice Champion and Martin 

was runner up. 

Alan McArdle’s Dad worked with my Dad in Silvertown. I remember Alan 

used to ride to our school from darkest Leytonstone. We made friends and he came 

along to the club. 
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Dave Youell (who I’ve known from 5 years old - we were in the same class at 

infants school) then also joined. He lived round the corner to Tony. Dave’s cousin 

Jon raced for many years with the Comrades CC - he shares Dave’s speed at time 

trials. After weekly club nights, we would usually have a night-time burn up to 

Brad Sewell’s house in Chingford. We dropped Dave along Rangers Road (well he 

had just joined) and with no lights, he missed the bend at the bottom and ended up 

in the ditch. He found his way to Brad’s house, soaking wet and complete with 

duckweed and mud in his jacket. I’m surprised his mum didn’t find out and stop 

him cycling with us. 

Carlito Rendora (who has just found his way back to the club) was another 

school friend who joined. Watch out - he’s got a vicious sprint and won the hill 

climb once. Because of his unusual style of sprint (you have to see it) I nicknamed 

him ‘Banzai’ - probably not PC nowadays. 

Glen Pamphilon was a school friend, whose dad was in the Crest CC, so he 

joined them. We did let him join our training runs though, but exacted a heavy 

price if he stayed at the Clubhouse with us. Alan’s got more details. 

HR (Dick) Morris’ bike shop was in Orford Road, Walthamstow. One day, 

there was a youth outside with his nose pressed up against the window. I 

recognised him from school (he’s a couple of years older than me). Turned out to 

be Howard Grace, who subsequently joined. Being older, Howard got his driving 

licence before us. His dad had a nice big estate car (Citroen Famille), which was 

very handy for transporting bikes to races. 

We were lucky in living so close to Eastway Cycle Circuit and managed to 

persuade our school to send us there for our PE lessons. We got a lot of good 

advice from Les Jordan (a BCF National Coach) and Stan Turner, who both 

worked there. One of the other staff was Tony Baldwin, who used to ride the track. 

He quickly spotted Tony Meader’s sprinting ability and used to spend a lot of time 

riding round Eastway with him, sprinting for the line each lap. I remember he was 

a very classy rider and never looked like he was trying too hard - but he was very 

quick. 

At that time, the club used to meet weekly - Shernall Street, Walthamstow 

when I joined, then for a very long time in South Woodford. We would talk up our 

previous weekend’s racing and plan future racing. We also used to play table tennis 

a lot, or at least admire Chas’s daughter Geraldine play. We were all too scared of 

Chas though to ask her out! 

The weekly club night was a great place for new members to come along to - 

Brad Sewell, Dave Farrow, Dave Griffiths (Mick Griffiths’ son) all came into the 

Eagles through the club- nights. Eagles regularly riding at Eastway in the Thursday 

League and at weekends also attracted members. 

Without transport, the club elders used to ferry us around to races. When I 

look back, that must have been a huge commitment for them. However, they were 

always there for us, early TT starts, cheering us around the course, endless cups of 
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tea and slices of cake. Arthur Batty would even share his wintergreen around on a 

cold morning, but that’s another story. 

Another alternative was to ride to the Clubhouse on a Saturday afternoon, stay 

over, race Sunday morning and then ride home Sunday afternoon. Our parents had 

no idea where we were going (my dad had difficulty finding his way out of 

Leyton) and of course this was before mobile phones etc. I remember the first time 

staying up at the Clubhouse - we rode around for hours in the dark (with no lights) 

trying to find a local telephone box to call home. 

The current toilets and showers at the clubhouse came much later - when we 

first stayed there we had to use a chemical loo in a wooden shack. It was awful. 

I’ve no idea why, but I do remember Martin Waller being locked in it and only 

allowed out after singing God Save the Queen a few times. Slowest rider in the 

morning race usually had to empty the loo before we set off home. 

In the winter, Arthur used to lead the Sunday morning club run, leaving at 

09.00 sharp from The Blue Boar in Abridge. ‘Getting the miles in’ was a common 

training philosophy, interspersed with sprinting for village signs. Traffic wasn’t so 

dense or fast then, so you could spread yourself right across the road during a 

sprint. We used to stop at Hatfield Heath for a cuppa and a tea cake, so taking the 

Hatfield Heath sign AND then the sprint to the top of the hill was a major honour. 

63" fixed wheel was de rigueur for keeping the legs spinning and good bike 

control in bad conditions. As most people used it during winter, fixed wasn’t a 

handicap in a group ride. 

After a club run, we would often descend en masse at an elder’s house, with 

bikes stacked outside the door and wet stuff left in the hallway. Win Cross, 

Dorothy Batty, Olive Ayton and Ivy Lumsden were always very accommodating 

and would sit chatting with us for ages until we had eaten everything they could 

throw at us. Alan’s house was another focal point - being Leytonstone we didn’t 

leave our bikes outside, so sometimes his Mum & Dad couldn’t get through their 

hallway for bikes. 

Another great annual activity was to go to Middleton Stoney, near Bicester. 

Some background is that the first Eagle Road Club President was the Right 

Honourable Major Arthur Villiers (if you know about Norton Villiers motorbikes, 

it’s his family). A wealthy man, he was keen to give a lot back in sporting and 

educational work around the East End. Our clubhouse grounds are leased at a 

peppercorn rent from his organization. Another example is Eton Manor Rugby 

Club (near the Olympic Park), which is his legacy. 

He also built two educational establishments, each called Villiers Park. One is 

in Foxton, Cambridgeshire and the other in Middleton Stoney. Sited in extensive 

grounds, they provided accommodation and learning facilities so that people from 

the East End could get out of London and study in a different environment. As 

Club President, he made sure the Eagle Road Club was allowed to use the facility 
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one weekend a year. We had bedrooms, catering laid on and a library and sports 

hall to use afterwards. 

We would ride up to Middleton Stoney from Leyton on a Friday, have a ride 

around the Chilterns on the Saturday and then ride back on the Sunday - around 

250 miles. Other club members would come along including George White, who 

was a founder club member and I believe reserve for the British Olympic Team in 

the 20s. 

Dennis Sale, Jamzy’s granddad, was another regular. I remember he always 

used to ride fixed wheel (even up and down the steep hills). We always got a 

packed lunch for the Saturday ride and usually found a pub (well Pete Beresford 

always found the pub) to eat at. The elders would sneak us some shandys and of 

course the combination of tiredness, sun- shine, youth and no alcohol tolerance 

would have some effect. One of our younger crew fell asleep, to be woken by 

Dennis pouring his beer on him! 

Pete Beresford and Arthur Batty were always keen to ride to Burford and then 

disappear - only later did I realize there was a brewery there. 

We had some fantastic weekends there, not only with the riding, but with the 

excitement of teenagers staying up half the night messing around, having 

badminton & table tennis competitions in the sports hall etc. As we got a bit older, 

girls and beer became more important. I think Martin Waller was the first of our 

group to successfully buy a beer in the local pub. As for girls, the Manager of 

Villiers Park had two daughters living on site with him. I’ll leave Alan to fill in a 

few more details. 

Sadly cutbacks have even hit educational establishments and Villiers Park at 

Middleton Stoney is no more, although Foxton still remains. I think any club’s 

membership ebbs and flows over the years. Our group of youngsters certainly gave 

the Eagle Road Club a new lease of life and the club gave us access to a 

completely new range of life experiences. Since then, the club has ebbed but 

currently we have a fabulous group of active members and enthusiasm that I’ve not 

seen in a long time. There are some more youngsters coming into the club, 

hopefully they will continue in the club and in time have their own stories to tell. 

Spotlight on Howard Grace 

I joined the club in 1977 or 1978, I just got sort of assimilated into the club 

and club life. I had my nose pressed against Dickie Morris’s window at his 

Walthamstow cycle shop, ogling the latest Campag Nouvo Record Groupset when 

a smooth talking young man walked out of  the shop and mentioned that if I took 

my cycling seriously I should join a club and best club in area meets on 

Wednesday night at St. Mary Church Hall …….. mmm I wonder who that could 

have been? But seriously I followed a number of my school friends to join the 

Eagles and haven’t looked back. 

It’s an everyman type of club that’s steeped in tradition but is not afraid to 

move with the times - the club members are a really good bunch of people. Did I 
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mention our fantastic Blue and Yellow kit! The bikes I have are a race bike, 

training bike, mountain bike and commuter bike. Before racing I wash and fettle 

my bike, pack my kit bag and get everything ready the day before and if it’s a cold 

morning I’ll have porridge with honey and banana for breakfast. My ambitions are 

to ride my bike whenever I get the opportunity and do some racing and ride some 

Festival events and I like to ride to places of historical interest. 

The bike I would like to have if money is no object is a Parlee custom build 

with (obviously) Campag Super Record EPS Groupset and a set of Germany 

Lightweight Meilenstein carbon wheels – that would get rid of an obscene amount 

of cash! The other sport I follow is Motorsport – Rally Cross and Touring (saloon) 

car racing. My best performances on a bike - short 58 on the E72 or maybe riding a 

12 hour or the camaraderie of racing over Eastway or riding the London to Paris 

which finished on the Champs Elysée and then returning home with Albert Ayton 

(one day I’ll tell you about the four lunch that resulted in a 27 mile Grand Prix de 

Gentleman to regain the back of the group!). 

I dislike early starts and a typical week’s riding/training is to commute to 

work three/four days a week and either race or go for a long ride in the Essex lanes. 

I have slept up at the club house but sleeping rarely went on, as there was always 

lots of hi-jinks and pranks, with the ride home always ending in no quarter given - 

carnage. I would like to go for a ride with the legendary Fausto Coppi or Greg 

Lemond who was at the forefront of the influx of non-European riders and 

mondialisation of the sport. 

Ann R. Miller 
17/03/2009 

My father was Reginald James Livermore and a member of the Eagle Road 

Club back in the 1920 - 1930s. He died on 2.9.61, aged 60 years old and when 

father died in 1961 his wish was for his big silver cup
71

 to be presented to the club, 

which was done via his friend Ernie Turner of Leyton, and the two small ones went 

to Ernie, as was his wish. I understand it was going to be used for a race each year. 

Ernie Turner (of Leyton) and Bert Clarke (who lived at Ongar) were his friends 

who also did cycling at that time. 

He had left London during the war, as with his mother and sister they were 

bombed out of Jansen Road at Stratford. Things between grandmother and 

grandfather were not good, so she decided to return to her home town of Hereford, 

with my Dad, Reginald James Livermore and his sister Lillian. 

He never forgot the club and think he missed it. When I was young we had 

two brass figures each end of the mantelpiece, a mantle clock both won cycling. 

Also a canteen of cutlery which I still have but not the box, it needs cleaning from 

time to time. Also I have 29 medals he won with his time at the club and a gold 

pocket watch, now displayed in a glass case. 

                                                           
71 The Livermore Trophy – A perpetual trophy now awarded to the fastest rider in the Open 50 or equivalent. 
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I do remember that he asked that the cup be given to the club, and that Ernie 

Turner did that for him, I believe he kept in touch with the club. 

Christine Smith 

I was a War Baby
72

, born at Lockington Hall in the county of Leicestershire 

where my mother had been evacuated. I lived for my first fourteen years at various 

addresses in Leyton and Leytonstone then we moved to Woodford Bridge. When I 

was about sixteen years old I joined a Youth Club which met at St. Barnabas 

School in Woodford Green and a cycling club also met there. I longed to join them 

but my bike was a sit up and beg job, although I was saving up for one like theirs 

(drop handlebars etc.). By the time I got one, two years later, they had gone. I 

made enquiries and was given the name and address of their secretary, Barbara 

Crowley. It was the Epping Forest Section of the Essex District Association of the 

Cyclists’ Touring Club and they had a clubroom in Epping, at The Bell Café (now 

the Magpies Nest) and she took me there. 

The furthest I had ever ridden in one day was to North Weald and back with 

other children in the neighbourhood. It was then still an operational RAF 

aerodrome and we would lean our bikes against the hedge and watch the 

aeroplanes landing, taking off and taxing along the runway. My first clubrun with 

the section was to Bourne End in Buckinghamshire, we must have done eighty 

miles that day and I found out what it was like to be shattered! Clubruns with the 

Section were in a four weekly pattern (like the Bart’s maps), Essex, Kent, Herts & 

Bucks and a Youth Hostel weekend. On Sundays we met at Epping or Brentwood 

and if going south The George at Wanstead. We went to places like Maldon, 

Burnham-on-Crouch, Sudbury and Tring or after crossing at Woolwich Ferry to 

Edenbridge, Hildenborough or Tonbridge. Leaving home at 8 am elevenses or tea 

was at, amongst others, the Cosy Café at Sawbridgeworth, the Marshmoor at 

Hatfield, The Big Tea Pot at Biggin Hill or the transport café at Green Street Green 

and arriving back home around 7 or 8 pm. Youth Hostel weekends were to 

Alfriston, Arundel, Oxford or Houghton Mill – we got the miles in! 

The members of the section all raced, the men with the Viking Road Club and 

the women with the Valkyries CC, both racing offshoots of the Essex DA, and I 

soon found myself having a go. When in 1963 the Viking Road Club changed their 

rules and membership was no longer limited to men the ladies in the Valkyries CC 

all joined the Viking Road Club and combined their trophies with Viking RC. I 

was not very fast but I did enjoy it all, especially the weekends staying in cycling 

digs in places like Calcot for the Bath Road, the E3 (Southend Arterial) we would 

ride out to. Most people worked in the City and for cyclists riding to work every 

day not only saved a lot of money, made you fit and I rode along with all sorts of 

                                                           
72 War Baby – Born between 1939 and 1945 we never throw anything away. Always eat all the food put in front of us. 

When tired can sleep anywhere and nothing disturbs us especially loud noises. 
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interesting people – Ken Craven, Mick Burrow, Stan Spelling, Arthur Dobbin and 

Bruce Hunt to mention a few. 

In the winter we went two nights a week to circuit training. In those days this 

also had to be segregated and the only women’s circuit training was organised by 

the WCRA (Womens’ Cycle Racing Association) and run by George Addy at 

Brondesbury Park Comprehensive School (near Willesden) where he was a 

teacher. He had been a PT Instructor in the Army during the war and was the father 

and coach of Bob Addy (1963 British Road Champion who rode in the Tour de 

France, Olympic and Commonwealth Games, Tour de l'Avenir, Amstel Gold and 

five UCI World Road Race Championships.). I would meet up with clubmates at 

Holborn and we ride there. After two hours of hard circuit training and basketball 

with medicine balls ride home to Woodford Bridge! Although I did sometimes get 

a lift. One night, riding home past the Finsbury Park Astoria, we were surrounded 

by hordes of people and discovered afterwards that was the night The Beatles were 

playing there! 

At Christmas the Eagles and Vikings went away hiring cabin cruisers at first 

on the Norfolk Broads and then the River Thames up river from Thames Ditton. In 

1963 my clubmate Lorna and I managed to persuade one of the Viking boats to let 

us join them on the Thames and I first met Peter. 

In the Summer there were the Wednesday evening competitions at Herne Hill, 

the ladies events organised by Ann Smith of the South Eastern RC. By then I was 

married to Peter, we were living in Upton Park and I was working near Fleet 

Street. I would ride to work with a saddlebag loaded with racing kit, sandwiches 

and sprints and tubs attached to the front forks with sprint carriers – no joke in the 

traffic. After work it was over Blackfriars Bridge around the Elephant and Castle 

and on through Brixton and Streatham to Herne Hill. There we would change the 

wheels and remove the brake, mudguards, saddlebag and carrier. The lightest high 

pressure wheels were 27x1¼ inches, sprints were slightly smaller, tubs were stuck 

on with shellac and if punctured the replacement took several days to stick 

properly. Afterwards the bike changed back and the ride home was with a crowd 

from the Easterley RC, including Bill and Molly Swan and Linda and Clive 

Johnson, through Rotherhithe Tunnel the last uphill stretch of which, after racing, 

felt like riding up a mountain.  

The Eagle Road Club was the club everyone knew was the one with the best 

clubhouse and I was very curious to see it. In those days it was very much a men 

only outfit and there was no way any female could get past the gate let alone 

inside. After much persuasion I got Peter to borrow the keys and take me there to 

see it – it was at night and under cover of darkness!  

When he was racing on the E1 he stayed overnight at the Clubhouse and I 

would ride out to the finish in the morning. Afterwards when he was inside the 

Clubhouse having a wash and brush-up I had to wait outside in the bus shelter. We 

would ride home and if the weather was good stop at Harlow Mill. There was a 
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boatyard there and we would hire a rowing boat for an hour. Like other Wives and 

Girlfriends of the Eagles I became very familiar with the bus shelter outside the 

gate and the woods over the road. The Chequers, as with all pubs then, was only 

open from 12 noon to 2 pm on Sundays, so when necessary it was across the road 

and into the woods. We ladies always said that was how the bluebells grew there in 

such profusion. 

The Wives and Girlfriends of the Eagles have always been very supportive 

with organising the refreshments for their open events but it was always served at 

the side of the road and eventually even with a tent. Win Cross had her own ‘ladies 

clubhouse’ up by the Easterly Road Club Clubhouse and it was here that Win, Ivy, 

Olive and Dorothy would make the tea and coffee and then transport it to the 

finish. I could never understand then why the Clubhouse was not used for this.  

When we were finally allowed in I have spent many happy hours there, club 

and open events, open days, garden parties and bonfire nights not to mention 

making tea and gardening. 
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14.   O B I T U A R I E S  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°105 November1941 

Ernie Gomme 

It is my sad duty to pass on the news of the death on 9
th

 October1941 of Ernie 

Gomme. Though some new members may not know him, he will be remembered 

by most of the old stagers, as a thoroughly decent chap. ‘Gommy’ as he was 

affectionately known, was a bus driver, and I can testify that he was not one of 

those who packed up during the blitz, and he rode his bike home regularly through 

the raids. Whilst on the road he had some hair-raising escapes from bombs, and his 

home also was wrecked. Yet his death was due to a dental abscess following the 

extraction of a tooth. Well I can only say that Ernie was respected by all who knew 

him, he was quiet and unassuming, yet a good chap to have beside you in time of 

danger. I looked on him as a brother, and I am sure all our sympathies will go out 

to his wife and relatives in their bereavement. 
Bert Tuck 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°263 April 1955 

David White 

It is our very painful duty to report a fatal accident involving David White. He 

was cycling from Walthamstow to a Technical School on the 15
th

 March, when 

something happened on a pedestrian crossing (details are not available). David fell 

from his bicycle and suffered severe head injuries; instantly losing consciousness - 

nobody else was injured. The doctors fought for nearly a week to bring him out of 

the coma, but eventually had to face defeat. 

The suddenness of this tragedy has shocked all those who knew him, its utter 

finality is at first beyond belief, he was so very popular, and at 17 was on the 

threshold of a promising career. 

Mere words are incapable of expressing our emotional reactions to this cruel 

catastrophe. The Club has suffered a great loss, but this is nothing comparable to 

the void left in the lives of his parents. 

The Club’s very sincere and heartfelt sympathy goes to George and his wife 

on their bereavement. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°264 May 1955 

The following caption was seen in a local paper: - “Boy cyclist killed riding 

with his head down.” David’s father has sent us a report of the actual evidence 

given at Romford Coroner’s Court and we quote here 

‘The woman with whom he collided at the crossing was unhurt but, 

continuously crying, said she remembered nothing. The next witness, an auto- 

cyclist, who stopped when approaching from the other side of the crossing, said 
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that “he saw no cyclist.” The lorry driver, who pulled up rapidly to avoid the auto-

cyclist, admitted that he was three feet over the centre of the road due to parked 

vehicles (in the 45’ zone?) and said he saw no cyclist until the boy hit the lorry’s 

mudguard. 

A further witness who was behind the lorry said at first he could not 

remember a cyclist approaching but latter realized that he did see a fast pedalling 

cyclist. The Coroner then asked “Did he have his head down?” and the witness said 

“Yes, I think he may have done.” A police witness stated that the bicycle was in 

perfect condition; the Coroner asked if it was a full racing machine with fully 

dropped handle-bars and was told that it was so. 

Later he summed up that David was riding with his head down and came into 

collision with a pedestrian; he added that “There is no suggestion that anyone did 

anything they should not have done.” The jury returned a verdict of accidental 

death and extended their sympathy to the parents.’ 

It appears that the Coroner had by his leading questions suggested that David 

was riding with his head down when there was nothing to support the supposition. 

All those acquainted with David’s style of riding will agree that such a position 

was alien to him. As he was not able to pull up at the crossing it leaves no doubt 

that he was riding too fast at that particular spot, but it is not right to obtain a 

verdict by leading questions (when asked afterwards why he said David had his 

head down the witness said “I may have been wrong but I was asked the question 

and answered without really thinking”.) A Coroner has the right, however, to use 

any means in order to obtain a verdict. The Coroner may have seen photographs of 

trackmen in ‘flat-out’ sprints and to his mind any rider gripping the lowest points 

of the handlebars would be oblivious to his whereabouts, but of course such is not 

the case. It would appear that on this tragic occasion things, happened very rapidly, 

as they sometimes do, and David was not in a position to prevent the collision. We 

hope that the printing of the above will give a clearer picture and we need hardly 

add that George White and his wife feel very upset over the summing up. We 

deeply sympathise with them. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°271 December 1955 

Jennie Davey 

The announcement of the death of Mrs. Jennie Davey after a long illness 

bravely borne, will evoke many an affectionate memory in the minds of a wide 

circle of friends. Her association with the Eagles was as old as the Club itself, and 

her many distinctive qualities endeared her to us all. It seems a particularly harsh 

buffet of fate that Jennie, who less than a year ago was so gaily responding to the 

toast of ‘The Ladies’ should be taken from us almost on the eve of another Annual 

Dinner, for it was at these great reunions that her lovable character radiated 

happiness and so copiously enriched, the good fellowship one seeks at these 

gatherings 
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Jennie herself has often told the story of her initiation into the Eastern Section, 

and it is comforting to know we have long been forgiven that somewhat brutal 

introduction to the world of wheels; more pleasant now to recall those golden days 

on the Isle of Wight and in our own Essex countryside when ‘to be young was very 

heaven’.  To her husband, Bill and son, Arnold, goes our deepest sympathy; the 

Eagle Road Club will long mourn the loss of one who’s gaiety and courage was an 

example to us all. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°280 September 1956 

Harry Torrance 

IN MEMORIAM 

I first met Harry Torrance in 1921 or 2 when as a lad I started with the Eastern 

Section of the C.T.C. He was then, and always had been, the possessor of an 

impish brand of humour, no practical joke was too big for him and he was always 

ready to join in any fun and games, even if the joke was on him. His cheerful 

nature must have been a large factor in deciding that happy band of 1923 to form 

their own club (the Eagle Road Club) rather than split up and lose one another’s 

comradeship. We never regretted it and I recall many happy weekends, Henham, 

The Albert at Stortford and Catmere End with Harry the ringleader in any fun and 

games. 

As a racing man he won many ‘Golds’ and handicap prizes, and although not 

in the very first class I believe he was a member of our very first team success, 

‘The Balham 2nd Class 100’ in 1924. I will always remember one Sunday morning 

on our way to Thorley for elevenses. We passed a ‘Chara’
73

 going down Potter 

Street and one of the passengers held out a quart bottle of beer which Harry 

promptly grabbed and pocketed, and eventually handed over to Old Man Tucker on 

our arrival. His early departure at the age of fifty three leaves a big gap in the ranks 

of Founder Members and we all extend a heartfelt and sincere sympathy to his 

widow, son and daughter. 

His memory will always be with us. 
‘Carp’ 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°273 February 1956 

Doris Baxter 

Doris, wife of Reg Baxter, passed away just before Christmas after a painful 

illness. 

Reg as you probably know is a founder member of the Club. Doris and he 

have regularly appeared at the Club Dinner and have made a point of riding out to 

the Hill Climb each year. It is a rather ironic coincidence that Reg has missed only 

                                                           
73 A char-à-banc is a type of horse-drawn vehicle or early motor coach, usually open-topped, common in Britain during 

the early part of the 20th century. It was especially popular for sight-seeing or "works outings" to the country or the 

seaside, organised by businesses once a year. 
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two Club Dinners - one ten years ago, when Doris and he were married, the other 

was this year when Doris lay dying. 

On behalf of the Club we offer Reg and his three year old son our somewhat 

belated but most profound sympathy to Reg for the loss of a dear wife and to his 

son for the loss of a mother’s love and affection.   

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°334 August/September 1961 

R.J. Livermore 

All Eagles will learn with deep regret of the death on September 2
nd

, 1961, of 

Reg, Livermore at his home in Hereford.  It seems hardly possible that one whom 

we remember especially as a fine, robust athlete should have been taken from us at 

the early age of sixty, but his constitutional withdrawnness, and a great deal of 

personal sorrow, must have contributed not a little to his early demise. The present 

generation of Eagles will hardly remember him apart from his occasional visits to 

social occasions in London and a number of honourable engravings on the Club’s 

trophies, but thirty years ago and more Livermore’s name was one known 

throughout the country as one of the greatest exponents of our sport, and with 

George White and Harry Cross formed part of a great triumvirate which brought 

the Club to the pinnacle it was not to exceed until the late nineteen-forties. Thrice 

club champion, perhaps his strongest claim to immortality was the remarkable feat 

of winning the Novices Championship and the Club Championship in the same 

year, a feat unparalleled in our history. 

We mourn the passing of a fine sportsman and a grand clubman, and to his 

daughter we convey our deepest sympathy. 
J.S.T. 

Club secretary, Albert Ayton, received the following letter from Bill Slimmon, 

Secretary of the South-Eastern recently.  

 

‘I was very sorry indeed and deeply shocked to read in the Way of an Eagle 

today of the passing of Reg Livermore. Reg was, I always thought, typical of the 

very best in time trial sport and a great credit to the game and his club. I have told 

the story before, but I have never forgotten the first time I met Reg. in the Inter-

Club ‘50’ in 1929 when he was club champion and I was an unknown novice, yet 

he took the trouble to slow down for a moment when he caught me to warn me of 

the danger of Littlebury in the wet. He was a real clubman in every sense of the 

word and on behalf of the South-Eastern Road Club I send you our sincere 

sympathy in your loss.’ 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°338 January1962 

A.H. Ward 

We regret to report the death, on the 28
th

 December last, of Arthur Ward, at 

his home near Wroxham, where he had been living in retirement for five years. A 
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well known and well liked figure in the cycling world, both in its business and 

recreational sides. Arthur Ward will always be remembered by Eagles of an older 

generation for his work in reviving interest in the sport after the First World War, 

and was in fact Secretary of the Eastern Section at the time of our foundation. He 

later became a very firm friend of the Eagle Road Club and a regular supporter of 

the Annual Dinner, and although his interests inclined more to the touring side, he 

was known to hundreds of Eagles who would meet him pottering home with his 

dear wife from ‘Thompsons’ on Sunday morning.  It is thus that I shall remember 

him: his cheery greeting, and “Are you stopping at the Wake Arms for a quick 

one?” - it is sad to think that so loyal a comrade has now gone on. To his wife, 

Bertha, we extend our deepest sympathy.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°342 July/August/September 1962 

Jan Preedy 

It is with regret that I have to report the passing of 28 year old Jan Preedy on 

Sunday 29
th

, as the result of a tragic accident at Puckeridge after he had been 

watching a road race which four members were riding. 

A very keen cyclist, Jan joined the Club from Bruce Castle C.C. some 18 

months ago. A very friendly and likeable person, everybody took to him 

immediately they met him. I know he will be sadly missed by all those who knew 

him. The deepest sympathy of all Club members is extended to Jan’s family in 

their very sad bereavement.  

The funeral was on 3
rd

 August at Tottenham Cemetery and a wreath was sent 

on behalf of the Club. The Club was represented at the funeral by Peter Greening, 

Doug. Hambleton, Chris Hart, John Hughes, Jack Miller, Roger Prowse, Alan 

Thomas and Tony Woodcock. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°364 Feb/March 1965 

Winnie Bridger 

It is with deep regret that we record the passing of Winnie Bridger who died 

peacefully in her sleep on the 20th January 1965. Winnie was the wife of Bill 

Bridger, one of our founder members, and the sister of Sid Custerson, another 

founded member. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°372 February 1966 

Charlie Turner 

It is with regret that we have to report the passing of Charlie Turner, who 

died, with the old year, on 31
st
 December 1965. Charlie, who was in his sixties, 

was riding with the Eastern Section in the 1920’s and was a club member at that 

time. He never raced intensively but like most novices at that period rode mostly 

12 hour events. He had lived for some years at Banstead in Surrey, where his wife 
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still lives, and it was here that he succumbed to a combination of heart and chest 

trouble 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°381 November 1967 

Ted Derbyshire 

We have recently heard of the unfortunate death of Ted Derbyshire on August 

19th. He was known best for being a reliable all-round clubman and I am sure 

every Eagle R.C. member joins with me in offering our condolences to his wife. 

Vera Dunn 

It is with much regret that we announce the death of Vera Dunn, wife of Jack 

Dunn. She died suddenly while undergoing an operation on September 27 1967. 

Jack joined the Club in 1936 and was always a keen middle marker but his 

main interest was in cycle touring. It was in this way that he first met Vera, in a 

hospital in the midlands. He was there as a result of an accident whilst cycling in 

Warwickshire. 

Vera came to share his great interest in cycling and was always happy to greet 

and entertain any Eagle members who came their way during their early married 

life in Berkshire. The last evening they had out together was to the Six Day Race at 

Earls Court 

On behalf of all the Eagles we offer our heartfelt sympathy to Jack and his 

three sons, Robert, Alan and Peter, in their great loss. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°384 June 1968 

Les Osborne 

It is my sad duty to convey the news to members of the death of Les Osborne.  

He died from a heart attack at the Groot Shure Hospital in Cape Town on May 3rd 

Les had been living in South Africa for twenty years and had suffered from Angina 

for the last seven years 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°387 June 1969 

The Hon. Arthur Villiers D.S.O. 

The death, on the 7
th

 May at Middleton Stoney, of our beloved President 

brings to an end a long and happy association which began in the very first summer 

of our existence and lasted without interruption for 45 years, for all but two of 

which he was the guiding light and fountain head of the Club. It is no exaggeration 

to say that of the many hundreds who passed through the Club during that time not 

one will he found who did not hold him in high esteemed great affection, and with 

good reason too, for here indeed was a man whose personal qualities made him 

unique among men. To say that he will be sorely missed is trite almost to the point 

of banality he was and will be, irreplaceable. 

I first met Arthur Villiers in the dismal days of The First World War when I 

was a very junior member of the Eton Manor Club and he an officer home on leave 
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from the ghastly trench warfare in Northern France. He was always very reticent 

about his experiences there, deeming them, I imagine too commonplace in those 

days of mass heroism to be worth discussion, but that he was a very gallant and 

competent soldier there can be no doubt, as his many decorations testify. Many 

years ago I was fortunate enough to meet two men who had served with him in 

those campaigns, and even though a score of years had passed since the war ended 

they were still full of praise for him. “A wonderful chap” was their summing up, 

and there is no doubt that his courage and fortitude were quite exceptional and his 

solicitude for their welfare when the war was over quite overwhelming. He made a 

special point of getting all the survivors down to Bicester every year for the Old 

Comrades regimental reunions he would go to endless trouble to help them in any 

personal problems, and he never forgot the dependants of those who were killed in 

action. His benevolence and goodwill in this sphere, and in so many others, was 

quite inexhaustible.  

However, it is his work in connection with the Eton Manor Club in Hackney 

Wick that he will be best remembered; the old Latin tag si monumentum requiris, 

circumspice
74

 applies most appropriately here, for he did more to change and 

improve the life of thousands of young men in the East End of London than 

anybody before. When he came there in about 1909 it was a grim place indeed, 

when he left it was a paradise by comparison. The Club he founded started in a 

small way in Daintry Street (50 years later these premises were lent to the Eagles 

for a mid-week rendezvous) and after a few years was removed to handsome new 

premises in Riseholme Street. Actually these new quarters had not long been 

opened (by Field Marshal, Lord Roberts as I well remember) when the war broke 

out and the real move forward did not begin until hostilities were over, but Arthur 

Villiers never lost sight of his goal which was to provide working class boys with 

recreational amenities equal to the best in the land. In those days the youth of 

Hackney Wick (and I do not suppose they were very different from the youth of 

many other parts of London, or indeed from most of our big cities) were living in 

squalid environment that is not only indescribable but to anyone not born in the last 

quarter of a century probably quite unbelievable. Opportunities for playing any sort 

games were few, and although there was open space enough on Hackney Marshes 

and Victoria Park to kick a football about or wield a cricket bat few availed 

themselves of it because you couldn’t afford to anyway. What is more, I doubt very 

much if in the whole area there was more than a handful of houses with a hot-water 

supply, let alone a bathroom, so that preparation for, and cleaning up after any 

physical sport was a tedious chore 

Into this jungle was introduced the Eton Manor, and for sixty years Arthur 

Villiers gave his time and money to the interests of the locality; and what is more 

important, he elected to end his life among them, never tiring of doing good,: never 

                                                           
74 si monumentum requiris, circumspice - If you seek his monument, look around 
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complaining of lack of support. He lived to see a new Jerusalem built, London’s 

East End a cleaner and better place and the people fed and clothed, housed and 

employed in a manner quite astonishing. As is well known, he was made a 

Freeman of the boroughs of Hackney and Leyton for all that he had so selflessly 

done, and although I think that towards the close of his life he must have regretted 

the demolition of the Riseholme Street premises (to make room for a motor-way) 

and to observe the gradual running down through non-utilisation, of the Wilderness 

grounds. He must, I am sure, have noted the great improvements in the standards 

of living which had been affected and to have been aware that his mission had been 

largely accomplished. 

If I have written at too great a length of these things it is because I feel that his 

association with the Eagle Road Club was a later side show and yet he gave us all 

his best; right to the very end he was tremendously proud to have been connected 

with us, and his Presidency a great honour which we had bestowed on him rather 

than the other way round. Looking back on these things, it was only by an amazing 

piece of good fortune that we met him in the summer of 1924 on our way to the 

‘Anerley 12’, because with the creation of the Eagle Road Club I had largely 

dropped out of the Eton Manor. However, there it was, we stopped, and chatted, he 

turned out next morning to do a bit of helping; he presented us with a 12 hour 

trophy and came along to our first dinner to present it. Two years later I asked him 

if he would become our President (until that time we had decided not to have a 

President until the right, man appeared) and to my great surprise he quite readily 

accepted. All this is a matter of history; dozens of members could relate stories of 

his kindness and interest in our well being and I hope will, but I would like to 

conclude by mentioning just a few of the outstanding characteristics of a wonderful 

man. 

What impressed me most about him was his extreme modesty in everything 

that concerned his personal achievements, because when all is said and done he 

was a very successful business man and eminent in so many different spheres. A 

deep and sincere humility concealed what pride he may have felt in his personal 

career, and I never once heard him say an unkind word about anybody. His 

generosity was boundless, as thousands would testify. He was always very proud 

indeed to be the President of the Eagle Road Club; good days and bad; and he took 

special care to know everybody in the Club, and their parents too if they were at 

the Annual Dinner. How many times indeed, sitting next to him at these functions, 

have I had to go through all the tables and identify this one and that one to him! He 

had a fantastic memory once he knew the name he never forgot! And years after 

perhaps a member had become non-active he would ask questions about him. 

And now he is with us no more. He was a grand friend, a wonderful President. 

We can count ourselves most fortunate to have known him, and we shall mourn 

him for a long long time. 
Jack Torrance 



584 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°390 October 1970 

Ted Burt 

It is our sad duty to inform members of the death of Ted Burt on 20
th

 March 

1970. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°400 Spring 1973  

North Road C.C. 

The news, which came on the radio and television, on Good Friday, of the 

accident to the North Road C.C. party on their annual York Run, was so startling 

and tragic as to leave a long-lasting shadow. Three riders, Pete Bury, North Road, 

R.T.T.C. and Buckshee Wheeler official, a speaker at our Dinner two years ago, on 

his 50
th

 York Run, 20 year old Bob Garrard of Cuffley, North Road committee 

member and Terry Johnson of Hounslow, a West London C.T.C. member, who 

attended many North Road functions, were run down from behind by an articulated 

lorry as they were riding along the northbound carriageway at the A1 at 

Stibbington, near Peterborough, and all killed. Three good clubmen, three of us, 

really, and taken from our midst in circumstances which, as unbiased as one may 

wish to be, can only give a conviction of criminally negligent violence. 

The sorrow and condolences of us all will go to the bereaved families and to 

their clubmates and the Club’s sympathy was expressed to Bill Frankum, the North 

Road President, as soon as the news was known. 

The stereotyped wording of the official announcement of the accident to the 

three North Readers was infuriating to many in its usual misleading phraseology, 

that they had been ‘in collision’ with a lorry. This really is a mealy-mouthed 

euphemism and the sooner plain language is used the better. If you ride into a wall, 

you collide with it, not it with you and to talk of a collision between two mobile 

objects implies some element of opposing motion. It is grotesquely unsuitable 

wording used as it is, for pedestrians run down while crossing the road or cyclists 

struck from behind by vehicles driven by people who cannot conform with the 

Highway Code by being able to stop in the distance in which they can see the road 

to be clear. In a prissy attempt to avoid imparting blame, the wording has the 

opposite effect, of making the victim appear responsible. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°402Autumn 1973 

Bill Dewar 

On the morning of September 3rd there was a meeting of a few Eagles who, 

with others, gathered together to remember the passing of Bill Dewar. It was a sad 

occasion but not miserable, for we all knew that Bill had suffered for so many 

years that he was at the end of his tether and had been so for a long time. But the 

spirit of him was such that, as in a ‘tear-up’, he struggled to hang on. And thus it 

continued until there was no more suffering and he had reached the finish. 
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We, who knew him, thought of him as a generous, soft-hearted man with 

never a cross word or unkind intent. Bill never said ought detrimental about 

anybody, nor complained about the faults of others. I always found his company 

was relaxing to me and I was the better for it. To know Bill Dewar was to wonder 

how he came to be so patient and uncomplaining. If ever I was ‘browned off’ I’d 

just drop in to see him to cheer myself up and to forgot myself and it always 

worked, because Bill was so generous of heart that he gave me the credit for going 

in to cheer him up. 

Never thinking of himself as one of the chosen of this world, there was in him 

a spirit that very few people, have but which he himself never knew about! Ever 

gentle, thoughtful of others and hopeful, he appreciated most things in this hum-

drum world of ours. Such people as Bill are the salt of the earth. We all regret his 

passing and our sympathies go out to his nearest and dearest. 
Ernie Turner 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°404 Spring/Summer 1974 

Dick Andrews 

By Sam King 

From Melbourne, Australia, comes the sad news of the death in July, of Dick 

Andrews. He retired at the end of 1971, finding that eye trouble was severely 

affecting his work as an artist. This was a bitter blow to him, but he regarded it as a 

challenge and, characteristically, was full of plans for adapting to a new way of 

life. Unfortunately this was not to be; trouble overtook him and latterly he suffered 

from ill-health following an operation. 

Before leaving England in the late ‘thirties’, Dick was an active and energetic 

Club member, keenly interested in racing and touring, and a staunch supporter of 

the C.T.C. Whilst working for the Temple Press, many of his drawings appeared in 

Cycling and other associated publications. 

Many of his contemporise in the ‘thirties’ will remember him for his volatile 

personality and infectious enthusiasm for everything he undertook; especially will 

they remember the winter training runs which he organised and led throughout 

with such determination and endurance. 

Always refreshing, his company was enjoyed by many who were privileged to 

belong to the Eagle Road Club of that era. His interests and knowledgeable views 

on so many subjects; ranging from training methods and diet (he was a keen 

vegetarian at one time) to politics and the arts, made him an entertaining and often 

challenging companion on many tours and racing weekends. 

His death will be a sad loss to all who knew him, and especially to his wife 

Lorna and his son Bruce, and his two sisters Lydia and Marjorie, to all of whom we 

extend our deepest sympathy. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°486 May/August 1998 

As remembered by Albert Ayton 

Dick Andrews, as Dick Aarons, the family name later being changed to 

Andrews, was first in the list of members in 1932. A likeable friendly individual, 

Dick worked as an artist with Temple Press, publishers of Cycling, then as now the 

principle weekly cycling magazine. He had ideas in advance of his time, he 

predated all terrain bikes by having F.W Evans, a noted lightweight, builder (and 

President of the South Eastern Road Club), build him a bike to ride to the office 

with 26 inch wheels, 2 inch tyres and ‘flat’ bars. It did, mind you, have mudguards 

and was equipped with a single fixed gear rather than a multiplicity of them. Also 

advanced were his ideas on feeding in long distance races where he theorised on 

the necessity of including some salt in the drinks to replace that being lost to the 

body. 

Rides illustrated by his sketches were being run as a series by Cycling 

magazine at the time and, by a coincidence, one circuit down in the Kentish lanes 

was the first long ride I did on my Raleigh light roadster during the Christmas 

break in 1936, just about a month before I enrolled into the C.T.C. hence the 

Eastern Section and everything that followed. On one Section run he spotted me 

with a sketch pad at the lunch stop at Burnham on Crouch and got talking giving 

me some hints. A couple of days later the postman delivered a sketch he had done 

to illustrate his advice and I still have that Dick Andrews original in my file. 

As the article suggests, Dick was quite a tourist and delighted in long 

weekends, very often in the company of Sam King. Club committeeman and club 

delegate to various bodies, he was no slouch as a racing man. In 1932 he was 

second fastest in the E.C.C.A. Novices ‘25’ and led the Eagle team that won the 

team race, finishing the season with bests of 1.07.34 and 2.15.43 which made him 

the Novices Champion. 

In the next six years he figured many times in Eagle teams and was placed in 

Opens and Counties events improving his best ‘25’ to 1.05.38, rode a 4.53.29 100 

and a first 12 hour of 211 miles 1540 yards. In 1938 he emigrated to Australia and 

went from the Eagle scene although we still got news from time to time. He joined 

the Australian Army during the War and served in a cartographic section putting 

his drawing skills into producing maps, detailed work that eventually affected his 

eyesight. He made one return visit to Britain, must have been sometime in the 

sixties, when some of us were able to gather at his parent’s house in Wanstead to 

meet him again. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°408 Spring 1976 

W.F. (Bill) Tilley 

With deep regret we reproduce the following short epistle written by Harry 

Comerford who some of you may know, and kindly given to us by the editor of 

Northern Note the magazine of the Northern Section of the North Met. D.A. 
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‘I have to report the death of Old Northerner W.F. (Bill) Tilley, as briefly in 

the November issue of Thames Gas a copy of which was shown to me by Len Bell.  

Bill was a well known member in pre-war days, going back to the early 

1920’s. He was a founder member of the Eagle Road Club, a CTC offshoot, around 

1924, and appears in the official club group photograph which I took in 1925. In 

partnership with Tom Crisp (another Northerner and Eagle RC member) Bill broke 

the RRA London - Portsmouth and back tandem record in his in his racing days. 

 I last saw Bill about 15-20 years ago at Finsbury Park, after one of the 

massed start races there. He told me that during his wartime service days he was 

crushed by an Army lorry which over-turned onto him, and he was then still full of 

tubes.’ 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°410 1977 

‘Pat’ Beasant 

Peacefully, in his sleep, ‘Pat’ Beasant passed away during the night of 7
th

 

April 1977. The gentleness and equable temperament that characterised his daily 

life was matched in the manner in which he quietly slipped away from the ill health 

that had troubled his later years. 

‘Pat’, Walter to his family but never anything else but ‘Pat’ to the Club, rode 

as an unattached rider in the first Eagle Road Club Open Novices ‘25’ in 1957 and 

joined the Club the same weekend. Which, as it had snowed and he had been 

forced to walk up Quendon, showed a determination that belied his tranquil 

personality. He entered fully into the life of the Club, Secretary of the CTC Eastern 

Section hardriders sub-section, and active on club runs and weekends. Always on 

the start sheet of club events and riding in many opens with great enjoyment of the 

competition and comradeship, the award that he treasured was probably for one of 

his slowest rides, the 2.46 for which he kept going, by will power, really, to be the 

fourth member of the winning Inter-Club ‘50’ team, by a handful of seconds, in 

1946. 

Helping to keep the framework of the Club intact during the war years, one of 

his many official posts was as General Secretary for a period at this time, he was, 

at the same time working long and arduous hours at his trade as an engineer in the 

Arsenal, the strain eventually forcing him to relinquish the Club job. It is indeed 

possible that it also affected his health together with the very heavy railway work 

to which he went on after the war for, in the late 50’s he suffered with heart trouble 

and was forced to give up the physical labour inherent in an engineer’s trade. It 

was entirely typical that, taking what might have been just a stop-gap job in the 

alien environment of an office, he used his quiet tenacity and organisational ability 

to make himself a valued man there. 

 In his early years in the Club ‘Pat’ was renowned for his encyclopaedic recall 

of performances of club, local, and national riders indicating his intense interest, in 

the racing game. This was maintained although the physical restrictions on his 
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enjoyment of cycling shifted a lot of his involvement to photography of a high 

standard in a semi-professional capacity and to a spectator’s interest in motor 

racing. 

The very sincere condolences of us all will go to Ella and to Margaret and 

Michael on the loss of such a husband and father. At St. John’s Church the family 

mourners were increased by a large number of the people from ‘Pat’s’ office and 

from the Club which was an indication of the regard in which he was held 

 For such a clubman with the enthusiasm for the active open-air life it seemed 

particularly fitting that the typical April in England day when he was laid to rest 

provided a counterpoint to the measured tones of the clergyman with a chorus of 

spring bird song to uplift sad hearts. 
Albert Ayton 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°413 1978 

Harold Stephen (Harry) Cross 

With the passing, on November 23
rd

 last, of Harry Cross, we mourn the loss of 

a President of incomparable dedication and conscientiousness, a Clubman without 

parallel in our long history, a cyclist of outstanding ability whose many 

achievements are enshrined in the records and the folk-lore of our community for 

all time, and, perhaps above all else, a man who by his selfless example in 

everything he did, set a standard which has inspired two generations of Eagles and 

will I am sure continue to do so for many years yet. Not of many men can it 

truthfully be said that they became legends in their own lifetime, but of Harry that 

is exactly what he was...the absolute embodiment of all that is best in club life. 

I had the rare honour and privilege of knowing him for nearly sixty years, 

having first met him a year or two after the war of 1914-18, and for the last time at 

Ugley in August of last year. Hundreds, nay, thousands of happy memories come 

crowding in, but perhaps this is not the occasion to embark on any biographical 

detail although I hope some more gifted historian will do so in the near future. 

For the present, I would like to send, from all of us, a message of sympathy to 

his wife, Win, and to his daughter Pat and son-in-law Reg. They stood by him 

nobly. 

So cheerio Harry, old mate, I can see you, even now, battling down the road 

from the 57
th

 alpaca jacket streaming in the wind, face encrusted with salt, and 

giving every ounce you’d got. No finer epitaph shall be yours but the words spoken 

by Antony concerning Brutus: 

‘His life was gentle, and the elements 

So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up 

And say to all the world, “THIS WAS A MAN” 
Jack Torrance 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°414 1979 

Ernie Turner 

We say farewell to another old timer in Ernie Turner who died on 11
th

 

February 1979. One of those making up the Middleton Stoney party of late will be 

missed this year.  

In thanking the Club for the floral tribute, his wife said he was particularly 

pleased to read in the Mag. the application for membership of David Youell whom 

he had known since he was three. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°415 1979 

Bert Tuck 

Win Tuck wishes to convey her grateful thanks to all who attended Bert’s 

funeral, and also for the floral tribute sent from the Club. It is Win’s hope that Bert 

will be remembered for the individualist that he was. Indeed to everyone who knew 

him he will be remembered for the character that he was, and we knew Mr Villiers 

had a soft spot for him. 

It was always a great pleasure to be in his jovial company and sometimes a 

little painful when you were trying to keep up with his back wheel! He established 

a new Club ‘50’ record of 2.10.55 in 1933 and held it for 14 years. 

 
We are grateful to Bill Brown for the following tribute to his memory. 

On 29
th

 May, at the City of London Crematorium, several members and wives 

joined relatives and friends to bid farewell to Bert Tuck. It was just a week earlier 

that Bert, whilst out on his bike to get a paper collapsed with a heart attack, and 

died the next day in Whipps Cross Hospital. 

He will always be remembered for his spontaneous wit, his warmth and above 

all for the ever ready hand of friendship offered to us all. The energy and 

enthusiasm which he put into his racing career was an inspiration to all who were 

fortunate enough to ride with him. We extend our sincere sympathy to Win and her 

family in their sad loss. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°417 1980 

Wally Woodcock 

With regret we have to record the passing of Wally Woodcock on 7
th

 April 

1980. He had been suffering from a facial skin cancer over the last few years, but 

died in hospital from pleurisy and pneumonia, approaching his 70
th

 year. 

Various club members headed by the President, attended the crematorium, 

and the floral tribute sent from the Club has been acknowledged. 

We extend to his wife May, his son and daughter, Tony and Angela, and 

indeed to all his family, our very sincere and I deepest sympathy. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°418 Spring 1980 

Horace (‘Billy’) Williams 

It is with great regret that we have to record the death on 27th May, 1980 of 

Horace (‘Billy’) Williams, at the age of 78. The news of his death came as a great 

shock to us, since we had been hoping from the cheerful tone of his letter to Harold 

Carpenter, that he was making a satisfactory recovery from the pain and discomfort 

he had suffered in the London Hospital. But it was not to be. It seems that he did 

not have time to build up enough strength to resist a chill which eventually led to 

his death from pleurisy and pneumonia. 

His passing robs the Eagle Road Club of one of its most active and influential 

founder members. ‘Billy’ was one of that enthusiastic band of Eastern Section 

members who rode in the 25 miles Time Trial over the Quendon course on l6
th

 

September, 1925, which led to the formation of the Eagle Road Club a few weeks 

later. He served on the Club’s first committee and was Racing Secretary for some 

years, Harold Carpenter tells us that he and ‘Billy’ joined the C.T.C. Eastern 

Section together in 1920; they went on several Easter and annual tours together, 

and also rode a tandem. 

In later life ‘Billy’ took a keen interest in his local Bowls Club, but he never 

lost interest in the Eagles. In 1952 he donated the handsome ‘Williams Inter-Club 

50 Trophy’, a perpetual trophy competed for annually by the Eagles and the South 

Eastern R.C. ‘Billy’ was buried at Chingford Cemetery on 3
rd

 June. The Burial 

Service, held in Chingford Old Church, was attended by Dennis Atkinson, Bill 

Bridger, Reg Baxter and Gerry Lumsden. Among the many floral tributes was one 

from the Eagle Road Club. To his son Alan and his two sisters we wish to extend 

our deepest sympathy. Reg Baxter 

W.A. (Bill) Wortley 

W.A. (Bill) Wortley an Eastern Section member of the early twenties and a 

founder member of the Eagle Road Club suffered a heart attack and died on August 

9
th

 1980. It was not possible to inform the Club before the funeral, and we were not 

therefore represented. Some seven years ago Bill had a very serious brain 

operation. Nursed by Eileen his wife, he made a great recovery and learned to live 

with the inevitable after effects. The sudden death of Eileen five years ago was a 

severe blow, but he carried on keeping his home at Pinner, as he felt she would 

have liked it. A great Club man during his riding days, he put up some very 

creditable performances, being the first holder of the Club’s 25 mile record, and 

shared the first tandem record. He won the Carpenter trophy in 1929 and the 

Villiers trophy in 1951, and by courage and persistence he was a winning team 

race member in Open events on numerous occasions.  

After marriage, his work, especially during the war years, became a greater 

responsibility preventing him seeing much of the Eagles, but we often met at the 
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‘Wilderness’ at our annual visit as guests of Mr Villiers. Our last meeting was in 

February with the ‘old members’ at lunch at Chingford this year. 

He is survived by two sons, John the eldest and Michael, to whom we extend 

our deepest sympathy. Those of us who knew Bill will always remember him with 

deep affection. 
George White 

Florrie Hardwicke 

With regret we also have to record the death in July of our dear friend Florrie 

Hardwicke. A chance meeting with Wally outside his home near Aylesbury, whilst 

on our way home from Middleton Stoney this year, gave us to understand she was 

very ill at that time. 

To Wally and his son we extend our sympathy. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°419 Winter 1981 

Fred Burt 

It is with great regret that we have to record the passing of Fred Burt in early 

February after a short spell in hospital where he had been taken after the final of a 

series of strokes.  

Fred was a founder member of the Eagle Road Club and always a staunch 

clubman. In the early years of the Club he did race but his enthusiasm was perhaps 

more for cycling generally. He was a regular member of the ‘helping’ squad on 

their weekends at Catmere End and Littlebury and a pioneer tourist in the 

early1920s, in Scotland, Ireland and the Alps, with like spirits in the Club both 

afoot and on their cycles. In1952 he married Rose, sister of Arthur Baker, who was 

also an Eagle. 

On the staff of the Gas Light & Coke Company which was absorbed into the 

Gas Board on nationalisation, he moved home to Devon on retirement. Although 

little seen at Club functions in recent years, he was most as assiduous in 

maintaining contact by letter and payment of subs. From among his clubmates, Reg 

Baxter attended the funeral and a sheaf from the Club was among the floral 

tributes. Fred is survived by Rosie and daughter Pam to both of whom we express 

the sincere condolences of all his friends in the Club. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°421 Summer 1981 

Lou Smith 

As we go to press it is with a sense of great shock that we learn of the 

accidental death of Lou Smith of the South Eastern Road Club. Out for an early 

morning ride before opening the shop he was apparently in fatal collision with a 

goods vehicle. 

A great clubman, he had more Inter-club 50 medals than anybody else, an 

enthusiast for all things cycling, rider and official, he will be sadly missed and all 

our sympathies go to Ann and to Lesley in their grievous loss. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 422 Autumn 1981 

Norman H. Cooper 

Norman H. Cooper, who died aged 78 on 2
nd

 September 1981 joined Eagle 

Road Club about 1924-5 and was elected to the committee in 1928, he was also 

active on the committee of the ECCA and served as chairman for some years. He 

was among the first of the group of continental cycle tourists, raced with the club 

and appears in the list of standard and handicap winners. At all times he was a keen 

helper.  

In the mid 30s he rode for a time with the Essex D.A. where he met and 

married Ann Oxborrow. In private life a qualified Civil Engineer, on the outbreak 

of war he joined the Royal Engineers, was commissioned and went to France 

immediately. He was among the last to leave Dunkirk and in consequence of his 

initiative and leadership ‘Mentioned in Dispatches’ and eventually rose to the 

acting rank of Colonel. 

After the war he moved around various local authorities and at Bristol was 

involved in building the Severn Bridge and the southern end of the M5. 

His wife, Ann, died in February 1975. He later moved to Suffolk where he 

met and married Lillian. We extend our heartfelt sympathy to Lillian in her sad 

loss. 
DJA 

Florrie Dewar 

It is with regret that we have to record the passing in October of Florrie 

Dewar, widow of Bill. Although little seen of recent years many will have 

remembrances of Bill and Florrie on Eastern Section clubruns, twiddling along on 

that 66 inch fixed geared tandem and their friendliness and hospitality. Our 

condolences go to son, Tony, in his loss. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°423 Winter 1982 

Charlie Harris 

Rose Harris 

I am very sorry to tell the Eagle Road Club that my dear husband, Charles, 

died suddenly of a heart attack on 26
th

 December 1981.  

We had so many good memories of happy times with the Club and we both 

enjoyed reading Way of an Eagle. I know Charlie was always proud to have been 

an ‘Eagle’ with the comradeship of all the members. He was always pleased to 

help raise funds in the ‘Derby’ ticket days.  

The last Dinner we attended together was the Golden Jubilee and it was a 

wonderful occasion to meet again so many old friends. I am very fortunate to have 

a good Son and Daughter and families who will be a great strength and support to 

me. 
Arthur Batty 
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It was with great regret that I learned that on Boxing Day Charlie Harris 

passed away. I particularly remember him well for, when I joined the Eastern 

Section of the C.T.C. during 1935, he, along with his tandem partner, Rose, was 

one of the older Eagles who nursed along the raw recruits and saw to it that we 

took an interest in all aspects of cycling. 

After the war, I ran the Derby Draw for the Club and it was then that I 

realized the true value of Charlie for, working in Leyton Bus Garage, he had access 

to many motorists who, whether they liked cyclists or not, just had to purchase our 

tickets. He was always top seller by far. 

Although he wasn’t a racing man, to me he was a good Eagle. I’ll miss him. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 424 Spring 1982 

John Davey  

It is my sad task to report the sudden death of John Davey on 22nd, April, 

1982. He was returning from a 40 Plus C.C. run to Moreton and, whilst 

approaching the Kia Ora Cafe at North Weald, apparently fell from his machine 

and died in the ambulance on the way to hospital. Details of the incident are not 

clear at this stage as we are still awaiting the result of the inquest. 

As many of the older Eagles are aware, John, who was 75, had been an 

enthusiastic clubman for about 55 years, having joined the Club shortly after it was 

founded. He and all his family were keen cyclists including both his parents and 

his brothers, Bill, George and Frank. Also his sister, Jessie, to whom I have been 

happily married for nearly 45 years. I shall be eternally grateful to John for 

introducing me into the Davey family. He was a familiar figure at Club events, 

usually helping at the turn. In the early 1950s he rode in one or two Club events 

and was delighted when he obtained standard medals as a result of his efforts.  

John’s other hobbies were photography and gardening. Since his retirement 

from the Post Office in 1971 he was quite content to potter about in his own 

fashion. Although John’s sudden passing has come as a great shock to us all, it is a 

blessing to know that the end came whilst he was indulging in an activity which 

had given him such pleasure and companionship for so many years,  

God bless you, John 
George Kiteley 

John Davey, a name synonymous with the Eastern Section of the Cyclists’ 

Touring Club, the Eagle Road Club, the 40 Plus, ad infinitum on eastern roads; if 

you didn’t know and, moreover, count John as one of your friends you were 

missing one of cycling’s great pleasures. 

I first met John in 1937 on a Saturday afternoon club run with tea at a pub in 

Roydon. At that time I was a new boy to the Eastern Section but it was soon 

apparent that John was a raconteur to be listened to as one would a sage but, 

overall, his sense of fun and good humour always prevailed. John has left us for 



594 

that great Valhalla where he will be with names as familiar to us as his and what a 

welcome he will have received. 

John will be missed by all who knew him. I was proud to count him as a 

friend 
Gordon Milroy 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 425 Summer 1982 

Harold Frederic Carpenter  

Founder member, Harold Frederic Carpenter, died peacefully but quite 

suddenly whilst resting after gardening on August 4
th

. He had driven to and from 

the doctor’s surgery and been given an O.K. check-up a few hours earlier. 

‘Carp’, as most of us knew him, had had quite a few fitness problems of late 

years and, at 81, was waiting to have a further eye operation but, seeing him quite 

regularly, we always found him in good humour. He and Dora recently marked up 

their 45
th

 wedding anniversary. 

In 1923 Harold was one of the North Metropolitan District Association C.T.C. 

Eastern Section coterie concerned at the likely drift of the Section’s would-be time 

trialists into other clubs. The late ‘Billy’ Williams has recorded in a past Way of an 

Eagle that, at an impromptu gathering at the Eagle Pond, Snaresbrook, the problem 

of which club to join was raised when the quiet voice of ‘Carp’ was heard to say 

“Well, why not form our own club?”  

Hence the later formative meeting and the birth of the first C.T.C. off-shoot 

racing club, the Eagle Road Club. ‘Carp’ rode in the Section ‘25’ all on wired-on 

steels in September 1923 but family and business responsibilities prevented him 

taking part in the club events. He presented the bowl for competition in the Club 

‘100’ in 1926. 

In the sixties, after a world tour and a two year stay in New Zealand he and 

Dora returned to England and settled in the Frinton - Walton area some fifteen 

years ago. There he and Dora took part in many local activities including golf, 

bowls, gardening shows and photography. 

There many friends in the district will, we know, like us, regret ‘Carp’s’ 

passing with deep feeling and extend to Dora the sympathy we all feel. His 

cheerful and helpful company will be sorely missed by all who knew him. 
GAW 

So shortly after the sad news of ‘Carp’s’ passing we were shocked to learn 

that Dora Carpenter had passed away on Thursday, 12
th

 August at the age of 71. 

Dora had suffered for some time with angina and the strain of the past weeks had, 

apparently, been just too much for her condition. Florrie and George White had 

been with her a good deal at this time to give the support she obviously needed. 

The many friends Dora and ‘Carp’ had made will miss them greatly. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°427 Winter 1983 

Elizabeth ‘Bessie’ Burt  

We regret to report the passing, just before Christmas, of Elizabeth ‘Bessie’ 

Burt, widow of Ted Burt, and long time friend of the Club. After Ted’s death 

Bessie moved from Buntingford down to Bishops Stortford, where she maintained 

her contacts, particularly with the Fellowship of London-East Cyclists, and Eve 

and Eddie Engel attended the funeral. All members will join in sending their 

condolences to her family on their loss.  

Phyllis Wright 

At the same period we were saddened to hear of the death of Phyllis, wife of 

Charlie Wright, after a long and painful illness. Charlie and Phyllis, although never 

club members, have had a long association with us and were regulars at the Club 

Dinner although it was obvious in later years that Phyllis’s condition made 

attendance exhausting. The long illness had affected Charlie’s health, also, and in 

extending our deepest sympathy to him and to their family on their loss, we couple 

it with our well-wishes for his health.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°428 Spring 1983 

Doris Lawson 

It is with sadness that I bring to you news of the death on 21
st
 April 1983 of 

Doris, wife of Frank Lawson. Doris was 83 years of age and many will remember 

her as the sister of the late Harry Cross. Doris had been ill for some time and it was 

fortunate that Win Cross and daughter, Pat, were with them in Teignmouth when 

she died. Those who knew Doris will recall her warm and friendly nature and the 

kind word she had to all she met. We send our sincere sympathy to Frank and the 

rest of the family.  
Bill Brown. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°429 Summer 1983 

George Saxby 

We were saddened to learn of the passing of George Saxby who was killed in 

a road accident in June while riding to the finish of an event. 

George was an Eagle for a period when he was demobbed after a traumatic 

war service when he was a prisoner-of-war of the Japanese and worked on the 

infamous Thai-Burma Railway. He was subsequently a West Suffolk Wheeler and. 

an Upton Manor CC member, moving up to Clare where he was well-known and 

respected locally. A cheerful, friendly clubman, his bluff, down-to-earth manner 

and gentle, chiding humour will be sadly missed by all who knew him.  
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°430 Autumn 1983 

Louie Roberts 

Louie Roberts became a friend of the Club when her son, Alan, was a member 

and she, and husband, Bert, have maintained their interest and support. The many 

in the Club who knew them were delighted to see them at the Clubhouse at the 60
th

 

celebration as well as other Club occasions. Louie had not been in good health for 

some years and it is with much regret that we have to inform her friends of her 

passing in September. A sweet, kindly person, the loss was a shock to us all and 

the world a poorer place for her passing. We extend all our sympathies to Bert, to 

Alan and lan and their families. 

Jerry Kilby 

Jerry Kilby, whose death was reported recently, will be known to many of the 

older members as an active rider with the Upton Manor C.C. - and, for a time in the 

late 30s/early 40s, with the Eastern Section C.T.C. and to today’s racing man as the 

Duplicating Service that produces many start and result sheets. That service started 

with the acquisition of a second-hand duplicator during the war and grew to a 

commercial service that never lost touch with his great love of cycling. Always 

involved, ready to help and with charges that one suspected reflected more his 

desire to help the sport than to profit from it. A sterling character we can ill afford 

to lose, a friend and a clubman.  

George Adams 

We have from Bill Brown, the news that George Adams passed away 

peacefully in his sleep on 19
th

 November. George was an Eastern Section member 

and an Eagle for a time in the late 40s/early 50s, relinquishing membership when 

he moved away. He was, for a time, a Youth Hostel warden and, in later years, 

lived at Paignton where he died. His name makes a special recollection for the 

small club run of Eastern Section members who curtailed the run and were in his 

garden at Goffs Oak at 11 a.m. on Sunday, 3
rd

 September 1939 when war was 

declared. He leaves his wife, Doris, to whom we send, our condolences. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°432 Spring 1984 

Rene Jacobs 

It is with sadness that I bring to you news of the death on 7
th

 March of Rene, 

wife of Arthur Jacobs, and sister-in-law to Olive and Albert Ayton. Rene, who had 

been suffering from a heart complaint for a number of years, had a major heart 

operation last July, and those of us who saw her soon afterwards at the Clubhouse, 

hoped this was the answer to her trouble. Alas, that was not to be for she had to be 

taken into the London Hospital in February for treatment which proved ineffective 

and quietly slipped away there. 

Rene, together with Arthur, was a staunch supporter of the Eastern Section in 

the 40s and 50s both on runs and at the various Section ‘do’s’, and to the Eagles in 
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helping and marshalling at various events and venues, especially so after the 

Clubhouse was moved to its present site, where she was always on hand to do the 

multitude of ‘chores’. 

When cycling became a bit too much for her, Rene and Arthur took up 

walking - still the ‘great outdoors’ types - and her passing will also be a loss to the 

many friends in that community who, together with many friends from the Eagles 

and the Eastern Section, attended her funeral at the City of London Cemetery on 

15
th

 March.  

Rene was a dear quiet friend, warm and sincere, a good companion on 

holidays: and ‘up the Epping Road’ and one who will be sorely missed by us all. 

Our sincere sympathy goes out to Arthur, Olive and Albert and the rest of the 

family 
Ivy Lumsden 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°432 Spring 1984 

Frank Dawson 

Known to many of the older members of the Club, Frank Dawson passed 

away in April at the age of 87. He had been very ill for some time and succumbed 

to a chest infection. Frank was secretary of the Eastern Section at the time of the 

Eagle’s formation and, although he never became a member, he was a staunch 

supporter in all ways. He married Doris, sister of Harry Cross, who died last year, 

and since his retirement they had been living in South Devon. 

Our sympathy goes out to the family and to Win Cross and Pat Wade who had 

given much help and care in latter years. 

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°435 February 1985 

Bill Davey 

I am sorry to have to tell you that Dad died on Saturday, 24
th

 November. He 

had been in hospital since July and finally died of kidney failure. He was 86. 

Perhaps you could put a note in the Way of an Eagle as, although he hasn’t been a 

member since before the war, there are a lot of older members who remember him. 

He wasn’t a founder member because he was racing with the Shaftesbury 

from 1921 to 1925, specialising in 12 and 24 hours (I have the gold medals that he 

won). About 1925 he became aware of the C.T.C. Eastern Section and, 

particularly, Jennie Joy. Hence the move to join the Eagles. He married in 1928 but 

both he and Mum gave up club riding when I turned up, at least, until I could go 

into the sidecar. 

In later years he joined the 40 Plus and was riding with them until he had an 

accident and hit a car in about 1974 or 1975. Although not badly hurt, it put him 

off and his bikes were only used for shopping after that. Fortunately his last illness 
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was quite short and was free from pain. He died in Finchley Memorial Hospital, in 

his sleep. 

Bill Davey will certainly be remembered with friendliness and affection by all 

who knew him and our condolences will go to Arnold and Wendy in their loss. 
Arnold Davey 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°440 May 1986 

Margery Atkinson 

It is with deep regret that we have to report the death on the 1
st
 March after a 

long illness, bravely borne, of Margery Atkinson. Known to so many Eagle 

members ever since the Club’s formation and before that Margery was one of our 

staunchest supporters and will be greatly missed by us all. 

I remember vividly and with gratitude, her many acts of kindness to me and 

mine, in good times and bad, in peace and in war, particularly perhaps, those little 

holidays we had together in the Lake District in more recent times when in the 

evening of our lives we’ were able to enjoy the tranquillity she at any rate so richly 

deserved. 

To Dennis and his family, we send our sincere condolences in this wretched 

time of trouble. I know that words and phrases are quite inadequate to express our 

grief at this sad loss but they will know that their many friends are at their side. 
J.S.T.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°441 August 1986 

Bill Waller 

It is sad when we hear of the death of a friend, more so when that friendship 

spans just over 50 years. Such was that of Bill Waller who passed away on June 

16
th

, aged 81, a few weeks- short of his 82
nd

 birthday. 

To some he may be just one of the old members for who may have been a 

little out of touch during the last few years - but those who had known him long 

knew of his enthusiasm and his work for the Club in earlier years. A founder 

member of the Viking Road Club as a rider with the Essex D.A., he came to the 

Eagle Road Club in 1928 and was General Secretary from 1955 to 1958 which, at 

that time, involved him in organising the Club Dinner. In 1940 he became one of 

the trustees of the Clubhouse and was largely instrumental in formulating the 

Clubhouse Rules. 1941 saw him as treasurer and social secretary, then from ‘42 to 

‘46 again as General Secretary. It was during this period he was most concerned 

with those members serving in H.M. Forces, endeavouring to keep in touch with 

them as much as possible. From ‘49 to ‘55 he was on the panel of timekeepers for 

the Club. 

Not many may realise that the existence of the Clubhouse in its present 

position was mainly due to his endeavours. Several times just after the War I had 

been with him scampering around on our bikes (no cars in those days) looking for 
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likely sites for the clubhouse which was at the Wee Cott at Newport where we had 

notice to quit - and so it was good fortune that he contacted farmer Ray and 

through the generosity of Mr. Villiers, we enjoy the Clubhouse where it is today. 

It is not often we meet one of his calibre, his integrity and trust in people - his 

belief - nothing worth doing unless done well. We are fortunate to have known him 

and the Club indeed very fortunate to have had him as a member for so long. 

Myself, I owe him much. 
Arthur Jacobs 

 

As Bill’s successor in 1947 as General Secretary and Treasurer, I had good 

cause to appreciate his efficiency and attention to detail. It should not be forgotten, 

also, that his was the suggestion of an Open Novices ‘25’ and free membership for 

schoolchildren under sixteen as an attraction to young recruits. Always fiercely 

protective of the Club’s good name and reputation, he expected, as natural and 

unquestionable, the same commitment from others as he, himself, gave to the job 

in hand. 
Albert Ayton 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°444 May 1987 

Florrie White 

It is with deep regret that we report the death on 3
rd

 April of Florrie White, 

wife of George White. Her passing was unexpectedly sudden, but peaceful. She 

had been recovering from an operation which, although successful, had left her 

with little resistance.  

Florrie began her cycling with a North London club called the Summit 

Wheelers and later came out with George on Eastern Section runs.  

She had two children, a son and a daughter. In March 1955 David, her son, 

who was also a member of the Eagle Road Club for a short time, died without 

regaining consciousness after being seriously injured in an accident. Florrie and 

George were shattered by this grievous blow. In 1957 George, who was a 

telephone engineer, took up a post with the Malayan Government and took Florrie 

with him to Singapore. They stayed abroad for some seven years and went on a 

world tour before returning to make their home in the Colchester area.  

Florrie joined the Fellowship of London East Cyclists in 1969 and was a 

regular attender at the half-yearly luncheons. Her name always appeared on the list 

of attenders under Summit Wheelers. For seven successive years at the Club’s 

Annual Prize giving she could be seen clapping delightedly as George went up to 

receive the Veterans Trophy. Alas, we saw her smiling face for the last time at the 

Annual Dinner last January. We send our deepest sympathies to husband George 

and daughter Shirley and the grandchildren. 
RV Baxter 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°445 August 1987 

Jessie Kiteley 

My beloved wife passed away on 5
th

 June. During the last twelve years she 

suffered many strokes, the latest in April this year when she was admitted to 

hospital and never recovered. I should like to record my grateful thanks to the 

Eagle Road Club for being instrumental in bringing us together. We met in Nov- 

ember 1932 at the Heathcote Hotel at a club dance organised by my old friend Bill 

Brown. Dear old John Davey brought along his sister, Jessie, and this began a 

beautiful partnership lasting nearly 55 years. We were married in 1937 and I 

managed to persuade her to carry on the Davey tradition of cycling and we spent 

many happy hours on the tandem, touring and club riding with Bill and Doris 

Brown, Bill and Florrie Dewar and others, We can take consolation in the fact that 

dear Jessie is no longer suffering but, needless to say, she will be sadly missed by 

myself, my daughter Christine and my grandchildren. 
George Kiteley 

Shirley (née White) 

I suffered the grievous loss of my daughter, Shirley, August 8
th

. In March 

1986 she was given about two months to live but fighting back and after five 

months leave from teaching English, a calling she enjoyed, she returned to 

Moulsham School, Chelmsford saying she was going to complete a year. This she 

did and after a week’s visit to Guernsey with her family, returned to her home and 

died. She has been a great daughter and a support to me with the loss of her mother 

in April. Early in 1984 she obtained the degree of Bachelor of Education. Moving 

with the family to a large Victorian house at Mistley with which she had fallen in 

love at first sight, she and her husband made extensive changes in keeping with the 

history of the house, still continuing to do so up to the last days. At 52 years of age, 

she leaves husband, David, four sons, Steven, Jeremy, Andrew and David. Shirley, 

like her younger brother, whose loss was a great and tragic occurrence to her, 

cycled at an early age, joined the Rosebank C.C. did among other rides a 1.9.25 but 

preferred touring which she did extensively with husband David who had had 

successes at road racing with the Romford club. 
George White 

Barry King 

It is with deep regret that we report the passing in June, at the young age of 39 

of Barry, son of Sam and Peggy King. Barry cycled with his parents in the early 

60s when there was a regular Sunday morning meeting at Coopersale and helped in 

the Open ‘50’ for some, years. In a signal sense an ‘individual’, he was talented but 

on two or three occasions, gave up his job to travel alone, and often, rough, for 

long periods on the Indian sub-continent. His suffering from terminal cancer was a 

matter of weeks and he bore it and the inevitable outcome with exceptional 
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courage and fortitude. All their friends in the Club will join in sending sincere 

condolences to George Kiteley, to George White and to Sam and Peggy King and 

to hope that the support of friends is of some scant comfort at such a time. 
Albert Ayton 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°447 February1988 

Win Cross 

RV Baxter 

It is with great regret that we have to convey the news of the passing of Win 

Cross in St. Margaret’s Hospital, Epping, on Saturday 19
th

 December 1987. 

At the time of the Club’s formation one of the lady C.T.C. members riding 

with the Eastern Section was Win Stansell.  Emancipation of women was by no 

means advanced at that time and public opinion, while accepting women cycling, 

judged it proper that they should not do so too strenuously. Win was one of the 

early wearers of the ‘rational’ cycling dress
12

 that gave a certain amount of 

freedom of movement. She supported the Club in its activities from its foundation 

and, in 1928, rode as unattached in the Rosslyn Ladies C.C. ‘12’ hour event and 

again in, 1929 when she won with the greatest distance of 195 miles. 

In 1929 Win married Harry Cross and, in the 30s, with family ties and Harry’s 

work which took him around the country, active contact with the Club was less but, 

after the war, they again became involved particularly in helping in long distance 

events. The Club’s ‘24’ hour riders, especially, will tell of support and 

encouragement the clock round. Win closely supported Harry during his 

Presidency and, when the Club membership rule was altered became the first lady 

Eagle. Hospitable, generous with assistance with the car even when petrol was 

rationed, involved in clubroom and all the other social activities, she loved a game 

of table tennis, Win will be remembered by all those many who have been Eagle 

members since 1923. 

The Club was represented at the funeral and among the floral tributes.   The 

very sincere condolences of us all will go to daughter, Pat and to grandson, 

Stephen, in their loss. 

‘Bert’ Roberts 

Those whose Club memories go back to the 1960s will remember ‘Bert’ 

Roberts who got involved with the Club when his son, Alan, was riding with us. 

When Alan left and moved away Bert and Louie maintained their interest and 

support in helping and as donors. Those who knew this kindly, friendly and 

generous man will be sorry to learn that he passed on last Autumn to join Louie 

and the sympathy of all Bert’s friends in the Club will go to Alan and Ian and their 

families. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°448 November 1988 

Elsie Torrance 

Jack and Elsie Torrance were married in 1925 when Jack was General 

Secretary and a founder member of the fledgling Eagle Road Club. And now Elsie 

has gone; after what must have been some weeks of pain from a hip fracture 

sustained in a fall, she passed away on April 15
th

. 

63 years is a period of married companionship granted to few and, in all that 

time, Elsie’s happy, hospitable nature supported Jack in his club interests, making 

a good partnership, with her warm-hearted patience the foil to Jack’s ebullience. 

On retirement they moved up to the Wirral to be near their daughter, Joan, who had 

herself ridden with the Eastern Section before her marriage, but they retained their 

interest in Club affairs and there was always a welcome for any of their club 

friends who called. The deepest sympathy of us all will go to Jack and to Joan and 

her family in their loss.  
AEA 

Gwen Kirk 

It is with great regret that we have to convey the news of the passing of Gwen, 

wife of one of our longest serving members, Gordon Kirk. 

Gwen had been ill for a very long time, and had been in and out of various 

hospitals, but eventually succumbed to her illness and passed away in late 

September. 

Gwen and Gordon were both active in the early 50s riding with the Section on 

their tandem, but when they moved to Harlow, due to family and work 

commitments, the club saw less of them, so they became a little out of touch, Gwen 

was a good friend. I shall miss her. 

The club was represented at the funeral, and among the floral tributes. The 

very sincere condolences of us all will go to Gordon, daughters Pat and Val, and 

the grandchildren in their loss.  
ACB   

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°450 February 1989 

Reg Baxter 

1905-1988 

It was with a profound sorrow and sense of shock that the news came from 

Michael Baxter of the passing of his father on December l6
th

 1988. Reg had been 

active until the last, we had seen him in November at the Old Timers Luncheon he 

organised; he was keeping his regular weekly cycling date with old companions at 

Chertsey and his swimming sessions every morning. Two weeks earlier he had 

taken delivery of a new bicycle to replace the one the railway lost last year. 

One of the group of Eastern Section members who founded the Eagle Road 

Club in 1923, Reg, ‘Baggy’ in those days of nicknames, never wavered in his 
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loyalty although he later became second claim to the Bath Road Club and to the 

South Eastern Road Club. His name is among the record holders with a single ‘50’ 

mile ride of 2h.12m.44s. In 1931 and he was Club Champion that year. He kept 

riding when his racing tailed off and was a regular with the Section until the war 

years when he moved away, eventually settling in Putney but maintaining help and 

support in all ways. He has always donated the medal for the runner in the Club 

Championship. 

Left a widower with a young son by the desperately sad passing of his wife, 

Reg coped, in his calm and controlled way, with his son’s upbringing and the 

whole task of running a home. 

Always a keen tourist, he had been among the Club’s pioneers in continental 

touring in the 1920’s when such holidays were adventures indeed. It developed an 

interest in languages and he studied at evening classes, taking academic awards 

and becoming fluent in French, German, Italian and Spanish and able to read 

Russian. Michael recalls going, as a young lad of 6 or 7, two or three times a year 

to the continent on the back of the tandem. Centre tours from a hotel in the Alpes 

Maritime at the back of Nice then progressing to Alpine tours, over the Gross 

Glockner Pass by his tenth birthday. A life member of the Cyclists’ Touring Club 

and a member of the Fédération Française de CycloTourisme, over the years, Reg 

did it all, club parties to the Alps, Easter weekends in Normandy, FFCT meets in 

the Cevennes, randonnées with his Belgian friend, Albert, wandering in the Alps 

and Pyrenees with Bath Roader, Claud Clarke, and even present day Eagles will 

remember him twiddling his low gears on Middleton Stoney weekends. 

A meticulous record keeper, many of his journeys have been re-told in these 

pages to which he was a regular and valued contributor, the last in the December 

issue concluding with a strangely prophetic Au Revoir. A big gap has been left in 

my personal cycling scene and we shall all mourn and proudly remember a grand 

man and a good clubman. 

The Club was represented at the funeral and the sympathy of us all will go to 

Michael and his family in their loss. 
AE Ayton 

Dennis Atkinson 

So, another old friend has gone, from our lives but never from our memories. 

The news of his passing, on January 31
st
 came with sorrow but was not unexpected 

as Olive and I had visited Dennis in hospital a week previously and it was obvious 

that he was very ill. Yet his mind was as lively as ever, commenting on names not 

among the signatures on the menu that everybody signed at the Dinner, which we 

had taken to him, and discussing timekeeping, still offering use of his watches if 

necessary.  

This was typical of Dennis, whose interests outside cycling were wide ranging 

but all with a common content of intellectual skill and manual dexterity. He was a 

gifted photographer, showing in many exhibitions and most of that work in the 
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album presented to Mr. Villiers, was his. A skilled shot, competing at a high 

standard, he made and fitted a new stock to his own design and measurements to 

his rifle. From his timekeeping activities, clocks and watches and their repair got 

his attention and he made and fitted a temperature compensated balance spring to 

provide himself with an accurate second watch. On retirement Dennis joined a day 

class in jewellery manufacture, working mainly in silver, and, to solve a particular 

problem, designed and made a piece of apparatus that was new to the professional 

instructor. For some years a ring, made by him, has been among the prizes donated 

for the raffle at the Annual Dinner. 

Jim to his family but always Dennis to the Eagle Road Club he was a founder 

member and then as active on a bicycle as they all were; with Frank Willsher on 

the tandem he took the ‘50’ mile record in 1926 with 2h.5m.36s. and he was in the 

parties with Reg Baxter that went to the Continent. His generosity showed early 

when he presented an annual medal for the Novices Championship. Of his official 

posts, he will probably be best remembered for timekeeping, joining ‘Dad’ Harvie 

as club timekeeper in 1950 and remaining as the Club’s main timekeeper through 

to 1986. His advice and, indeed, the loan of his watch, were always available to 

those wanting to learn the business. For years he printed the magazine, applying 

his mechanical skills to taming the dreadfully old club duplicator we then had and, 

during the war when everything was in short supply, even manufacturing the ink 

for it. One of the original Clubhouse Trustees, so much of his work for the Club 

was behind the scenes and probably unknown to the general membership. All this 

activity additional to a demanding career as an industrial chemist. 

Dennis will be sadly missed and we all feel for Jill and Ernie, Sarah and Roy 

in their loss. The deepest condolences of his friends in the Club will and can, we 

hope, be some comfort to them. 
AE Ayton 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°454 February 1990 

J.S. Torrance 

Peacefully, in his sleep, on 3
rd

 December, Jack Torrance passed away from us. 

He had been devastated by the loss of Elsie and slowly succumbed to the weight of 

his 88 years. In the last weeks he needed constant care and yet, when I spoke to 

him by telephone, just a couple of weeks previously, his voice was still strong and 

that of the Jack we knew. 

A founder member of the Eagle Road Club although not actually at the 

inaugural meeting, he told of his brother, Harry’s, return home that auspicious 

evening to say, 

“Oh, we’ve formed the Eagle Road Club and you’re the General Secretary”. 

He remained as Secretary and Treasurer until 1931 with all his enthusiasm and 

method applied to it. For some time a contributor to the North Mids & Herts 

Cycling Association Gazette under the pen name Aquila he started the Way of an 
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Eagle in 1933. With the title, in his words, a ‘straight pinch’ from the novel, it 

absolutely suited his style and personality and set a standard to which we his 

successors in the office, have fruitlessly aspired. The ‘Bung-Ho Press’ was the 

suggestion of a colleague who printed the early numbers (locked in the office 

strong-room to avoid detection!) and ‘bung-ho’ being the period salutation of the 

‘bloods’ as they downed their drinks. With a quotation, usually Shakespearean, to 

suit every occasion and a ready wit, the racy, humorous writing gave a light 

hearted touch even to serious topics and if his reporting of successes tended to 

hyperbole it was a natural extension of his complete identification with the Club. .  

He married Elsie in 1923 and they were riding tandem to club fixtures until 

daughter, Joan, arrived. Jack’s work was with the Shell Oil organisation and, when 

war came, he was moved away down to f Oxfordshire with them, involved with the 

organisation of the tanker fleets carrying the all too essential fuel. Returning with 

the resumption of more normal life he again edited the magazine for a couple of 

years before handing over to Fred Argent. Jack was an Eton Manor boy and quite 

largely instrumental in Arthur Villiers interest in the Club and his acceptance of the 

Presidency. It follows, therefore, that he was an obvious member of the four 

trustees who were the signatories of the Clubhouse agreement. 

Moving to the Wirral to be near Joan when she married, Jack and Elsie invited 

a party of Eagles up to celebrate their Golden Wedding in 1975 and had the 

happiness of family around them for the Diamond celebration in 1985. We will 

miss him sadly, his jokiness, the ability to point up the faintly bizarre or absurd in a 

way that foreshadowed much modern humour and for his warm, friendly 

personality. The sincere condolences of all Jack’s clubmates and friends will go to 

Joan and John and their family in their loss. 

The Club, instead of flowers, sent a donation to the St. Bartholomew Day 

Hospital in Knowsley that Jack had attended latterly. 
Albert Ayton 

Marjorie Dunn 

It was a great shock to hear that Marjorie, wife of Jack, had fallen on a stretch 

of black ice when riding out to a mid-week section run and had succumbed to the 

injury she received. Living in Sussex we had seen her on a bicycle only when they 

made a weekend of it up to the Clubhouse Open Days but we knew from Jack’s 

articles of her love of cycling, walking and outdoor life generally. Those in the 

club who had visited them at home knew also of her warm and welcoming 

personality. They had enjoyed the companionship of marriage for all too short a 

time and the loss, so suddenly and tragically, for Jack must be grievous. It must be 

hoped that the sympathy and support of his clubmates at this time will be felt to be 

of some comfort, Marjorie was buried at Sanderstead and the club was represented. 

A donation was sent to the Royal London Society for the Blind, instead of flowers. 
Albert Ayton 
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Alan Harris 

Older members will be saddened to hear of the death of Alan Harris who died 

of a heart attack on 30
th

 November last year. Those who remember him will recall 

his ready grin and sense of humour. I personally remember him as an ideal 

companion on several continental tours. Our sincere condolences are extended to 

his wife, Isabel and family.  
W.S. Brown 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°456August 1990 

F. A. Argent 

The news early last month of Fred Argent’s passing came as a shock and a 

sorrow. Since his fall some ten years ago, Fred had been, in so many ways, not at 

all the Fred we had known but he was so much an Eagle still in spirit and support. 

A heart attack last year had led to some poor periods and he had been in hospital 

for a time but was due to come home next day yet went of a ‘massive heart attack’ 

only an hour or so after discussing with his twin sister details of their 75
th

 birthdays 

later this summer. 

Fred joined the Eagle Road Club together with his friend George Venus in 

April1934 and started competing immediately taking 4
th

 place in the ECCA 

Novices 25in1h.12m.56s. and, forming part of the winning team. In those years the 

Eagles took many team races and Fred figured as a team member in most of the as 

well as achieving individual placings. Best of these was his win of the Essex Roads 

C.C. 12 hour event in 1936 with 224⅝ miles to become the first holder of the 

B.S.A. Trophy. He was Club Champion in1936 and 1939. 

Working for Cable & Wireless, the international communications company, 

he was called up into the Royal Signals, was in the Western Desert with the 8
th

 

Army and went on to Italy, revealing only in the last few years that he was part of 

the highly secret ‘Enigma’code-breaking operation. After demobilisation he 

returned to cycling and raced for some years. He married Chris in1947 and racing 

stopped as they raised a family but always he was an Eagle serving, at various 

times, as General Secretary and Treasurer, Magazine Editor and committee 

member. 

My abiding memory of Fred is of a friend who was his own man, an 

individual and not one just to go along with the herd. When our round of the 

London Division Team Pursuit Championship was scheduled for a big Saturday 

afternoon at Herne Hill, he was less than keen to ride as his racing was for his 

enjoyment and not to provide entertainment for paying spectators. In a lot of ways 

he was in advance of his time, adopting new ideas and equipment readily, even in 

pre-war years he was using quick release hubs and various of the early derailleurs, 

the so simple Osgear and the first Simplex models. Back in those days he 

postulated handlebars springing direct from to fork crown to eliminate normal bars 

and stem, not so different from today’s low profile machines. 
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We have lost a good clubmate and friend but to others the loss is of a 

husband, a father, grandfather, a twin brother and to Chris and her family and to 

Dolly we extend our very sincere condolences in the hope that our sympathy and 

thoughts provide some comfort. The Club was represented at the funeral and, in his 

memory; we have made a donation to the St. Francis Hospice at Havering-atte- 

Bower.  Albert Ayton 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°460 August 1991 

W.S. Brown  

Once again the time has come to mourn the passing of a very dear friend. Bill 

Brown died on 1
st
 August 1991 having survived only a few short months after the 

loss of his dear wife. Doris. Bill’s health rapidly deteriorated after Doris’s death 

and he succumbed after a comparatively short period in hospital at the age of 82. 

Our sincere condolences and deepest I sympathy go to Bill’s family, Peter, Gillian 

and Christopher, who may no doubt I obtain some comfort in the knowledge that 

Bill’s sufferings are at last over.  

Bill and I enjoyed a friendship which lasted more than 60 years, from our 

‘teens to our eighties and we rode many thousands of miles together. We 

discovered, among other things, the magic of the Epping Road and beyond, club 

riding, touring, cycle camping and time trialling. 

Bill’s connection with the Eagle Road Club began in the Spring of 1928 when 

he first rode with the old Eastern Section of the C.T.C. He was never blessed with 

a very robust physique but he was a real trier. He became part of the backbone of 

the time trialling game, a middlemarker. He also benefited the Club by organising 

Club Dances at the Heathcote Hotel in Leytonstone, raising quite a tidy sum for 

Club funds. 

So, another link with those carefree days has gone but those of us who remain 

are privileged to have such happy memories. Farewell, Bill, old friend, may you 

rest in peace. 
 J.G.K.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°462 February 1992 

Arthur C. Batty 

The Eagle Road Club has lost one of its longest serving members with the 

death of Arthur Batty on Saturday, 4
th

 January in London Hospital He joined the 

Club in 1936 and had taken an active part in all its affairs since then, racing with 

some success particularly in the late ‘40s and early ‘50s when he was a member of 

winning Eagle Road Club teams in open events. Although primarily a time-trialist, 

he rode in the early post-war massed-start events on the Fairlop and Matching 

Green airfields and also in the Club’s team pursuit team at Herne Hill and 

Paddington. A life member of the Cyclists’ Touring Club and riding, as all the 

Eagles did at that time, with the Eastern Section of the C.T.C Metropolitan District 
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Association he was also a keen tourist both in Britain and in the Alps. Many of his 

then clubmates will have known him as ‘Corny’, from his middle name, Cornelius, 

the Dutch form of which ‘Cees’, he used as a nom de plume for the regular diary 

contributions he made to the Way of an Eagle at that time. 

Regularly, until he finished work a few years ago, he rode from his home in 

Ilford to his employment as a beveller in a glassworks in the East End. 

Commencing in 1947 Arthur had two spells as the Club’s Social Secretary and, in 

that capacity, organised no less than 33 Annual Dinners. As a member of the 

Club’s committee for most of his club membership he contributed his point of view 

with characteristic vigour as also in his capacity as club delegate to the Eastern 

Counties C.A., to the London East D.C. of the R.T.T.C and to the R.R.A. 

After his family had grown he resumed a racing career in the late ‘70s - early 

‘80s as a ‘vet’ and succeeded in improving his 30-year-old personal bests at all the 

distances he rode. At this time, too, he was a mentor for the influx of young 

members into the Club and was the Club President from 1979 to 1983. For many 

years he handicapped club events and was approved as a handicapper for Open 

events. 

Also a member of the Forty Plus C.C. and the V.T.T.A. he had made a great 

contribution to cycling both in his enjoyment of the sport and the work he did for 

it. He leaves a widow, Dorothy, son, Stephen and daughter, Sandra and the 

grandchildren, to whom we offer our sincere condolences and who will miss him 

greatly as will we all. 
AE Ayton 

A personal appreciation from the Club President, Gerry Lumsden. 

As we all now know, life on this earth ended for Arthur Batty at 8.40 am on 

the 4
th

 January in the Royal London Hospital - the morning of our Annual Dinner, 

a function which it had been his joy to organise for many years - but I believe he 

has started another life in heaven. 

I’ve known Arthur for 57 or 58 years and remember how, over the years, we 

got on well together; like the days when he came over to my house with Harry 

Cross to do the handicapping after we had been elected the Handicapping 

Committee. Then, when Harry passed over we carried on together for quite a few 

years until I went ‘funny’ after my stroke, then he carried on alone. I remember 

him as caring; the days when I couldn’t speak properly when he used to come 

round and take me out in his car around the countryside to jog my memory to 

remember place names. Then the days when he came to see me in hospital 

following my hip replacement and coming with me on my walks, me limping along 

with my stick. 

I also remember, sadly, about five years ago, when he rang to tell me the 

results of his hospital examination, and that he had cancer of the spleen, but even 

that didn’t stop him getting as much out of life as possible. Memories of  the years 

when we rode together down to Middleton Stoney when I was part retired and he -
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still working, but then his bike riding started to tell on him so he called and took 

me down there in his car. That was the time we called on Frank Stokes at his home 

near Evesham; in fact our third or fourth call was last year when Arthur also picked 

up Gordon Kirk from his new home at Finstock and together with George White, 

gave Frank a nice surprise. 

Yes, I am sure I’ll miss Arthur a little more than most, because he was such a 

great friend of mine. My sincere sympathy goes to Dorothy, daughter, Sandra and 

son, Stephen. 
From Joe McArthur 

Arthur and I were good friends in our teens in the late thirties and I well 

remember the times when he and I and Dougie Carp did ‘bit and bit’ along the 

Southend Road shepherded by Fred Argent; perhaps a good preparation for 

Churchill’s... ‘toil, tears and sweat’ when later we all went off to war. 

When I was in Normandy I knew that Arthur was also there. Arthur, in the 

Pioneer Corps, was working on the Carpiquet Airfield, frequently under heavy 

shellfire, until we had broken the Germans at Caen. Arthur was tough, solid and a 

good mate to have in a crisis. 

When we were demobbed after the end of the War. Lila and I bought a house 

at Elm Park, overlooking Hornchurch Aerodrome. Arthur was a very good friend 

to us in those days, frequently spending weekends at our house. Eventually he 

married Dorothy and they set up their own home. 

Lila and I were very pleased to be able to attend Arthur’s funeral. It was, of 

course, a very sad occasion but we found Dorothy, Stephen and Sandra in good 

spirits and, with so many friends and relations there; it was a happy occasion as 

well. We did enjoy renewing old acquaintances and I am sure that Arthur would 

have given his approval. I was impressed that so many young people took the 

trouble to attend the service, young men from the Eagles and from other clubs as 

well. 

It is remarkable how the cycling fraternity, and especially the Eagle Road 

Club, have survived and retained its integrity in a changing and hostile world.  

 
From Albert Ayton 

When, in 1945, demobilisation got under Way the order was determined by a 

formula involving age and length of service and Arthur was one of the earlier 

releases. He made good use of the opportunity and won the Combine 100 in 

summer 1946 then, by the end of the year, most of us had joined him in Civvy 

Street. From then, for some five years, he was a constant companion in club life, 

clubruns, weekends, racing, touring, dinners, even, with Gordon, shopping in East 

Ham High Street for handicap prizes at the end of the season. A full account would 

take a book but, perhaps, three vignettes will give the flavour. 

The first Easter hardriders weekend to Wales. Saturday had been a day of 

incidents; George White had fallen and cracked himself on the nut causing Brian 
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Meopham to send an ambulance on a fruitless journey up into the Black Mountains 

to pick him up. Jack Dunn had put his gear mech into his wheel and broken about 

seven spokes; with the result that a late tea in Rhayader found us with a ride in the 

dark to our night’s lodging in Llangurig, the highest village in Wales. And it really 

was dark, pitch black, icy rain blown by a stiff headwind and with only the poor 

illumination provided by ‘bobby-dodgers’, all, that is, except Arthur, who had one 

of the new dyno-hubs, and led the way for the whole lot, single file, following the 

red glimmer of the preceding rear light, up into the hills with Arthur so 

concentrating on the edge of the road that he followed it, and we him, into, along 

and then out of a lay-by on the way. 

Our first Continental tour, four Eagles, Arthur, Gordon, Fred Dewar and me 

plus Dick Powell of the Forest CC, who had somehow wished himself into the 

party. First morning, breakfast in Basle Station then, about half an hour on the road 

to Lucerne, Dick stops and announces that his knee had gone again making it 

doubtful if he would be able to continue! We could see our eagerly anticipated 

holiday going completely but Arthur, in his usual blunt, no nonsense fashion, said 

he would have to make what progress he could and we would leave someone to 

wait for him outside Lucerne Station - if he arrived there! It might have seemed 

ruthless, indeed heartless, to some but it did the trick for he did get to Lucerne and 

on to the stop we had fixed up and, the next day, rode the whole of the Klausen 

Pass, bottom to top, without stopping, getting to the summit about an hour before 

the rest of us who had been stopping for a beer, photographs or just to admire the 

stretch of glaciers that line this pass. 

A Bath Road 100. The event had closed at a time that meant Arthur’s entry 

had been refused but he still came on the weekend on the river at Pangbourne. I 

had been having a lot of trouble with punctures so, on the Monday morning, Arthur 

had stripped down his bike, picked me up as I came back through the Pangbourne 

Lane at about 50 miles and followed me, riding at the prescribed distance behind, 

for the second fifty miles so that I would have a spare bike available if I punctured. 

We differed at times, on committee, in our approach to various things and 

Arthur could be single-minded, even, perhaps, stubborn in his view but there can 

be no doubt at all that the first thing in his mind always was the welfare of the 

Eagle Road Club. Clubmate, team-mate, good companion, friend, his loss will 

leave a big gap. 
AEA  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°463 May 1992 

Arthur W. Jacobs 

It is with a great sense of personal loss that I have to inform readers of the 

passing of Arthur Jacobs who suffered a cardiac arrest on his way home from one 

of his regular sequence dancing evenings. He was resuscitated on a ventilator but 

did not recover consciousness and passed from this life on May 7
th

. Active to the 
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last he had been for a ten mile walk in his beloved Chiltern countryside on the 

Sunday and, on the Tuesday, had been doing some preliminary work on timber for 

a new window frame for the Nissen hut at the Clubhouse.  

Arthur started cycling in about 1928 and joined the Cyclists’ Touring Club 

eventually becoming a life member. Riding with the Eastern Section when he 

entered competition it was, naturally, with the Eagle Road Club in 1932 or ‘33 and 

soon made his mark, particularly at the longer distances. The handbook shows his 

tussle with Bert Tuck for the 100 miles record and he also improved Harry Cross’s 

12 hour distance. A member of Eagle winning teams in inter-club and open events 

he was Club Champion in 1934 and 1935, in that latter year accomplishing, 

perhaps, his best performance when he was fourth in the classic Bath Road 100 

with 4h. 34m. 20s. when the winner, Keith Mosedale of the Calleva RC, took 

competition record inside 4h. 30m. for the first time with 4h. 27m. 23s. His racing 

career was shortened by knee trouble; it allowed ordinary riding but would not 

stand the strain of training and racing and many and varied efforts failed to find a 

cure. He continued to ride, however, up to the Clubhouse - and back - oftimes 

laden with tools, touring, with Rene in Britain and in the Alps and riding to work. 

By trade he was a carpenter and joiner, a broad description that does not do 

justice to the meticulous and painstaking craftsmanship that he showed not only 

with his woodworking tools in cabinet-making and other fine work but in related 

building trades and any pursuits involving handicrafts. Any job had to be right, a 

perfectionist. So it was inevitable that he was involved with the Clubhouse from its 

inception in 1937, fitting out the interior with lockers and seats. When the 

Clubhouse had to be moved in 1947 he took charge of the job on that Easter 

weekend and cajoled, bullied and generally drove us to follow his example of 

effort to make sure the job was completed in the four days. Then he embarked on 

the construction of the kitchen and, forty years on, today’s members will have seen 

him with the same commitment working on the toilet extension. 

A man of principle with a reluctance to compromise, he could appear rigid 

and resigned membership at one time when he disagreed profoundly with an 

A.G.M.’s attitude on C.T.C. membership, later rejoining when he realised that the 

disruptive element had not lasted and that the Club’s basic spirit was unaltered. 

Never one to suffer fools gladly, his genuine friendship was not given easily or 

quickly but was a privilege when one ranked for it. 

Of later years, increased road traffic had induced him to prefer walking to 

cycling and he was involved with various rambling organisations, leading and 

participating in, rambles in many different areas. He also had a regular programme 

of sequence dancing engagements. There was a large crowd at the funeral at the 

City of London Cemetery from all his interests; cycling, walking and dancing. 

Always a reader and thinker, spiritually and philosophically, he would believe, as 

do we, that he is now re-united with his dear, Rene. 
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Many will have realised how close Olive was to Arthur and the loss has 

affected her deeply. We are both profoundly thankful for the sympathy and 

support, expressed or tacit, evident from all who knew him. 
AEA 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°464 August 1992 

Frank Willsher 

by George White 

Each year, on the occasion of the Willsher Memorial ‘50’, my mind goes back 

to the sad origin of this event and other remembered times. 

In the summer of 1927, the E.C.C.A. held a gymkhana in a large field near 

Epping. Florrie and I arrived on the tandem but the club lads present said  

“You still have to ride in the grass track event.” Norman Cooper took 

‘Bubbles’ Gaymer’s 20 inch frame bike, pulled the seat pillar out as far as possible 

and said, “On yer bike” or its then current equivalent. Riders like Temme and 

Hanson were ready with their track machines and I hoped that I would not be 

allowed to start with this 67” geared 26” wheel effort, but soon I was in the first 

heat in the bunch. The ‘trackies’ with their big gears had trouble getting round the 

bottom bend which followed a drop from the start so, to my surprise, I won the 

heat. In the following heats, Harry Cross and Frank Willsher on their low geared 

road bikes fared similarly so, in the final, there was Harry, Frank, a Victoria C.C. 

man and myself. In the last lap I was leading but with Frank coming up very 

strongly from the rear. Managing to keep in front I won a set of carvers which I use 

to this day. 

In those days the clubs and associations held winter dances to augment their 

funds so there was a large crowd at the Cripplegate Institute for the Counties 

annual dance in 1928 when Vic Bodkin came in to tell us of Frank’s death a few 

days earlier in the Thames floods. This has been recorded in the Club handbook 

ever since. Shocked and depressed we all immediately went home. 

Apparently, Frank, who was in lodgings in Chelsea, near to his office, arrived 

from work to find the road under water which was flooding into the basement of 

his lodgings. His landlady and the other lodgers were distressed that the basement 

held some of their possessions and food. Frank, who was a strong swimmer, went 

into the basement more than once rescuing belongings and then, while he was in 

there, an embankment gave way and the water rose to quickly for him to get out 

and he was trapped, dying from asphyxiation in a confined space. 

I found loss of a young clubmate very difficult for a long time. The 1928 

season saw us getting fit and I had it in mind that I would like to be the first to put 

my name on the memorial trophy the committee had set up. So, in the first 

memorial event, I started last and finished with 2h.l3m.58s. slow for these days but 

fast enough then for a new club record. Harry Cross and Reg Baxter were about 

eight and five minutes slower respectively and, when they found out my time, I 
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was grabbed and bumped in the middle of the road by the 32
nd

 milestone. Can you 

imagine that being possible today? 

After a war and twenty-five years later, having returned to the sport as a ‘Vet’, 

I was conceited enough to think that if Albert Ayton and Harry Edwards fell off a 

cliff or something, I might even put my name on the cup again. In fact, neither of 

them did ride for reasons I can’t remember and I did a 2h.l0m.31s. personal best 

whilst Tom Everett popped up with 2h.10m.17s. 

So, each year of the Willsher ‘50’ my thoughts return to the days of my youth 

and the between years. This memorandum, supposed to be a tribute to a young 

compatriot has turned out to be a personal nostalgic trip for which I hope you will 

forgive me. Jack Torrance, our first club secretary, who inspired us with his 

writings, in the W.O.A.E. and other, in those days, more staid cycling journals, 

quoted at the time of Frank Willsher’s selfless action, ‘No man hath a greater love 

than this, that he gave his life for others’. It was a waste but an action typical of the 

man.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°465 November 1992 

George Kiteley 

I am sorry to report the passing, in early November, of another of the 

Davey/Torrance family, once so prominent in the Eagles and Eastern Section. 

George Kiteley started to ride with the Eastern Section in the ‘thirties and found 

that the four Davey brothers, who had all ridden with the Club at one time or 

another, had a sister, Jessie. George soon acquired a tandem and married Jessie just 

before the war, going to live in the top flat of the house in Leytonstone owned by 

John Davey and shared by his (John’s) parents. 

After serving in the gunners throughout the war, much of it fighting frostbite 

in the Shetlands, George got out his bike again on demob, and was persuaded to 

join the Eagles and to race by the prevailing atmosphere of the late forties when 

practically every member got up very early on Sundays and put on the black kit. 

Like many who start racing nearer forty than thirty, he discovered he preferred the 

longer distances and, although never one of the club’s star performers, his natural 

determination meant that he rarely failed to finish. 

However the combination of family responsibility after their daughter, 

Christine, was born and the strange hours that the Post Office sometimes inflicted 

on their staff, meant that George’s racing career was nor a long one but he was 

riding his bike at a more sociable pace until his retirement. 

Jessie died in 1987 and George is survived by Christine and her husband, 

David, to whom we must send the Club’s condolences. 
Arnold Davey 

The Club sent flowers and was represented at the funeral. Our expressions of 

sympathy have been acknowledged by Christine and David who extend their 
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thanks to the late George Kiteley clubmates in the Eagle Road Club and C.T.C. 

Eastern Section. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°467 May 1993 

Gordon Kirk 

We regret to have to record the passing of Gordon Kirk who succumbed to the 

effect of a stroke at the end of March. He had been a member of the Eagle Road 

Club since 1935 and had raced at all distances before he was called to service in 

the R.A.F. Police, during the War. Although never a short marker, he gained gold-

centre or silver standards at all distances and was the third counter in the team that 

got the second team race in the Essex Roads CC. 12 hour in 1937. Getting to 

events was not easy for him as he worked in a provision merchants until 8 p.m. on 

Saturdays and, consequently, rarely week ended at the Clubhouse with the rest of 

us but rode up to Bishop’s Stortford and stayed there for the night. 

Always cheery with a happy nature, that often goes with a plump build which 

earned him his dub nickname of ‘Porky’, he was a good companion on clubruns 

and on tour. On his return from the R.A.F. he married Gwen and they rode with the 

Eastern Section on a tandem even after the arrival of Janice, who had a seat on the 

back. They moved up to the then new town of Harlow and the regular riding 

contact was lost as their family commitments increased but Gordon always 

retained his club membership and interest and, of recent years, had been a regular 

attender at the annual ‘Old Timer’s’ luncheon. Gwen developed cancer and Gordon 

nursed her devotedly for the last period of her life. He, himself, developed heart 

trouble and later cataracts on both eyes but these had been successfully treated and 

moving to live with his daughter’s family in the Cotswolds, he was very happy. 

We have lost an old member and a friend but much as we may feel the loss it 

cannot be as great as that of his family and the condolences of all of the Club go to 

Janice and Pat and their families. Gordon was very proud of them all. 

The Club was represented at the funeral and, in lieu of flowers, a donation has 

been sent to the Association for International Cancer Research which Gordon had 

supported regularly. 
A.E.A 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°472 August 1994 

George Venus 

It is with considerable sadness that we have to inform his fellow club 

members of the passing, on July 17
th

 of George Venus. He had suffered heart 

trouble some time ago but had recovered to be substantially his old self, only for 

there to be a recurrence and be succumbed in the hospital in which he was being 

treated.  

George’s name first appeared in the list of members in the 1934 handbook 

and, in the 60 years since then, his loyalty has never wavered. Joining at the same 
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time as Fred Argent, a particular friend, he raced over the neat years with Open 

successes in team races at 50 miles with Fred, Bert Tuck and Charlie Riche. He 

married Netta and during the war, be served as an R.A.F. policeman moving, after 

demobilisation, with his work to West London, where he and Netta hosted some 

lucky Eagles for the ‘away’ inter-club with the Westerley Road Club. 

After some years, with the job moving again, they went down to Poole and 

here, as always, George was involved with the local clubs, in marshalling, feeding 

and similar helping duties but he was always an Eagle. His subscriptions arrived 

regularly in the spring every year, without the necessity of reminders, always with 

a chatty letter, and he was delighted to see an Eagle jersey in local races, never 

failing to mention it in his next letter. I stayed with him for my first Dorset Coast 

Randonnée and those who have ridden since have always found George out round 

the course with encouragement and refreshment. 

Netta was taken tragically early and George subsequently found 

companionship with Betty, whom he married, a couple of years ago, at Gretna 

Green, not telling even his family, until afterwards! A privilege to know, a friend, a 

man I am proud to call a clubmate, who will be missed by us but even more so by 

Betty and his family. The condolences of all who knew him will go to them and we 

hope that our sympathy and support will give some comfort in their loss. Family 

flowers only were requested and the Club has made a donation to the British Heart 

Foundation in his memory.  
A.E.A 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°477 November 1995 

Lillian Hayton 

On Sunday the 5
th

 November 1995 Lillian Hayton passed away. Lillian was 

not a member-of the Eagle R.C. but through her second eldest son Robert she came 

to get involved with the organising of the Eastway Thursday League. 

Affectionately known as Lil she acted as the Evening League secretary for four 

years taking and giving the friendly banter from behind the table for sixteen 

evenings that made the series. It was her maternal nature that marked her perfectly 

for that task and she will always be remembered by the lads who rode at Eastway 

in the warm summer evenings of 1985 to 1988  
DW 

Peggy King 

Peggy, wife of Sam King passed away on Friday, 24
th

 November 1995, after a 

long illness. Peggy was sister to Dick Thomas, a club member from the thirties 

through to the sixties, and although not able, in those days, to be an Eagle in name, 

was a regular and very competent rider with the Eastern Section. Those present 

members who knew her will recall her friendly presence on club runs, weekends, 

Easter on the Isle of Wight and at social events. After their marriage, Sam and 

Peggy, eventually moved back to Leytonstone and were again out on the tandem 
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with son, Barry, on his single, helping in the club Opens and regulars at the Sunday 

morning elevenses meets at Coopersale that were popular in the Sixties. The sad 

and premature loss of Barry affected her very deeply and her cycling involvement 

was much less latterly. This household remembers Peggy very well. Olive’s first, 

cycle tour, in 1937, to Devon, was at her invitation and the writer vividly recalls 

one of his very early club runs, a greater mileage than any previous and a big 

bundle in the last miles before tea, eased by Peggy giving him a helping push up 

one of the hills. We shall miss her although none more than Sam to whom will go 

the sincere sympathy of us all. 
AEA 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°481 November 1996 

Olive Ayton 

It is with great sadness I report the sudden passing of our dear friend Olive on 

Thursday 10
th

 October following two heart attacks. She was admitted into hospital 

on Tuesday 8
th

 October and slipped away on the 10
th.

 Olive was a lifelong member 

of the C.T.C. having been introduced to cycling by her brother Arthur Jacobs. In 

her younger days she was a stalwart of the Eastern Section and was indeed its 

secretary for a number of years, keeping the runs going and coping with 

discrepancies of booked lunches and teas with the number of riders that turned up. 

She was a strong cyclist, always on 66” fixed, and many a time I have taken 

advantage of her back wheel on club runs. They were halcyon days, hardly any 

motor traffic - Sunday clubrun meets at the Clock Tower, Woodford..... 

Olive cycle toured both at home and on the Continent, mostly with Albert, 

brother Arthur and his wife Rene. She had a spell of tandem riding with Albert, but 

once cycling became too much, took to walking holidays, using the car just to get 

there and back. 

Olive was made an honorary member of the Eagle Road Club for her good 

work over the years - she was always there at the Clubhouse; up the road 

marshalling or at a feeding station, and was a staunch member of the Club’s 

‘catering corps’ giving encouragement and sustenance to riders in randonnées or 

club events. She was a keen gardener and loved her garden, and although of late 

plagued by arthritis in her legs and back, she never complained and just treated it 

as a ‘nuisance’ stopping her pottering outside at home and at the Clubhouse where 

she planted splashes of colour. 

Olive was involved in cycling and club life in all its aspects right to the end. It 

was a privilege to have been among her many friends over the years - so many 

friends as was made fully evident by the numbers present in the chapel at her 

funeral. 

Olive will be greatly missed by us all, none more than Albert, her devoted 

husband, to whom go our sincere sympathies and support.  
Ivy Lumsden 
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR 

I would appreciate the opportunity of using you pages to express my sincere 

thanks for the magnificent floral tribute from the Club members to Olive’s 

memory. I was her wish that flowers should come only from her close friends and 

she would certainly have so regarded the Eagle Road Club. 

Although, over half a century, Olive was happy to help the Club and to be a 

supporter in so many ways, the Honorary membership recognition was much 

valued. In the same way, only this year, after nearly sixty years as a Family 

member of the Cyclists’ Touring Club, first through her brother’s and then through 

my membership, she became a Life member in her own right. Sadly, that was to 

last for such a short period. 

Olive’s sometimes forceful expression of her opinion of the action of those 

who did not measure up to her standards, a family trait of the Jacobs, in no way 

lessened her concern for others and for the sport and the environment she held in 

such high regard. The number of messages of sympathy and offers of help I have 

received and the attendance of so many at the funeral show the esteem and 

affection in which sew was so widely held. It was almost overwhelming to me and 

written words seem totally inadequate in expressing my thanks 

Sincerely and so very sadly, 
Albert Ayton 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°482 February 1997 

3
rd

 January1997 

It is with sadness and regret that I have to tell you that my father Charles 

Wright passed away on 29
th

 December 1996 having reached his 98
th

 birthday on 

December 20
th

. 

Although not an active member of the Eagle Road Club he was always 

interested in the achievements of chub members and thoroughly enjoyed the 

Annual Dinner. He was very flattered and delighted when he was made an 

Honorary Member of the Club 

Yours sincerely 

Hazel Henly 

Charles Wright A.M.I.E.E. 

Memories stir whenever 1 hear of an old friend passing away as with the news 

of the death of Charles Wright on 29
th

 December 1996, 98 years of age. 

I first met Charles when he was an inspector in the Post Office engineering 

dept. and I was a mere youth in training. He had passed the open examination and 

later became a senior executive engineer. 

As an adviser, supporter and sponsor of the Eagles he and another, namely 

Ted Birt remained outside the club for various reasons one of which was so that 

they could toast the club and speak for the visitors at our club dinners; which in 

those days were celebrated with speeches followed by concerts with our own 
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talents. Charles had a rare if somewhat ponderous sense of humour and was always 

well received. Till last year he still attended the Eagles old timer’s luncheon at 

Chasneys, Chingford. He was no racing cyclist, though he rode regularly with the 

Eastern Section of the C.T.C. N.M.D.A., swam several times a week (often with 

my wife), and did daily press-ups until comparatively recently. Given by popular 

request in 1988 he was most proud to he made an Honorary Member of the club to 

which he had also been very generous. 
George White 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°486 May/August 1998 

Eve Engel 
GOODBYE’ TO ‘EVERGREEN EVE’ 

It is with deep regret to report that Eve Engel, after a courageous battle against 

cancer, died on 13th July, aged 84. In spite of reaching octogenarian status, she 

maintained her keen interest in cycling and the folk connected with it until the very 

end. 

Although born in Norfolk, she moved into Essex many years ago and in 1934 

married Eddie, that well-known timekeeper and founder member of the Viking 

Road Club. Together they dedicated their lives to the cause of cycling and, though 

touring was their first love, having toured awheel in many parts of the world, both 

had been bold enough to ride in 12 hour time trials. 

Following their marriage in Benfleet, subsequent moves took them to East and 

North London and it was at one of these locations during World War 2 that they 

had a narrow escape from one of Hitler’s missiles which had scored a direct hit on 

an adjacent property. Their last move to the more peaceful district of Epping saw 

them in the post-war years riding with the Epping Forest Section of the CTC. 

Eve was also a past-president of the Forty Plus CC and for many years had 

organised the Christmas Luncheon for the Essex Sections of that Club, only 

relinquishing that chore when ill-health finally overcame her. 

She helped to form the Valkyries CC when that club was formed some years 

back and was a member of the Fellowship of London East Cyclists, on behalf of 

which for some long time past she had carried out the duties of Welfare Officer, 

visiting sick members and helping wherever she possibly could. 

As Eddie’s sight and hearing became increasingly impaired she became his 

eyes and ears. To him, after almost 64 years of marriage, her loss is grievous 

indeed. Furthermore, she will be missed by all on the cycling scene for 

innumerable reasons: her organising ability; her expertise in running club raffles, 

coupled with skill in selling tickets to the most reluctant of customers; her 

generosity in welcoming all and sundry into her home for the odd cup of tea and 

anything else that happened to be available; her compassion for the sick and, above 

all, her bubbling personality and sense of humour. 
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All will extend sincere condolences to husband, Eddie, to daughter Jill and the 

whole Engel family. Things will never be the same without her and the hundreds of 

her friends and colleagues who attended the cremation at Parndon Wood on 21
st
 

July ‘said it all’. 
Eva Paine 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°486 May/August 1998 

Eddie Engel 

Edgar (‘Eddie’) Louis Engel died, aged 90, on 17th October 1998 after a 

courageous battle against cancer. He began cycling when only 10 years old when 

he used to cycle with his father from Ilford to Billericay where they were 

undertaking the construction of a ‘self-build’ bungalow. So was sown the seed for 

an interest in cycling which spanned the whole of his life. 

In 1925 he joined the CTC and in 1927 was instrumental in forming the Essex 

Distric Association and the Viking Road Club and was also a founder member of 

the Southend Section (1928), Epping Forest Section (1949) and the Essex DA Re-

union Fellowship (EDARF) in 1966. 

At one time he competed in time trials over various distances and though eye 

problems compelled him to abandon this competitive area, after retiring at age 65, 

he decided to ‘have a go’ in an Eastern Counties ‘12’ and did a very commendable 

ride. In 1942 he was appointed an official RTTC timekeeper and it was always a 

source of amazement that he managed to get to events at the crack of dawn, often 

without the assistance of motorised transport. He certainly timed thousands of 

riders over his fifty years with the stop-watch and never failed to despatch each and 

every one with the words ‘Good Luck’. He was also a member of the Fellowship of 

London East Cyclists and of the Pedal Club. 

Eddie was an ardent tourist and had cycled in various European countries, 

plus Canada and Australia, together with his wife, Eve who, sadly predeceased him 

by just three months. If Eddie said he would do a job one could be sure that it 

would be a job well done. 

His interest in all things cycling was apparent even when infirmity began to 

take its toll. Fortunately, he was able to be present at Wally Paine’s farewell ‘do’ 

and had expressed his pleasure at being able to renew contact there with many old 

acquaintances. Sadly, it proved to be the last occasion on which many of us would 

see him around. 

His wise counsel is a great loss to Essex cycling and the sterling effort which 

he put into everything he did in the cause of cycling will never be forgotten. An 

author once said, ‘If you’ve only one breath left, use it to say “thank-you”’. So 

perhaps this obituary should end with the words  

“Thank-you Eddie. You did a great job for all of us. Now rest in peace.” 
Eva Paine 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°489 May/August 1999 

Margaret Gilham 

Margaret Gilham Margaret, wife of Bill Gilham, died suddenly on the 20
th

 

August 1999 whilst in her usual role of helping others enjoy their sport. Assisting 

Bill at a time trial, as tea lady, she collapsed in the kitchen and died on the way to 

hospital. 

Born on the 6
th

 September 1934 Margaret spent her childhood in Edmonton, 

North London where, in her school years she joined the Enfield Athletic Club. 

Such was her enthusiasm for athletics she was once reprimanded at school for 

sneaking off to a track meeting at the White City Stadium to run the half-mile. 

Later, with the Ilford Athletic1 Club, she participated in road, relay and cross- 

country races at and around Chigwell Row where she met Bill. 

Bill emigrated to Vancouver to work with a Canadian Bank and, after 

courting by letter, she joined turn him to be married at The Holy Rosary Cathedral 

in April 1956. Soon she would accompany Bill and his colleagues of the 

Vancouver Athletic Club to meetings up and down the Pacific Northwest. It was at 

this stage that she was introduced to assisting at athletic meetings. In 1958 she 

returned with Bill to live in Ilford where they raised a family of four.  

Margaret served the Ilford Athletic Club in coaching, administration, field 

judge and referee, served on committees within the Southern Counties and more 

recently joined the Essex Beagles and Borough of Enfield to officiate at their 

meetings. There remain happy memories of club theatre trips ‘up West’ and social 

get-togethers at their home in Tillotson Road. 

Margaret was secretary of the Good Neighbours table tennis section and 

social secretary of the Garden City Neighbourhood Watch, in the latter capacity 

she organised quiz nights and an annual plant sale in her front garden. Proceeds 

from both these functions were directed to the St. Francis Hospice at Havering-

Atte -Bower, as was a few of knitted blankets. Amid all this activity Margaret 

found a small niche with the Eagle Road Club tending the flowers that skirt the 

Clubhouse and helping with teas. Her epitaph aptly reads: 

Little Fat Laughing Lady you will b missed. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°496 August/November 2001 

William. J. Ash 

Bill Ash was in his thirties when he joined the Eagle RC from the Hackney 

Section of the CTC along with a group from Hackney that in the early 1950s 

suddenly took a fancy to the club. Fair-haired Bill was a tall, 6’ plus, quiet, modest 

chap and a very fit individual. He was Club Champion in 1955 and 1961. He 

excelled in the long distance events winning the 12 hour Villiers Trophy six times, 

1955 - 1957 and 1960 - 1962, three times breaking evens, with his best ride of 

246.400 miles in 1955. There were very few cars on the road in the 50s and the 



621 

racing men would sleep over in the Clubhouse, race in the morning’s event then go 

on to join the members of the CTC Sections on their Sunday run. One of those 

riders was Bill’s wife Agnes, a feisty red-head and though, always carrying a 

pocket full of nuts, they were perceived to be vegetarians. Bill was known to enjoy 

a hearty fry up breakfast with the rest at the Clubhouse after the racing. Later in the 

60s Bill and Agnes moved to Patcham, near Brighton, Sussex, where Bill was a 

warden in the Patcham Youth Hostel until he retired in 1982 and they moved to 

their flat in Garden Hill, Brighton. Bill passed away after a short illness on the 27
th

  

May 2001 leaving his wife Agnes, a daughter Carol and a grandson Ian to whom 

we give our deepest sympathies. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°494 February 2001 

Alan R.J. Clarke 
1947 – 2000 

Alan Clarke was admitted to hospital on the 11th December 2000 for head 

injuries, sustained after slipping on the pavement near his home in Walthamstow, 

from which he never recovered. 

A racing man in the 1960s and 70s - Club Champion 1968 and 1973 - in an 

era of waning club membership when, sadly, the bike was giving way to the car. A 

new influx of members in the 1980s will not remember Alan, by then he had hung 

his racing bike but he never ceased his Eagle membership. Those that remember 

Alan recall him as a private, reserved man on his bike but socially, jovial and 

gregarious. In training and touring, Alan would ride the long miles with none other 

than himself for company yet, in competition, he’s remembered for some daring 

antics in time trials. 

Flabbergasted marshals, at The Halfway House roundabout on the A127 near 

the finish of an Open ‘100’, reported Alan as approaching alarmingly fast. 

Alarming because the roundabout was full of cars and, without braking, Alan sped 

along the kerbside gap without an inch to spare and turned sharply off to the left 

seemingly unnerved. On another occasion, riding to a 24 hour event, Alan took a 

cut along the Al Motorway and was stopped by the police, prosecuted and fined. 

Once, with a friend, he chose to tour Morocco, riding there and back, but 

somewhere in northern France his companion had a mishap and decided to return 

home. Undaunted by the prospect of a lonely ride Alan pressed on as planned; a 

tortuous route in the 60s. In the Way of an Eagle, November 1998, Alan recalls 

when he was an adventurous lad of 16 and his memories of a hardy Youth 

Hostelling tour to the Pennines. 

As an example of his consistency Alan spent 28 years in the betting trade 

rising to be the manager of a betting shop. He leaves a wife Denise and a son 

Christopher.  

In worldly, human terms we are fragile and vulnerable but in terms of cycling 

we are never forgotten in the annals of the Eagle Road Club. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°495 May 2001 

Harry ‘Nevvy’ Edwards 

Albert Ayton 

It was a great shock when Ivy Lumsden relayed to me the news of the death of 

Harry Edwards on 25
th

 April at the age of 71. When Olive and I saw him on the 

occasion of our trip out to New Zealand, he was waiting at the gangplank of the 

cruise ship when it docked in Napier to take us off for the day, seemed not to have 

altered all that much and was still riding. He had since told me in an annual letter 

that he was not then doing much bike riding but still active and so, apparently, it 

continued until the last, as he collapsed with a heart attack and died while out on an 

evening run with the local branch of an organisation set up to teach people how to 

run marathons! 

Frankie Stokes, who was riding with the club in the late 40s, told us all he was 

bringing out his young nephew who, from then on, was ‘Nevvy’ to the Eagles and, 

subsequently, to a good part of the cycling world. It quickly became evident that 

the club had gained a considerable asset and he went on to win many open events 

and to figure as leader of the Club’s winning teams. In 1952 he was eleventh in the 

British Best All-Rounder Competition, the only Eagle ever to have made the top 

twelve, and in the National Championship 25 on the E.l. Two years earlier he had 

been placed fourth fastest with the first Eagle ‘inside the hour’ ride. For a fuller 

picture just study the Club records and Trophy winners in the Club handbook or 

borrow the club magazines for that period, he certainly had a very impressive 

‘palmares’. His 12 hour club record still stands after 47 years - he thought it ought 

to have been beaten many years ago. 

I had the privilege of his company as a teammate in many events and as crew 

on the tandem and I shall never forget his eager urging from the back seat along the 

Pangbourne Lane to the line when we gained the Competition Record for 50 miles. 

He was giving the last little bit, as always, and made sure, as if it were needed, that 

I did the same. 

He married Diane and they emigrated to Canada where he worked on the 

Canadian Air Force’s computer and they raised a family but after a good many 

years they split up. Harry went to New Zealand, he had never been happy with the 

Canadian winters which, one could guess, might have been a factor in the divorce. 

After some years he married Gill and they had a daughter with whom he was riding 

tandem still, I am assured, to some effect. He had raced in Canada but although he 

rode in New Zealand not, as far as I know, competitively. Not formally as a 

competitor, that is, for I’m sure that in anything athletic he always wanted to make 

a good showing and, from what I have since heard from one of his cycling friends 

here who flew out for the funeral, that view would be supported by various of those 

with whom he was running on that last evening. 
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So the Eagle Road Club has lost a most distinguished member, I have lost a 

good friend and rival but none of this can compare with the loss felt by Gill and the 

rest of the family and the thoughts and condolences of us all are with them. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°497 February/May 2002 

Ron Thwaites 
21.11.1921-18.02.2002 

Ron Thwaites started cycling in the 1930s, touring with a school friend, 

before joining the Eagle Road Club in the 40s. His racing career got off to an 

impressive start when he won his first event and led the Eagle team to victory in 

the Glendene Novices ‘25’ in 1949. 

Although recording some creditable times at shorter distances, Ron was keen 

to prove his ability at long distance events, and it was not long before he took up 

the challenge of ‘24 Hours’. In 1951 he broke the club record with 427 miles, but 

not being content with that achievement, he went on to cover an astonishing 

434.968 miles the following year — a record that stands to this day. 

After retiring from racing, Ron continued to be a dedicated and enthusiastic 

member of the club, fulfilling the role of Secretary for a number of years. He was 

very keen on touring, and spent several holidays on the Continent with fellow 

Eagles, where his considerable linguistic ability was a great asset.  

During the Second World War, Ron was with the army in Northern France 

and Belgium, where he became fluent in the language, but with a strong regional 

accent. While travelling on the ferry for a few days in France during the late 60s, 

some of the young Eagles who were accompanying him suggested they should all 

practice their French. Ron’s accent caused much amusement.  

“Nobody speaks like that”, they said. Ron suggested they should wait and see. 

On arrival in France, Ron communicated as he had always done - fluently and 

affectively. It was not long before his friends decided that he should be the party’s 

interpreter, as not only did they not know what was being said, but they were 

unable to make themselves understood either, as the locals were completely 

ignorant of the strange language called ‘O’ Level French. 

From about 1968, Ron started to take a serious interest in walking and would 

think nothing of taking a coach to the Lake District on a Friday night so he could 

spend the weekend walking in the hills before returning overnight on Sunday. 

Always keen to become more involved in his chosen activity, Ron joined the 

West Essex Ramblers Club where he met his wife, Rosemary. They were married 

in 1975 and enjoyed many walking holidays together both in the UK and on the 

Continent. Their enthusiasm for walking was later combined with an interest in 

bird watching, and a move to the Suffolk coast in 1986 gave them an ideal location 

for their new hobby. Although beset with health problems during the last few 

years, Ron maintained his interest in cycling through TV and press coverage of the 
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major events, and his well tended garden provided a haven for the wide variety of 

birds which he was able to watch from the comfort of his dining room. 

Those of us who knew Ron will always remember his kindness, his 

generosity, and his enthusiasm for everything he did. 

Our condolences go to Rosemary, with whom he shared so many happy years. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°502 May/August 2004 

George White  

With the death on 23
rd

 June 2004 of George White at the age of 97 the club 

has lost the last surviving founder member and one who has done so much to keep 

the Club’s name at the forefront of the sport. He was the first Club Champion in 

1924 with the Best Aggregate in club events and again champion in 1928 when the 

conditions had altered to be the best aggregate over 25, 50 and 100 miles with a 

time of 8hrs. 5mins. 14secs., the fastest performance until the conditions were 

again altered in 1931. In the 1920s he established Club records on the single 

bicycle at 25, 50 and 100 miles with the eventual best times being 1h. 6m. 31s. at 

25 miles, 2h. 13m. 58s. for 50 miles and 4h. 46m. 7s. for 100 miles, all those 

performances in 1928. 

As a tricyclist he was in the top class in the country with best times, again 

club records, of 1h. 12m. 21s. for 25 miles, 2h. 37m. 31s. at 50 miles and 5h. 16m. 

39s. for 100 miles. The 50 mile time stood as Club Record until George himself 

brought it down to 2h. 25m. 45s. in 1951! A photograph of George on a tricycle 

was used by Cycling as a demonstration of the art of ‘ankling’. 

There are very few people who have been cycling competitively from their 

teens into their eighties as had George. It wasn’t continuous; in the thirties, newly 

married to Florrie, he devoted himself to home and family completed by the arrival 

of Shirley and David. As a Post Office telephone engineer George was not called 

for armed service but after the cessation of hostilities he had a spell in Germany 

rehabilitating the telephone communications. On his return he resumed his racing 

career, the standard medal records showing a 12-hour ride of 221.588 miles in 

1950 and a 24-hour mileage of 423 miles in 1951. In this period he also edited The 

Way of an Eagle for a year. 

Then, son David suffered a fatal cycling accident on his way to the college at 

which he was studying. This loss was devastating to the family and could be the 

reason for accepting secondment from the Post Office for several years’ service in 

Singapore and Malaysia. 

On his return to the U.K. George resumed his racing activities and made his 

mark in veteran’s racing setting a number of V.T.T.A. age related records, two of 

which, 10 mile times of 33m. 02s. at age 83 in 1990 and 36m.41s. at age 84 the 

following year, still stand in his name. 

Then tragedy entered again when daughter Shirley died, followed at much too 

shot intervals by the death of Florrie and then son-in-law David. George himself 
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was experiencing deteriorating eyesight for which he had surgery but finally had 

no sight in one eye and little in the other, a hip replacement, that didn’t go well, a 

fall downstairs that necessitated a move from his own house to sheltered housing 

and the final fall that put him in hospital. 

He was not only a racing man but toured at home and on the Continent, there 

is a photo of him taking his bike through two feet or so of snow going over the 

Vorarlberg Pass in Austria on an early season training holiday; photographer of 

some merit, he co-operated with Dennis Atkinson on the photo album the Club 

presented to Mr. Villiers; a mechanic who built frames and wheels and prospered 

in his profession. 

A man of strong views, dogmatist even, sometimes regarded with 

exasperation rather than endearment but a good companion and a staunch Eagle. 

We shall miss him. 
AEA 

Angela Barnett 

We hear also of the sad news of Angela, wife of Les Barnett who passed away 

on 31
st
 May 2004, suffering cancer of the liver at St Bartholomew’s Hospital, 

London. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°504 February/May 2005 

J. H.Dunn  

Jack Dunn who regularly attended the Old Timers Luncheon was unable to do 

so this year having suffered a stroke in the preceding days; he was missed by all of 

us there. Sadly, he did not recover and passed away on 2
nd

 December. Jack joined 

the club in 1937 from the ranks of the Eastern Section as with so many of us. In his 

first year he took 1
st
 handicap in a club 25 with his fastest of the year, 1.8.27, a 3rd 

handicap in another and gaining silver standard medals at 25 and 50 miles. In 1939 

he achieved gold centre medal standard with a 1.6.28 and 2.18.9 as well as a team 

medal in the inter-club with the Westerley R.C. (6 man teams at that time). Some 

reduced racing programme continued during the war years but although Jack did a 

4.50.9 hundred in 1940 that was about it for Jack was an industrial chemist with 

the Gas Light & Coke Company, hours were long and training opportunities almost 

non-existent.  

In any event, Jack was always more of a tourist than a racing man, was a 

regular on club runs and toured extensively including continental excursions. I was 

one of a party of four led by Jack in 1939 on a two week tour in the Lake District 

in which the ‘rest day’ involved a climb up Great Gable in our cycling shoes ! He 

was one of the small band who kept both the Eagle Road Club and the Eastern 

Section in existence throughout the war and we certainly owe a debt to those few 

who did that. Jack didn’t race post-war; marriage to Vera, a developing family, 

change of job and location precluded that but he still kept riding.  
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At Buxted Jack developed another of his interests, rambling, when he took on 

the task of local footpath secretary, to walk and report on all the local rights of 

way. In that capacity he was the first to object to the blockage of a right of way 

across a corner of the estate of the infamous and megalomaniacal Van 

Hoogstraten
75

; a dispute that eventually finished up in the High Court of Justice.  

Quiet, studious, soft-spoken and a good companion with whom to ride. We 

shall miss him but in no way as will Mary and his family. Our condolences and 

sympathy we extend to them and we shall all miss a staunch friend.  
AEA  

P. L. Scott  

Peter Scott passed away unexpectedly on the 21
st
 December 2004 of a heart 

attack, aged 51. Peter joined the club in May 1994 and though he competed in club 

events his love of cycling lay with the camaraderie, the club runs and the basic 

fitness. Saturday training runs into Essex with Mark Baldwin, and I were hectic 

affairs that seemingly never troubled Peter as long as we would always gravitate to 

the green tea hut on High Beech, Epping Forest. Those memories are enduring. 

Later Peter moved house further into North London and his runs changed direction, 

finally taking up with a group from the Islington CC. Our sincere condolences and 

sympathy we send to Hilary and the two boys.  
DEW  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N° 506 [456] Autumn 2006 

Jack Miller 

It was reported that ex member and, in many ways, lifetime supporter of the 

Eagle Road Club Jack Miller, passed away peacefully on Friday 13
th

 January 2006 

at the Newham General Hospital. Ninety six year old Jack often supported the club 

with donations to the general fund and the magazine with articles. A clean cut, 

moustachioed, dapper man in a suit and bow-tie Jack could usually be seen on the 

rails in the earlier days of Eastway rooting for the boys in blue and gold and 

voicing his opinions. Up until the very last he would most vociferously make his 

disappointment known when the magazine was late; we will miss his presence.  

 

                                                           
75 Nicholas Van Hoogstraten, a millionaire property tycoon, has a long-standing dislike of and dispute with The 

Ramblers, describing them as "scum of the earth". He was involved in a long-running feud with the them and a legal 

battle with the local authority over a right of way crossing the land around his mansion, Hamilton Palace, near 

Uckfield in East Sussex. In 1990 Mr Hoogstraten erected a large fence across a footpath on his country estate and the 

paths were blocked with razor wire and discarded refrigerators. Local Ramblers staged a protest against the erection of 

the fence outside the boundary of Mr Hoogstraten's estate. On 10 February 2003 and after a 13-year battle and 

numerous legal proceedings, the path was finally re-opened. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Right_of_way
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°508 (458) Summer 2007 

Gerry Lumsden  

Gerry Lumsden, who passed away in April, joined the Club in 1935 and 

quickly made his presence felt by being the Champion Novice that year. In 1936 he 

was fastest in the Willsher ‘50’ and went on to be the runner-up in the Club 

Championship. The following year he won the Championship, at that time run over 

‘50’, ‘100’ and ‘200’ miles and repeated that success in 1938 winning the Villiers 

Trophy for greatest mileage in the process with 225.500 miles. He also won the 

Carpenter ‘100’ that year on an absolute brute of a morning, which saw half the 

field staying in bed, in 5h.2m.l3s. 

After the war the Championship reverted to the ‘50’, ‘l00’mile and 12 hours 

format and got his third Club Championship win in 1946 and was runner-up in 

1947. He entered the list of Club records in 1946 with a 12 hour mileage of 

229.304 miles which won the Villiers Trophy and also, in that year, shared his 

tandem with a soldier to a 50 mile record of lh.56m.58s. 

Perhaps the greatest example of his guts and determination came in 1949 

when he rode in the Catford 24 hour event. He had trained seriously for his first 

and only 24 hour event with many miles in his legs. In the early morning after 

about 13 or 14 hours his fork stem broke. About two or three miles back there had 

been a roundabout with a marshal there from the Westerley Road Club so Gerry 

walks back there carrying the wheel and wheeling his bike, persuades the marshal 

to lend him his bike and continues the race. The bike was too big for him which 

didn’t help but he was determined that his training should not be wasted. Some 

miles later some helpers from an eastern roads club who had a spare bike on their 

car rescued him (and the marshal) with their spare machine. Still too big but 

rideable with the saddle right down in the frame and he finished on that with a 

Club record mileage of 410.213 miles. What he could have done with no trouble 

we shall never know. He will long be remembered. 

The last years have not been easy with his deteriorating physical condition but 

Ivy has been a staunch and true partner to him. Our sympathy and support goes out 

to her and to Susan, Natalie and Michael. Such men are hard to find. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°508 (458) Summer 2007 

Gordon Milroy 

Gordon, who has died aged 86, was a friend and riding companion well before 

he joined the Eagles. He rode with the Eastern Section regularly until he joined the 

Territorial Army in 1939 with the London Scottish, was wounded at the battle of 

Primasole Bridge in Sicily, evacuated to the Middle East and subsequently posted 

to the Highland Light Infantry. 

As with many of us he was quick to resume his cycling activities on 

demobilization and joined the Eagles in 1946, serving as Open Event Secretary for 
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three years, as well as participating in all the club’s activities. His name features in 

the records many times as a member of a club team gaining an award in an open 

event, in 1947 backing up as third man in the winning team in the Essex Roads CC 

12 hour event, a ride which gained him gold standard. In the same year he rode 

tandem with Arthur Batty with a ride that got them a gold standard and his single 

rides were in the silver standard class at all other distances. 

In 1949 Europe was still split into Russian, American and British zones of 

occupation but Gordon with Arthur Batty, Fred Dewar and I decided that we 

wanted to start foreign touring as an Eagle activity again so we finished up in the 

Swiss Alps. Here another of Gordon’s talents showed itself. As part of his training 

with the Highland Light Infantry, he had finished up as regimental champion at 

downhill skiing and his talent showed. Up the long mountain slopes he was 

invariably somewhere at the rear but going down the mountains nobody could hold 

him! 

Gordon married Mavis and rode tandem with her until the family started but 

always maintained his membership and was a regular at the Annual Dinner, the 

Clubhouse Open Day and other Social events. A staunch friend, a good clubman 

and a privilege to have had his friendship. He will be missed, not least by Mavis, 

his sons, Ian and Alan and their families to whom we extend our condolences. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°508 (458) Summer 2007 

Sam King 

In a simple email from Sam’s relatives to the club secretary in January 2007 

came the news that Sam had passed away. Sam was General Secretary and 

Treasurer from 1931 to 1937. He was one of the original four Clubhouse Trustees 

who signed the agreement with the Manor Trust on behalf of the Club until he 

retired from that office post-war and Dennis Atkinson asked Albert Ayton to take 

his place. He did not do a lot of racing but was very much a long-distance tourist. 

He married Peggy Thomas, sister of Dick, who was also an Eagle, and they had a 

son Barry who died of cancer in his 30s. Sam, Peggy and Barry got out to help in 

club and open events post-war and often got to the informal Sunday morning 

meetings out at Coopersale. Now that many of Sam’s contemporary fellow 

members have left us or died his memory will be affectionately consigned to the 

Eagle archives. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°509 (459) Winter 2007 

Alan L. R. Kay 

Alan passed away in hospital on the 12
th

 September 2007 with liver 

complications perhaps resulting from earlier heart treatment. Alan had been poorly 

since September 2003 when a runaway car collided with his car on the road leading 

from the M11 near Bishop’s Stortford and on his way to the Clubhouse for 
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marshalling duties in the Autumn ‘25’. He never entirely recovered and his collie 

dog Muffin also died prematurely because of that accident. Alan was 78. 

In the 50s Alan did battle with the club’s best to win the Club Championship 

1953 - average speed over ‘50’, ‘100’ & 12 hours, 21.505mph. Runner-up to the 

Championship in 1951 & 52 average speeds of 21.456mph & 21.467mph 

respectively. Twice the Villiers Trophy winner for the best 12 hour distance in 

1951 & 53 with 235.750 miles and 236.250miles. For some years there was a lapse 

in his membership but later came back to assist in the club’s racing activities 

marshalling at all the events on the calendar. 

Alan is missed for his help and happy disposition. He leaves a wife Helen, son 

Robert, daughter Jackie and grandchildren Sam, Sian and Alan. Our condolences 

and sympathy is with them. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°515 Spring 2010 

Albert Ayton 

JAN 1921 - MAR 2010 

by Peter Smith 

Albert passed away peacefully after a short illness. A complex man with 

many facets to his character, his achievements and interests covered a very wide 

field of human endeavour from sport to music, travel, good food and fine wine. He 

was always mindful of the needs of others and devoted considerable time and 

effort to raising and distributing funds to those in real need.  

Albert joined and became a life member of the Cyclists’ Touring Club before 

joining the Eagle Road Club at the age of eighteen, a keen competitor; he won the 

Eagle Novices’ Championship in 1939 before World War II disrupted all normal 

peacetime life for a period of seven years. 

Albert enlisted in the London Scottish Regiment of the Territorial Army 

Reserve on 24
th

 July 1941. By January 1942 he had qualified as a Radar Operator 

with an anti-aircraft unit of that regiment and began what was at times a noisy and 

dangerous tour of North Africa and Italy. He never spoke much about his wartime 

experiences but we do know that he took part in the two extremely hard fought 

battles for Monte Cassino in 1944. Albert rose to the rank of Sergeant and was 

discharged to the Reserve in December 1946. 

In 1952 Albert married another member of the CTC, Olive, whom he had 

known for a number of years. They made their home in Redbridge where they 

lived until Olive’s death in the mid 1990s 

After the war Albert resumed his cycling and during his 71 years of Eagle 

Road Club membership Albert held every Club record from 25 miles to 12 hours 

many times. He was among the top riders nationally. His adventures and 

achievements on a tandem with Harry Edwards brought national fame and 

competition records. Albert won every club trophy that was available to him and 

was club champion five times, as well as racing he was on the club committee for 
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at least 50 years and became a club and open event timekeeper. He had held most 

of the club’s official posts including Magazine Editor and Treasurer for very many 

years and was the driving force and main organiser of the building of the clubhouse 

extension. Albert served two terms as Club President from 1984 to 1988 and 1994 

to 1998 representing the Eagle Road Club in many spheres in the cycling world. 

He was also a member and President of the Pedal Club. In his 60’s he took to long 

distance touring and randonnées at home and abroad. 

In 1955 Albert joined the old established timber firm of William Mallinson 

and Sons Ltd. After a time in the yards he worked in the buying department 

travelling throughout South America, Africa and Europe, selecting and buying 

timber for the company. He could sometimes be persuaded to tell of flying over the 

Andes in a light aircraft sucking oxygen through a piece of rubber piping on his 

way to view timber. His reputation as an astute judge of matters relating to timber 

led to his being recognised as an ‘expert witness’ by the English Courts which 

benefited from evidence given in that capacity. 

Albert was always ready to meet a challenge and he taught himself to write 

and speak German to GCSE ‘A’ Level Standard. Fond of party games and quizzes 

Albert took part in a nationally broadcast TV quiz show (Fifteen to One on 

Channel 4) and in his later years was a keen participant in the social activities at his 

final home at Orchard Lea, Sawbridgeworth. 

By 1966 Albert had become Chairman of the London Staffs Committee of the 

Timber Trades Benevolent Society. In 1977, aged 56, Albert, in the company of 

others, cycled from Buckingham Palace to Balmoral and back raising a total of 

£5,300, He also took part in the inaugural London to Paris and the Paris to 

Harrogate charity rides for the same Society. Those rides were a precursor of 

another made when he was 68 years old, having retired from business, from Land’s 

End to John O’Groats which he did alone. Not content with those achievements 

Albert went on to complete the East to West (650 miles) with his club-mate Peter 

Beresford.  

It is fitting that the flying Eagle has now come to rest in pleasant woodland 

not too far from where he grew up, raced and developed his love of cycling and the 

countryside. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°516 Summer 2010 

From John Cook, club member now resident in New Zealand 

I have just returned home after a two weeks holiday to read Albert’s obituary 

in the WOAE. I am saddened by the news and send my condolences to his family 

and friends. 

 It is to Albert, with whom I worked in my early twenties, my introduction to 

cycling then to riding with the Eastern Section C.T.C and eventually joining the 

Eagle Road Club. I respectfully add a couple of lines to Albert’s achievements 

detailed excellently in Peter Smith’s obituary. Albert at one time held the RRA title 

for the London to Cambridge and back cycling record. The turning points were 
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(actually starting from Ugley) were Stratford Market and Trumpington corner. And 

on his service in the battles for Monte Cassino - Albert never spoke about combat 

but he did tell me his Radar was used to track the trajectory of mortar shells, this 

would hint at a closer involvement than liaising with anti-aircraft batteries. Finally 

a note about getting members on their ‘bikes. Members of Albert’s generation 

would ride to work in central London and I suspect the massed ride into London 

was good training. Particularly I can still recall (years before I was a cyclist) seeing 

Gerry Lumsden flat out on the cobbled roads past where I lived. I discovered years 

later when working with Albert that Gerry was also in the Eagles.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°519 Summer 2011 

Ray Eden 

by Damien Foy 

Ray was an incredible person, one that made the impossible possible and 

that’s what gave me hope when he was lying in a coma. If anyone could pull out of 

this Ray could, but alas it was a battle even the great Ray Eden couldn’t overcome.  

Ray didn’t have the greatest starts coming from a tough area called Toxteth in 

Liverpool. Ray spent a lot of his childhood in care homes as his parents weren’t 

parents is probably the best way to put it. He moved to London to try and start a 

new life and worked on the underground at night time, cleaning. He soon left as he 

experienced a lot of racism. He then got a job as a cycle courier and that’s when 

Vick Smith and I first met him. He used to tell us times he was doing on his 

mountain bike for certain distances and we thought to ourselves this guy is having 

us on. We invited him out also with Pat Kennedy who was a former rider of the 

baby giro
76

 and had years of experience racing in Ireland and winning the 

mountains jersey in the Rás
77

. It quickly became apparent this big lad from 

Liverpool was strong and he got a road bike and these training rides developed into 

almost the equivalent of one day classics. People would come on these rides and 

never return again, completely savage. I remember having dots in my vision flying 

up Clay Hill on the way home. I think Simon aka ‘Pedro’ Hewins might be one of 

the few left that would have experienced this torture. 

Ray quickly won many races easily breaking away in our own race and never 

been seeing again lapping an E123 race twice at Eastway was one that will stay in 

my mind as the hailstones battered the field but Ray just thought  

“I will hurt them even more.” 

He soon won lots of respect and won lots of races and moved to France to ride 

for Guy and Alain Gallopin’s team. These two brothers have worked with Lance at 

Astana and Radioshack, since it was there where he experienced the dark side of 

                                                           
76 Girobio, also known as Baby Giro, is an Italian road bicycle racing amateur stage race created in 1970. Girobio is 

the most important race on Italy's amateur calendar and it is considered the amateur version of the Giro d'Italia. The list 

of winners includes renowned riders like Francesco Moser, Marco Pantani, Gilberto Simoni, Leonardo Piepoli and 

Danilo Di Luca. 
77 Rás - An Post Rás or the Rás for short is an annual 8-day international cycling stage race, held in Ireland in May. 
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cycling and refused to play their game. To ride in France is hard but to go there and 

win is the sign of a pure champion. His biggest was a Coup de France race which is 

big stuff. He was also accused by Gallopin of throwing a TT in the pro am Circuit 

de Mines because he used the small chainring on a climb. 

His other big wins that spring to mind was the mountains jersey in the Girvan 

Three Day - not bad for a big guy and of course going to Ireland on his own, 

signing on the line and winning the points jersey in the Rás as he had heard so 

many stories about this great race. I went over for the last weekend. The Irish loved 

his attitude and treated him like a king and that’s where he met Finn O’Sullivan an 

Irish cyclist and he loved the name so much he later named his son after him. Ray 

never forgot his cycling roots and still loved his mountain biking and people may 

not be aware he competed national level at mountain biking and cyclo-cross. 

Ray kept his aero helmet just inside his garage door. He said he kept it there 

to remind him never to ride a time-trial again. I once asked him why he gave it all 

up; obviously his experience he had in France turned his stomach but he met Gail 

and the love he never received as a little boy he got tenfold from Gail and later 

Finn. 

My friend - My brother - My hero - I miss you - Ray Eden - RIP 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°522 Spring2015 

Dorothy Batty 

MAY 4TH
 1932- MARCH 26TH

 2013 

Sandra Batty 

Dorothy was born the eldest of 3 children and orphaned at the age of 12, when 

she took on the role of mother to her sister Joan and brother Chas (Wilde). They in 

turn were raised by their grandparents, uncles and aunts, the closest of these being 

her Uncle Bill.  

Arthur and Dorothy were married in 1952 and moved into the house on 

Netley Road in which they lived for the rest of their lives.  Sandra arrived in 1955 

then followed by Stephen in 1957. From school she worked as a Saville Row 

tailoress and for many years worked part time, so as to be home in time to meet 

Sandra and Stephen from school. Later Dorothy joined Bristows Cooke and 

Carpmael. She started in the post room and ended up as Personnel/Office manager.  

All the way through her married life there was one constant apart from Arthur. 

That was the Eagle Road Club.  Arthur joined the Eagles in 1937 and if not racing, 

both he and Dorothy would be out cheering on the guys. Numerous committee 

meetings were held at Netley Road where she supplied continuous sandwiches and 

cups of tea. At the Clubhouse she was always on the other side of a big tea pot and 

at the end of the year there would be the Club dinner. She enjoyed the dancing and 

the company of all her Eagle friends and continued going to the dinner and dance 

with Sandra and Lauren until fairly recently. 
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In her later years her trips to the day centre would always involve music and 

dancing. 

Dorothy always liked being fit starting with riding a tandem with Arthur and 

playing netball for the Bristow’s team. She did break her nose playing this violent 

game which made her nose look like Stephen’s. She continued to attend yoga and 

keep fit classes initially whilst staying in Bourne End with Sandra, then more 

recently with her friends and neighbours in Netley Road. Whilst doing all this she 

still managed to meet with her friends from Bristows and enjoyed trips to London 

for lunch followed by a selection of Shows and trips to the theatre and with Sandra 

and friends attending the flower shows at Hampton Court and Chelsea. 

When Alzheimer’s finally took its toll she was looked after on a daily basis by 

a dedicated group of carers. Dorothy’s final wish was to die in her own home. 

Sadly this wish was almost fulfilled but for a sudden deterioration in her health in 

the final weeks, unlike some less fortunate, she enjoyed a long, interesting and a 

happy life.  

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°522 Spring 2015 

Peter Wheeler 

Peter died on 24
th

 January in New Zealand he was 80 years of age. He was 

Club Novice Champion in 1952 and went on to win most of the club trophies in a 

racing career that lasted until 1960. As well as racing I seem to remember that he 

was very good at map reading contests. Competition was fierce in those days; he 

was club champion in 1956 and runner up three times. He emigrated to New 

Zealand in June 1967 with his wife Janet and two children.  
Peter Smith 
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15.   P O E M S 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°61 March 1938 

Into Action 

Scene:  Foot of Stansted Hill. A tinkling of bells.   Enter Waller, Lumsden, 

Bull, Argent and other speedmen, with timekeeper... Waller speaks – 

Once more into the tights, dear friends, once more, 

Ere we pack up this racing game for ever. 

In winter there’s nothing more befits a speedman 

Than tiny gears and runs of a social nature, 

But when the winds of spring blow in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of a Southall, 

Bring forth the embrocation, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with black alpaca, 

Then lend the eye a most determined aspect; 

Let it pry across the bars and on the road 

And let it keep those ‘standards’ ever in its reach. 

Storm up Hill 69 and let it rip along the flat. 

Mark well those bends at Littlebury; but still keep 

Your speed at more than evens. 

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostrils wide, 

Hold hard the breath and concentrate your mind 

Upon the task in hand. On, On, you noblest Eagles, 

Inheritors of this our great tradition! 

Remember that bygone Eagle Road men 

Have in these parts from morn till even raced 

And brought to this our Club its crown of glory. 

Dishonour not these brothers: now attest 

That such as Harry Cross rode not in vain. 

Be copy now to clubs of grosser kind 

And teach them how to play. And you, good novices, 

Whose limbs were Section trained, show us now 

The mettle of your fitness; let it not be said 

That this year’s vintage is poorer than the last. 

But I doubt not, for there is none of you so raw 

That hath not the good Eagle spirit in your make-up. 

I see you standing like greyhounds in the slips, 

Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot: 

Now set your watch and at the word “go” 

Ride hard for honour, medals and the CLUB! 
 (With apologies to the late William Shakespeare.) 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°166 December 1946 

 One Version 

 by Versificator (Peggy King) 

One week-end at Mentmore we’ll never forget, 

If only one memory remain, 

We’ll never forget the wind and the wet, 

The punctures, the capes, and the rain. 

Some folk prefer a chair by the fire, 

Others a ride in a train, 

But a cyclist’s ambition rises higher 

He enjoys a ride in the rain? 

 

Now until tea-time we didn’t need capes 

And we had a good tea at ‘Nell Gwynn’, 

But then we donned capes and caps of all shapes, 

And from here our trials begin. 

We splashed through the puddles to Gaddesden Row 

To the strains of Lilli Marlene, 

With faces streaming and capes ablow 

And all around us the rain, 

Yet in spite of it all - what d’you know, 

‘Twas a lovely ride to Ivinghoe. 

 

Then as we neared our journey’s end, 

The ascent through Mentmore Park, 

Bill collected a puncture to mend 

Though he didn’t bother there in the dark, 

And when we arrived, what a welcome we found 

A big fire, and supper all set, 

So we drew our chairs and gathered round 

And hung up our socks, dripping wet. 

 

Whilst we sat steaming, with shandies and smokes 

They told us who won the war, 

Believe it not, or believe it folks 

‘Twas the Eagles - and one or two more. 

 

After supper, of which we left not a trace, 

We cleared off the crocks and played ‘Chasing the Ace’, 

We gambled with fate, till our threepence was spent 

Then quietly off to bed we went 

With hopes of a morning calm and bright, 
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With sky of blue - but what a night! 

And in the morning, wind and rain 

Beat wildly on the window pane. 

 

Breakfast was scrumptious, with chips, bacon and eggs, 

The lads didn’t seem anxious to stretch their legs. 

But when punctures were mended, we set off again 

In capes and caps still dripping with rain. 

 

But only a few yards had we gone 

When, “I’ve got a puncture”, shouted John, 

So he fixed that tube down by the sea 

Or was it floods? I did see a tree. 

At Tring we’d have a cup of tea 

But at Tring we mended punctures three, 

And while the job was being done 

A game of chess was lost and won. 

 

When we arrived at Hemel Hemp. 

We felt dishevelled and unkempt. 

But though we wished that we were dry 

It didn’t spoil our apple pie. 

And while our coffee we set and sipped, 

Outside it splashed, and drizzled, and dripped. 

Gordon still had patches to stick, 

So after dinner he plastered ‘em thick. 

 

Well, we had to go, and the raindrops trickled 

Till our eyes were dimmed and our noses tickled, 

And of the original stout-hearted eleven 

At Essendon we were only seven. 

But to every cloud there’s a silver lining, 

For after tea the stars were shining. 

 

Though those fair weather cyclists we haven’t a doubt, 

Were jollying glad that they weren’t out. 

So let them sit by roaring fire and smoke their fat cigar, 

If you want to know just what I think, 

They’re crazy, - that they are. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°172 June 1947 

 Reverie 

 by Versificator (Peggy King) 

How can we try to tell them - those who do not understand - 

Of the freedom of a world awheel, its changing wonderland? 

There are many phases of its joy through all the seasons round; 

You know them all as well as I, but here’s a few I’ve found: 

 

The tense mysterious darkness, when there’s not a soul in sight, 

With just a lamp for guidance noiseless rush-through silent night sky 

Or the stately trees on winter’s eve, black-etched gainst deep’ning 

And stars like glittering diamonds flashing, sparkling, wide and high, 

The solemn, round ascending moon, her pale face all aglow 

And shedding welcome silvery light on shadowy earth below, 

 

Or country lanes in early spring, and cottage gardens bright 

With daffodils and wallflowers and narcissi, trembling white - 

I knew before I saw them that the hyacinths were there, 

Their fragrance wafted on the breeze and scented all the air- 

The song of birds in springtime all around you and above; 

It catches at your heart-strings as they trill their songs of love; 

 

And have you ever seen the violet or the primrose pale and gay 

All along the mossy banks beside the country way? 

No noisy crowds to trample them or strew them on the ground, 

They’re blooming in profusion there - not lost and yet not found. 

 

And you can take a bicycle on hills above the sea. 

Where birds and bees and butterflies make murmuring company; 

And ride the bumpy grassy path with shimmering sea beneath 

And all around you golden gorse and pink and purple heath. 

 

But don’t imagine solitude’s the only joy I find 

There’s other fun and many thrills that I recall to mind; 

The twinkling flashing gleam of bikes as we commence a run, 

‘This happy breed’ of carefree youth, all different, everyone. 

Sometimes it’s quite a steady pace, sometimes its pretty last 

And someone starts a ‘tear-up’ and they all go flying past, 

 

You’re conscious of the hum of wheels, wind whistling in your ears, 

And faster, faster go your legs; what’s the matter with these gears? 
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You grip the bars and grit your teeth; you tighten up your straps, 

You don’t care if it kills you; you will catch those other chaps. 

Faster, go the legs in front, and faster go your own, 

Round the corners, up the hills; someone is heard to groan. 

You’re neck and neck with t’other bloke; you pass him with a spurt. 

He thought you did it easily, but crikey, how it hurt!  

 

You pass another one or two you’re with the leading bunch, 

But you’re beginning to feel hungry - must be nearly time for lunch. 

You’ve got the ‘wallop’ sure as fate, you feel quite overcome; 

Somebody panting close behind you gasps “You’ve had it, chum” 

 

You grit your teeth and sprint once more, and gain just half a wheel, 

But lungs and heart won’t stand the strain; you are not made of steel! 

You take it easy for a bit, the straggling ranks re-form, 

You start to notice things again, like shine after storm. 

 

Then further down the road you find the leaders of the scrap. 

They’re standing at the cross-roads, lost and staring at the map 

You stop a while and rest till someone takes the lead 

And now it’s getting late for lunch; you set a steady speed… 

 

But I mustn’t go on longer, or I’m sure I’ll be a bore, 

But there’s many moments such as these, set clear in memory’s store 

Of rear-lamps twinkling in the dark, disappearing round a bend, 

Of flapping capes and driving rain, as homeward ways we wend. 

 

Of soft enveloping darkness making us, or so we feel, 

A little world, all on our own - beyond, all is unreal, 

It’s only we who are alive - just voices in the night 

And silhouettes on whirring wheels ‘midst gleams of fitful light… 

 

Someday, it seems, we must grow old, too old for all these things 

But what delights we can recall when time has taken wings. 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°72 February 1939 

 Limericks 

There was a young lady of Cheltenham 

Who donned tights to see how she felt in ‘em 

But she said with a shout, 

“If you don’t pull me out 

I’m sure I shall jolly well melt in ‘em”. 
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There was a young lady of Flint 

Who had a most horrible squint, 

She could scan the whole sky with her uppermost eye, 

While the other was reading small print. 

 

There was a young lady of Lynn,  

Who was so uncommonly thin  

That when she essayed  

To drink lemonade  

She slipped through the straw and fell in. 

 

A rocket inventor named Bright 

Once travelled much faster than light. 

He started one day 

In the relative way 

And returned on the previous night. 

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°186 August 1948 

A certain young lady of Iver 

Rode a ‘12’ dressed as Lady Godiva; 

When the news got around 

The promoters soon found 

There weren’t ‘arf a lot of helpers about that day 

…and surely you didn’t think I was going to print the true version. 

 

There was an old man of South Mimms 

Who finding himself flat on the rims, 

Patched up the tubes with a few sticky Zubes 

And some words that you won’t find in hymns. 

 

There was a young man of Devises 

Whose ears were of different sizes 

The one that was small...was no good at all 

But the other won several prizes 

 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°184 June 1948 

Gnats are unnoted whereso’er they fly 

But eagles are gaz’d upon with every eye 
 Shakespeare 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°285 February 1957 

 Ode to the Flower of Youth 

EPIC TOLD BY; D.W. CHANDLER. ADAPTED FOR READING BY; G.C. KAY 

In a cafe in Sudbury my tale I’ll unfold 

Of a young youth named Michael, courageous and bold. 

He feared not the lightening, nor the wind that did lash, 

And ‘twas all for a party he made this long bash 
 

When his friends bade farewell to this gallant young lad 

They murmured brave words, but in hearts they were sad, 

For the road was mountainous and ‘twas blowing a gale; 

The sort of ride home to make any heart quail. 
 

He was handed some chocolate by a fellow called Pete 

Whose heart was so troubled that he just couldn’t eat, 

But with an air of bravado that he lived to regret 

Mike waved it aside and off he did set 
 

The lad battled onwards, up mountain, down dale, 

Till at last he spied Braintree through blinding cold hail. 

With head growing heavy and tired red rimmed eye 

He scanned all the houses which he passed riding by. 
 

Not once did he ease from his strong thrusting style 

Though he desperately wanted to stop for a while. 

The road snaked ahead - he felt ever so groggy - 

But he quashed the temptation to hail the next lorry. 
 

At his first stop, for lunch, he was very distraught 

As for thirty long miles the cruel wind he had fought. 

He was just a small boy with a very big bundle 

As he set off again on his slow homeward trundle. 
 

The long road was open, so wide and so straight, 

And soon our brave hero was again in a state 

Until, in relief, he breathed a sigh all could hear 

As he realised the haven of Chelmsford was near. 
 

By this time, alas, his end had drawn nigh; 

And such was his state he wished only to die. 

Suddenly, with great joy, he saw his salvation: 

A sign on the corner which said; ‘TO THE STATION’. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°330 March 1961 

 Odd Ode 

Young Alf looked real smart as he rode to the start, 

 Of his very first cycle race. 

With determined expression and pounding heart, 

 He felt sure that he’d take first place. 

 

The starter yelled, “Off”, and away he sped, 

 He thrust at his pedals real wild, 

The man he was after was a minute ahead, 

 “I'll catch him,” he thought, and he smiled. 

 

But a mile up the road, he began to repent, 

 His lungs felt as though they would burst. 

With his early energy nearly all spent, 

 He pushed and he puffed and he cursed. 

 

“I wish I’d not started,” to himself he said, 

 As a man from behind scurried past. 

“How grand it would be to be back in bed,” 

 This race was surely his last. 

 

After an eternity the finish came into view, 

 He made a bold sprint for the line. 

With renewed strength he enquired, “What did I do?” 

 “Not bad for a novice - One nine.” 

 

So despite all this suffering he’s now madly keen, 

 To get really fit is his aim, 

Bitten by the bug as we’ve all been. 

 A slave to this bike racing game. 
 Anonymous (for obvious reasons) 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°405 Christmas 1974 

 Our Village 

I know of a quaint little village 

No it isn’t in Cornwall or Devon 

Far back someone christened it Ugley 

It lies back alongside the A.11. 
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The church at the end of the village 

Stands next to the stately old Hall 

There are sheep grazing in the near pastures 

And rooks in the elm trees so tall. 

 

In the war-time we had an invasion 

With folk coming up from the ‘smoke’ 

They called us a lot of ‘swede gnawers’ 

And laughed at the way we spoke. 

 

But soon we were all friends together 

Trouble brings out the best in mankind 

And we found when the fighting was over 

Quite a few of them still stayed behind. 

 

We hear we are being developed. 

Familiar landmarks will soon disappear 

But whatever they do to old Ugley 

Us old ‘uns will still hold it dear. 
 Mrs. R.V. Todd 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°406 Spring 1975 

 Think Big 

If you think you are beaten, you are 

If you think you dare not, you don’t 

If you’d like to win, but you think you can’t 

It’s almost a cinch you won’t. 

If you think you’ll lose, you’ve lost; 

For out in the world you’ll find 

Success begins with a person’s will - 

It’s all in the state of mind. 

 

Life’s battles don’t always go 

To the stronger or faster man, 

But sooner or late the man who wins 

Is the fellow who thinks he can. 

Think big, and your deeds will grow; 

Think small, and you’ll fall behind, 

Think that you can, and you will - 

It’s all in the state of mind. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°418 Spring 1980 

Through the Eye of an Eagle 

Whenever I see Cycling 

And prepare to read it through, 

A feeling of nostalgia 

Soon descends from out the blue. 

It comes to me quite suddenly 

As I turn back the clock, 

That feeling of elation  

When I first rode round the block. 

 

I made a great discovery 

In nineteen twenty-three, 

‘Twas then that this great game of ours 

First fascinated me. 

I clambered on my sister’s bike 

And tried to get the knack, 

Of staying in the saddle 

And not landing on my back. 

 

I persevered, with muscles aching, 

Knees and elbows grazed, 

Until one fine December day 

I really was amazed. 

The front wheel showed obedience 

Which it had lacked before 

It kept the straight and narrow 

Didn’t wobble any more. 

 

Up the road I pedalled, 

Ignoring aches and pains, 

A feeling of excitement, 

Went rushing through my veins. 

Although those veins are ancient now 

I still recall the thrill, 

Of my initiation, and 

I guess I always will. 

 

As I was young and keen I rode 

Enthusiastically, 

Until my sister firmly said, 
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“Return that bike to me.” 

Some time elapsed and funds were low 

But when I’d saved enough 

I bought a ‘Saxon’, second-hand, 

On which to do my stuff. 

 

I sallied forth, then one fine day 

It seemed quite clear to me, 

I’d have to buy myself a map 

To get from A to B. 

The furthest point that I had reached 

From Bow was Woodford Green 

Now I was straining at the leash 

For goals as yet unseen. 

 

I served my wheel apprenticeship 

As many did before 

Trying out the well-worn routes 

Till I was stiff and sore, 

From dawn till dusk when muscles flagged, 

And eyes began to droop, 

Taking many a parcel 

On the Epping - Ongar route. 

 

Keen to learn some more about 

My great discovery, 

I read the C.T.C. Gazette 

In the local library. 

Browsing through the pages 

My enthusiasm grew, 

Intrigued by tales of Wayfarer, 

And Paterson’s sketches, too. 

 

Many times I read those tales, 

Such was their fascination, 

I toured through Devon, Scotland, Wales, 

In my imagination. 

Bartholomew became my guide 

And introduced me to 

Such magic names as Bwlch-y-Groes, 

Cape Wrath and Ugley, too. 
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Cycling was a pleasure 

In those days before the war, 

All the old established clubs 

Had riders by the score, 

I thought I’d like to join their throng 

And saved the entrance fee, 

Then sent my first subscription off 

And joined the C.T.C. 

 

My first ride with the ‘Eagle’ Section 

Took me by surprise, 

I thought that I could ride a bike 

But soon learnt otherwise. 

The pace was easy for a spell 

Then everyone went crackers 

Tongues a-lolling, eyes a-popping, 

Going like the clappers. 

 

‘Devil-take-the-hindmost’ 

Was the order of the day, 

I struggled hard to stay with them 

(I didn’t know the way.) 

Eventually we reached our goal, 

This filled me with delight, 

Sweat-begrimed and mud-bespattered, 

Not a pretty sight! 

 

We staggered to the teaplace 

Then had a welcome wash, 

And feeling quite refreshed once more, 

We sat down for a nosh. 

I don’t know how the caterers 

Provided, such a spread, 

With bread and butter, cakes and jam 

At one-and-three a head. 

 

The sight of all that lovely grub 

Soon acted like a tonic, 

The speed at which it disappeared 

Was almost supersonic, 

“More bread and butter, please,” 

And when we’d had our fill 
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We all sat round a roaring fire 

As winter winds blew chill. 

 

We had a couple of hours to spare 

Before we headed home 

And television’s soporific 

Spell was yet to come. 

A few brave souls stood up and sang 

And made it lively for us, 

With good old songs that never die, 

We all joined in the chorus. 

 

Belting out those well-worn tunes, 

We made the rafters ring, 

Till our exhaustive repertoire 

Was wearing rather thin. 

We hadn’t heard of ‘Top-of-the-Pops’ 

And so we let off steam, 

Pounding up our efforts 

To the strains of Nellie Dean. 

 

Scarves and gloves and pullovers 

Soon came on the scene, 

We then stuffed paper up our shirts, 

The air was rather keen. 

The pungent smell from paraffin lamps 

Floated on the breeze, 

A few miles twiddling soon removed. 

The stiffness from our knees. 

 

No traffic about as we started out, 

Under a starry sky, 

Rolling along with a rollicking song, 

The miles sped swiftly by. 

And so began my introduction 

To the world of wheels 

Yet even as the years roll by 

I find it still appeals. 

 

Perhaps you’re feeling tired and bored 

Reading all this verse, 

So I’d better pack it in 
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Before it gets much worse. 

I’ve been rambling long enough, 

Now it’s time to pause, 

So long, folks I’m signing off, 

Anagrammatically yours .......... 
 Erik E. Leggytoe 

From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°430 Autumn 1983 

Eagle Road Club 

 by Jeannette (of the McArdle clan) 

E is for the eagerness that’s 

 Written on the face, 

 Of every Eagle member, that, 

 Is riding in the race, 
 

A is for the anxiousness, all 

 Hoping to do well, 

 Then when the race is over, 

 Stories of the ride they’ll tell. 
 

G is for the gladness when 

 The last mile is in-sight, 

 They feel so very tired, 

 But it’s really worth the fight. 
 

L is for the liveliness when 

 They’re all back at the Club 

 They have a quick, wipe over, 

 Then a cold drink down the pub. 
 

E is for the Eagle, bird of prey, 

 So full of pride, 

 Each member should remember this 

 When as a team they ride. 
 

ERC has been together now for many years I’m told 

 And although no one admits it, 

 They’re all worth 

 Their weight in gold. 
 

 Much has been put in it 

 Far too much for written sum 

 But we all hope it keeps going on, 

 For very many years to come. 
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From ‘The Way of an Eagle’ N°490 August 1999 

An Ode to Albert 

In speeches at the 1998 Club Dinner Bill Gilham gave celebration to our former 

President Albert Ayton in the form of an ode. He took as his theme a classic by 

Robert Louis Stevenson and was ably assisted by Peter Beresford, as the 

impertinent youth. 
 

“You are old Father Albert,” the young man said 

“And your hair has become very white, 

Yet you continue to ride your bike. 

Do you think, at your age, it’s right?” 
 

“In my youth” Father Albert replied 

I raced through the threshold of pain and beyond 

But now that I am old 

I ride through the lanes with joy in my heart”. 
 

“You are old Father Albert”, said the youth again, 

“The gears of your steed are so low 

Do you not feel that the hills and the miles 

Are rather too much for you now?” 
 

“In my youth”, said the Sage, “my wheels were propelled 

At speeds like the wildest wind and many records were made in my name. 

Tell me can you claim the same? 

But know that I've mellowed I choose the winds 

To assist me in Randonnées”. 

“You are old”, said the young impertinent youth. 

“Do you not feel, that the miles of today 

Are rather too much for a man of your age?” 
 

“In my youth”, said Father Albert, “I travelled at speeds 

That exceeds those of your wildest dreams 

But now that I've reached the golden years my horizons stretch long and far 

I’ve ridden north from the End of Land up yonder to John O’Groats. 

I’ve followed the sun west from the east, Ness Point to Ardnamurchan 

My body and soul still continue to thrive 

On the trail of the good old open road.” 
 

“You are wise Father Albert”, the young man said. 

“And your wisdom does truly amaze 

Do you think, dear old chap that there’s still a but a chance  
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That I might possibly follow in your ways?” 

The old man sighed and closed his eyes 

“Perhaps my son, perhaps.” 
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16.   A P P E N D I X 

Timeline of the Eagle Road Club 

1923 
Eagle Road Club founded. 

1926 
Major Villiers became Club President (from 1926 to 1969). 

1937 
Club racing headquarters, an army-type hut, was erected on the ground behind 

a house on the Cambridge Road in Quendon called the Wee Cot. 

1946 
Through the auspices of Jack Torrance, Major Villiers and The Manor 

Charitable Trust land was acquired at Ugley for the Clubhouse and arranged for 

trees planted around the perimeter. 

1947 
The Clubhouse was moved, piece by piece, from behind the Wee Cot in 

Quendon, to its present location and the Nissen Hut was purchased. 

1948  
Clubhouse - The Memorial Gate was erected in memory of two members 

killed in the Second World War. L D Carp and A L Thurlow. 

1954 
Clubhouse - Electrical wiring was installed in the kitchen by Gerry Lumsden. 

1960 
Clubhouse - Electrical wiring was upgraded by Gerry Lumsden and Ernie 

Wheeler. 

Clubhouse - A trench was dug and a water pipe layed from the box at the gate 

to the kitchen in the Clubhouse.  

1964 
At a Special Meeting held on 7

th
 June 1964 there was a vote to decide if 

compulsory C.T.C. membership should continue to be one of the constitutional 

rules of the Club. The Club, primarily intended to provide for the needs of the 

active racing members, was losing and failing to attract young recruits who were 

joining other clubs in preference. This was almost unanimously in favour of 

changing it to membership to the C.T.C. or the B.C.F. 

1966 
Until 1991 the Middleton Stoney weekend staying at The Old School House, 

School Lane, Middleton Stoney, Bicester, part of the Villiers Park Educational 

Trust  (formerly The Manor Charitable Trust).  
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1968 
Clubhouse - The free standing cast iron coke burning stove was replaced with 

an electric fire and fan heaters. Organised by Dennis Sale the walls and ceiling 

were insulated. 

1971 
Clubhouse - The North Road, whose club events were Saturday afternoon 

fixtures on E1were invited to use our Clubhouse facilities. 

1973 
The 50

th
 Anniversary of the of the founding of the Club celebrated with The 

Golden Jubilee Dinner held on 17
th

 November 1973 at Bucklersbury House, 

Walbrook, London, E.C.4. 

1974 
The restriction of membership to gentlemen was removed and thus opening 

the ranks to ladies. 

1976 
Clubhouse - Carpet acquired by Dennis Sale and layed with the help of Peter 

Beresford and Mick Beasant. 

1981 
The Committee decided there was no bar to a first claim member of another 

club applying for second claim Eagle membership if they wished to. 

1983 
Clubhouse - 60

th
 Anniversary (Diamond Jubilee) of the founding of the Club 

was celebrated with a Garden Party at the Clubhouse. Organised by Peter and 

Christine Smith, this was very successful and we did it all again for the 70
th

. 

1984 
Clubhouse - A break in at the Clubhouse, the door was damaged and the lawn 

mower stolen. After this Glen Grant fitted a new burglar alarm. 

1985 
Clubhouse - After an abortive start a year or two before and under the 

instigation of Albert Ayton, who had recently retired, a start was made on building 

a shower and toilet extension. At this time Glen Grant completely re-wired the 

electricity and Arthur Jacobs made new door, window frames and a new main gate. 

Dave Wright tiled the floor in the kitchen and the extension and everyone helped 

with tiling the walls. Albert Ayton did most of the plumbing and Bill Pink in the 

South Eastern Road Club helped with the bricklaying. 

1987 
Clubhouse - The 50

th
 Anniversary of the Clubhouse at Ugley. 
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1993 
Clubhouse - 70

th
 Anniversary (Platinum) of the founding of the Club was 

celebrated with a Garden Party at the Clubhouse, not so successful owing to 

inclement weather, rain and a cold wind. 

2008 
Tony Meader developed the Club Website (www.eaglerc.org). A significant 

step forwards for communications especially as we no longer have a weekly 

clubroom. 

2010 
First of the Eagle Road Club Criteriums at Hog Hill (Redbridge Cycling 

Centre) organised by Chris Baldwin and very successful. 

2015 
Our landlords, Villiers Park Educational Trust, have exercised their option to 

give us notice to terminate our lease and we had to vacate our Clubhouse by 15
th

 

December 2015. After another meeting with the Trustees although the land was 

still up for sale they extended our lease for another two years until Tuesday 13
th

 

December 2017. 

 

http://www.eaglerc.org/
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Editors of The Way of an Eagle 

 

1 - 89 March 1933 - July 1940 J S Torrance 

90 - 100 August 1940 - June 1941 A E Ayton 

101 - 167 July 1941- January 1947 N G Lumsden 

168 - 174 March 1947 - August 1947 J H Dunn 

175 - 204 September 1947 - February 1950 J S Torrance 

205 - 237 March 1950 - January 1953 F A Argent 

238 - 249 February 1953 - February 1954 G A White 

250 - 259 March 1954 - December 1954 A E Ayton 

260 - 271 January1955 - December 1955 J A Miller 

272 - 295 January 1956 - November1957 G C Kay 

296 - 307 December 1957 - December 1958 J A Cook 

308 - 320 January 1959 - March 1960 J A Miller 

321 - 337 April 1960 - December 1961 L G Bushell 

338 - 354 January 1962 - December 1963 R K Prowse 

355 - 370 January 1964 - December1965 J A Miller 

371 - 379 January 1966 - March 1967 A E Ayton 

380 Apr-Jun 1967 R E King 

381 Nov-67 A R Clarke 

382 - 390 February 1968 - October1970 P W Smith 

391 - 403 Winter 1971- Winter 1974 A E Ayton 

404 - 418 Spring 1974 - 1980 N G Lumsden  

419 - 447 Winter 1981 - February 1988 A E Ayton 

448 - 449 November 1988 - December1988 G Grant 

450 - 473 February 1989 - November 1994 A E Ayton 

474 - 509 February 1995 - Winter 2007 D E Wright 

510 - 520 Spring 2009 - Autumn 2011 Graham Masters 

521 Spring 2012 Simon Hewins 

522 -   Spring 2015 -  Christine Smith 
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Club Records (Men) 
 

10 Miles - Single Bicycle
1967 K R McDonald 23:18 
1967 K R McDonald 22:58 
1979 D J Youell 21:40 
1989 S L Hewins 21:22 
1989 SL Hewins 21:18 

2007 D Foy 21:13 
2008  P Hersey 20:40 
2009 D Foy 20:27 
2010 C L Baldwin 20:26 

 

10 Miles - Tandem Bicycle 
1983 A McArdle/ B Sewell 24:12 
1983 A McArdle/ B Sewell 22:53 
1985 I Bonner/ D McMurdie 21:41 

1986 I Bonner/ D McMurdie 21:39 
1986 I Bonner/ D McMurdie 21:25 
1986 I Bonner/ D McMurdie 20:44 

 

10 Miles  Mixed Tandem Bicycle 
2012 C L  Baldwin & E Chittenden 20:38  
 

25 Miles - Single Bicycle
1924 W A Wortley 1:10:01 
1925 H S Cross 1:08:54 
1925 G A White 1:07:33 
1926 G A White 1:07:22 
1927 G A White 1:06:31 
1927 S A Crisp 1:05:43 
1928 G A White 1:05:09 
1933 A S Tuck 1:04:41 
1937 J Bull 1:04:24 
1938 J Bull 1:03:56 
1946 A E Ayton 1:03:52 
1947 A E Ayton 1:02:42 
1947 A E Ayton 1:01:54 
1948 A E Ayton 1:01:37 
1948 A E Ayton 1:01:02 

1948 A E  Ayton 1:01:00 
1949 H J  Edwards 1:00:34 
1950 H J  Edwards 59:54 
1950 A E  Ayton 59:47 
1950 H J  Edwards 59:09 
1961 A J  Woodcock 58:08 
1962 A J  Woodcock 57:45 
1982 D J  Youell 57:21 
1982 D J  Youell 56:27 
1989 S L  Hewins 55:23 
1993 R  Eden 52:45 
1994 R  Eden 52:10 
1994 R  Eden 51:14 
1994 R  Eden 50:41

 

25 Miles - Tandem Bicycle
1981  A McArdle/B Sewell 1:00:51 
1983 A McArdle/B Sewell 59:06 
1983 B Sewell/G Grant 55:55 

1986 I Bonner/D McMurdie 55:37 
1987 I Bonner/D McMurdie 55:18 
1987 I Bonner/D McMurdie 53:40 

 

25 Miles - Tricycle 
1926 G A White 1:13:34 
1927 G A White 1:12:21 

1956 F J Evans 1:10:16  
 

 

30 Miles - Single Bicycle
1947 H J Edwards 1:16:45 
1947  A E Ayton 1:14:56 
1948  A E Ayton 1:14:36 
1949  H J Edwards 1:12:16 
1960  A J Woodcock 1:11:25 

1966  K R McDonald 1:10:15 
1981  D J Youell 1:08:54 

2008  P Hersey 1:08:01 

2009 C L Baldwin 1:06:06 

 

30 Miles - Tandem Bicycle
1946 A E Ayton/N G Lumsden  1:08:13 
1949 A E Ayton/H J Edwards  1:04:12 

1951 A E Ayton/H J Edwards 1:03:22 
1986 I Bonner/D McMurdie 1:03:12 
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50 Miles - Single Bicycle 
1924 H S Cross 2:22:40 
1925 H S Cross 2:21:19 
1925 H S Cross 2:20:12 
1926 G A White 2:17:14 
1927 H S Cross 2:15:25 
1928 G A White 2:13:58 
1928 R J Livermore 2:13:26 
1931 R V Baxter 2:12:44 

50 Miles - Single Bicycle (Cont.) 
1933 A S Tuck 2:10:53 
1947 A E Ayton 2:10:24 
1947 A E Ayton 2:06:53 

1949 A E Ayton 2:06:21 
1949 H J Edwards 2:05:27 
1949 H J Edwards 2:05:26 
1950 H J Edwards 2:04:18 
1950 H J Edwards 2:03:12 
1952 H J Edwards 2:00:28 
1962 A J Woodcock 2:00:06 
1982 D J Youell 1:59:47 
1989 S L Hewins 1:58:18 
1993 R Eden 1:56:37 
1994 R Eden 1:50:48 
2012 C L Baldwin 1:46:43 

 

50 Miles - Tricycle
1927 G A White 2:37:31 1951 G A White 2:25:45
 

50 Miles - Tandem Bicycle
1925 G A White/W A Wortley 2:09:39 
1925 S C Custerton/H S Cross 2:06:11 
1926 J D Atkinson/F Willsher 2:05:36 
1926 S A Crisp/W F Tilley 2:03:53 
1927 S A Crisp/W F Tilley 2:00:44 
1927 S A Crisp/W F Tilley 1:59:18 
1928 S A Crisp/W F Tilley 1:58:32 

1946 A E Ayton/N G Lumsden 1:56:58 
1949 A E Ayton/H J Edwards 1:50:45 
1950 A E Ayton/H J Edwards  1:50:36 
1950 A E Ayton/H J Edwards 1:48:24 
1951 A E Ayton/H J Edwards  1:46:36 
1952 A E Ayton/H J Edwards 1:46:17 

 

100 Miles - Single Bicycle 
1925 H S Cross 5:20:11 
1925 H S Cross 5:04:16 
1926 H S Cross 4:56:28 
1926 H S Cross 4:56:03 
1927 R J Livermore 4:55:29 
1928 H S Cross 4:55:10 
1928 G A White 4:54:25 
1928 R J Livermore 4:51:23 
1928 R J Livermore    4:48:23 
1928 G A White 4:46:07 
1933 A S Tuck 4:44:04 
1934 A W Jacobs 4:43:21 

1934 A S Tuck 4:43:04 
1935 A W Jacobs 4:41:22 
1935 A W Jacobs 4:34:20 
1947 A E Ayton 4:32:47 
1947 A E Ayton 4:26:34 
1949 A E Ayton 4:24:30 
1951 H J Edwards 4:19:39 
1954 H J Edwards 4:14:55 
1985 R B Ambrose 4:14:35 
1988 W F Ward 4:10:52 
1994 R Eden 3:50:01 

 

100 Miles - Tricycle
1926 G A White 5:31:53 1952 G A White 5:16:39 
 

100 Miles - Tandem Bicycle
1926 S A Crisp/ W F Tilley 4:29:39 
1926 S A Crisp/ W F Tilley 4:16:35 

1955 D W J Sale/ P J Wheeler 4:05:04

 

200 Miles - Single Bicycle
1939 A H Pavey 10:09:10  
 

12 Hours - Single Bicycle (MILES)  
1924 H S Cross 204.500 
1925 H S Cross 214.500  
1927 H S Cross 219.250  
1929 L J Davis 222.500  
1929 R J Livermore 225.250  
1929 H S Cross 227.000  
1935 A W Jacobs 227.125  
1946 N G Lumsden 229.314  

1947 A E Ayton 236.159  
1949 A E Ayton 237.458  
1950 A E Ayton 238.228  
1952 A L R Kay 241.890  
1952 H J Edwards 244.250  
1954 H J Edwards 252.010 
2010 C L Baldwin 260.723 
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12 Hours - Tandem Bicycle (MILES) 
1926 S A Crisp/ W F Tilley 226.500 
 

24 Hours - Single Bicycle (MILES)  
1929 H S Cross 375.500 
1933 H R Atkinson 380.500 
1934 H R Atkinson 382.250  
1949 G A White 393.717  

 1949 N G Lumsden 410.213  
1951 F R Thwaites 427.625  
1952 F R Thwaites 434.968   

 

Club Records (Women) 
 

10 Miles - Single Bicycle
2009 E Chittenden 24.04 2012 N Juniper 22:27 
  

25 Miles - Single Bicycle
2012 N Juniper 59:56  
 

50 Miles - Single Bicycle
2010 E Chittenden 2:09:08  
 

100 Miles - Single Bicycle
2011 E Chittenden 4:30:55  
 

Club Records (Mixed Tandem) 
 

10 Miles
2012 C Baldwin & E Chittenden 20:38  
 

Club Trophies 

 
CHAMPIONSHIP TROPHY (MEN) 
Presented by the Club.  A suitable trophy becomes the personal property of any Member securing three 
wins (not necessarily in succession).  Such a trophy  won outright by R.J. Livermore in 1930; by N.G. 
Lumsden in 1946; by A.E. Ayton in 1949; by F.H. Bushell in 1959; by R. Doman in 1981; by R.B. Ambrose 
in 1984 and 1990 and by C L Baldwin in 2010.
 
Best Aggregate in club events 

1924 G A White 
175 miles 
1925 H S Cross 8:32:32 
1926 H S Cross 8:22:39 
1927 R J Livermore 8:23:32 
1928 G A White  8:05:14 
1929 R J Livermore 8:15:36 
1930 R J Livermore  8:12:07 
Average speed over 25m, 50m & 100m 
1931 R V Baxter 21.622 mph 
Average speed over 50m, 100m & 12hr 
1932 A S Tuck 20.427 mph 
1933 A S Tuck 20.612 mph 
1934 A W Jacobs 20.579 mph 
1935 A W Jacobs 21.155 mph 
1936 F A Argent 20.793 mph 
Average speed over 50m, 100m & 200m 
1937 N G Lumsden 20.820 mph 
1938 N G Lumsden 20.907 mph 

1939 F A Argent  20.793 mph 
Average speed over 50m, 100m & 12hr 

1946 N G Lumsden 20.778 mph 
1947 A E Ayton 21.944 mph 
1948 A E Ayton 21.692 mph 
1949 A E Ayton 22.083 mph 
 
1950 A E Ayton 22.048 mph 
1951 A E Ayton 21.537 mph 
1952 H J Edwards 22.771 mph 
1953 A L R Kay 21.505 mph 
1954 H J Edwards 22.749 mph 
1955 W J Ash 21.964 mph 
1956 P J Wheeler 22.293 mph 
1957 F H Bushell 22.048 mph 
1958 F H Bushell 22.965 mph 
1959 F H Bushell 22.764 mph 
1960 A D A Hambleton 21.023 mph 
1961 W J Ash 21.295 mph 
1962 P W Smith 20.748 mph 
1963 P W Smith 20.557 mph 
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1964-1965 (No Award) 
1966 K R McDonald 23.261 mph 
1967 K R McDonald 24.058 mph 
1968 A R J Clarke 21.860 mph 
1970 R E King 21.965 mph 
1971  (No Award) 
1972   (No Award) 
1973 A R J Clarke 21.547 mph 
1974  (No Award) 
1975 D W J Sale 21.692 mph 
1976 E J Hadlow 22.504 mph 
1977 E J Hadlow 22.424 mph 
1978 P J Beresford 21.832 mph 
1979 R Doman 22.302 mph 
1980 R Doman 22.376 mph 
1981 R Doman 22.709 mph 
1982 R B Ambrose 22.836 mph 
1983 R B Ambrose 23.337 mph 
1984 R B Ambrose 23.403 mph 
1985 R B Ambrose 23.196 mph 
1986 D J Youell 22.815 mph 
1987 D J Youell 23.074 mph 

1988 W F Ward 23.192 mph 
1989 R B Ambrose 22.546 mph 
1990 R B Ambrose 22.304 mph 
1991 H J Grace 21.929 mph 
1992 H J Grace 21.172 mph 
1993  (No Award) 
1994 R B Ambrose 22.613 mph 
1995  (No Award) 
1996 H Wakelin  22.902 mph 
1997 V F Smith  22.763 mph 
1998-2006 (No Award) 
Average speed over 25m, 50m & 100m 
2007 P Hersey 24.510 mph 
2008 C L Baldwin 25.983 mph 
2009 C L Baldwin 26.493 mph 
2010 C L Baldwin 26.328 mph 
2011 C L Baldwin 24.774 mph 
2012 C L Baldwin 26.722 mph 
2013 N Hornett 24.979 mph 
2014 D Clarke 25.781 mph 
2015 Carlito Rendora 25.746 mph 

 

CHAMPIONSHIP RUNNER-UP (MEN) 
The "R.V. Baxter" Special Gilt Centre Medal (Presented by R.V. Baxter,Esq., 1934-1988) 
 
1934 A S Tuck 20.372 mph 
1935 F A Argent 20.479 mph 
1936 N G Lumsden 20.493 mph 
1937 F A Argent 20.791 mph 
1938 F A Argent 20.555 mph 
1939 A H Pavey 20.685 mph 
1946 A C Batty 20.433 mph 
1947 N G Lumsden 20.931 mph 
1948 A C Batty 20.879 mph 
1949 A C Batty 21.164 mph 
1950 A C Batty 21.112 mph 
1951 A L R Kay 21.456 mph 
1952 A L R Kay 21.467 mph 
1953 F J Evans 21.174 mph 
1954 W J Ash 21.111 mph 
1955 P J Wheeler 21.786 mph 
1956 F H Bushell 21.823 mph 
1957 P J Wheeler 21.882 mph 
1958 P J Wheeler 21.803 mph 
1959 W J Ash 21.030 mph 
1960 W J Ash 20.984 mph 
1961 A D A Hambleton 21.199 mph 
1962 W J Ash 20.735 mph 
1963-1965 (No Award) 
1966 A R J Clarke 22.160 mph 
1967 A R J Clarke 22.986 mph  

1968 K R McDonald 21.679 mph 
1970 A R J Clarke 20.485 mph  
1971-1974 (No Award) 
1975 A C Batty 21.292 mph 
1976 A C Batty 20.988 mph 
1977 P J Beresford 21.253 mph 
1978  (No Award) 
1979 P J Beresford 21.623 mph 
1980 P J Beresford 20.898 mph 
1981 C G Wilde 22.021 mph 
1982-1983 (No Award) 
1984 D McMurdie  20.681 mph 
1985-1989 (No Award) 
1990 P W Smith 19.529 mph 
1991 P W Smith 19.197 mph 
1992-1996 (No Award) 
1997 P W Smith 19.282 mph 
1998-2007 (No Award) 
2008 P Hersey 25.345 mph 
2009-2010 (No Award) 
2011 J Beaufoy 22.935 mph 
2012 D Clarke  24.404 mph 
2013 D Clarke 23.289 mph 
2014 D Foy 25.431 mph 
2015  (No Award) 
 

 

LADIES CHAMPIONSHIP TROPHY  
Left to the Eagle Road Club by Albert Ayton 1921- 2010, the Trophy is the replica Championship Trophy 
won by Albert in 1949 and now awarded to the lady having the fastest average speed over 10m, 25m & 
50m.    Perpetual Trophy. 
 
2010 E Chittenden 23.288 mph 
2011 E Chittenden 18.846 mph 

2012  (No Award) 
2013 C Hornett 21.188 mph 
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2014-2015 (No Award) 

LADIES CHAMPIONSHIP RUNNER-UP Special Gilt Centre Medal 
2010 H Lansdowne 19.056 mph 
2011 H Lansdowne 16.686 mph 

2012-2015 (No Award) 

 

NOVICES CHAMPIONSHIP 
The J.D. Atkinson Gilt Medal (Presented by J.D. Atkinson, Esq. 1925-1988) and Salver  
(Presented by Mrs. J. Wheeler in memory of her father, Dennis Atkinson). 
Awarded to the Novice member having best aggregate time at 25 and 50 miles or, from 1949, for three 25 
miles. 
 
1925 S A Crisp 3:41:54 
1926 C E Firth 3:44:24 
1927 R J Livermore 3:28:03 
1928 R G Lofthouse 3:33:01 
1929 J S Torrance 3:39:33 
1930 A S Tuck 3:29:52 
1931 E C Wolff 3:29:42 
1932 D A Andrews 3:23:17 
1933 S A Slatter 3:22:33 
1934 F A Argent 3:32:20 
1935 N G Lumsden 3:26:40 
1937 J Bull 3:24:33 
1938 L W Kirk 3:29:16 
1939 A E Ayton 3:21:14 
1946 R G Johnson 3:32:17 
1947 H J Edwards 3:13:50 
1948 W J Pruden 3:26:13 
1949 V J Wiggins 3:14:50 
1950 A J Douglas 3:13:33 
1951 M T Everett 3:09:37 
1952 P J Wheeler 3:10:59 
1953 J P W Notley 3:15:47 
1954 T Shepard 3:09:15 
1955 K Berry 3:19:05 
1956 M G Smith 3:17:49 
1957 R A Smith 3:10:01 
1958 J Larney 3:12:08 
1959 A D A Hambleton 3:13:17 
1961 L Carr 3:19:00 
1962 A Cudworth 3:17:14 
1963 A G Roberts 3:13:24 
1964 C A Green 3:11:22 
1965 M L Woodcock 3:04:28 
1966 J E Passfield 3:15:22 
1969 C Coward 3:37:14 
1970-1971 (No Award) 

1972 S R Batty 3:17:49 
1973-1976 (No Award) 
1977 A C F Meader 3:27:08 
1978 B J Sewell 3:19:10 
1979 N C Barnard 3:17:32 
1980  (No Award) 
1981 R Hayton 3:13:35 
1982  (No Award) 
1983 I Bonner 3:19:18 
1984 D G Farrow 3:01:29 
1985 D Russell 2:52:57 
1986 E D Peachey 3:15:15 
1987-1988 (No Award) 
1989 D Wakelin 3:27:43 
1990 H A Wakelin 3:29:19 
1991  (No Award)  
1992 A Paolino 3:22:36 
1993 R Uren 3:15:49 
1994 J Williamson 3:11:30 
1995  (No Award) 
1996 G Tirone 4:03:58 
1997-2000 (No Award) 
2001 S Rodwell 3:52:51 
2002  (No Award 
2003 M S Ambrose 3:32:22 
2004 P DeRitter 4:24:16 
2005 J Sale 3:18:55 
2006 G Evans 2:58:39 
2007  (No Award) 
2008 E Chittenden (L) 3:40:48 
2009 J Beaufoy 3:25:19 
2010 H Lansdown (L) 3:57:06 
2011  (No Award) 
2012 T Dean  3:24:22 
2013 A Campbell 3:16:18 
2014-2015 (No Award)

NOVICES CHAMPIONSHIP RUNNER-UP Special Silver Medal
1949 F R Thwaites 3:15:12 
1950 D W J Sale 3:15:10 
1951 B E Daniell 3:18:09 
1952 F J Evans 3:19:07 
1953 K H Row 3:18:30 
1954 B L Walters 3:18:14 
1955 P A Abbott 3:19:24 
1956 D W Chandler 3:19:56 
1957 A J Woodcock 3:13:15 
1958 J D Field 3:30:4 
1959 I L Brown 3:23:24 

1961 A Denney 3:21:22 
1962 R Oddy 3:19:58 
1964 R E King 3:21:26 
1965 K R McDonald 3:09:10 
1966-1971 (No Award) 
1972 D Paternoster 3:32:14 
1973-1976 (No Award) 
1977 M P Waller 3:31:49 
1978 K Bradley 3:23:48 
1979 H J Grace 3:41:42 
1980  (No Award) 
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1981 J Houlihan 3:30:04 
1982-1983 (No Award) 
1984 D W Griffiths 3:07:20 
1985     (No Award) 
1986 B Dickel 3:16:54 
1987-1988 (No Award) 
1989 S W Smith 3:41:19 
1990-1991 (No Award) 
1992 D Capozzi 3:27:48 

1993 M Coppin 3:29:45 
1994 P Reed 3:24:26 
1995-2002 (No Award) 
2003 M Delea 3:37:33 
2004 S Hodges 5:01:54 
2005 J Lambert 3:45:27 
2006 R Hummerston 3:40:34 
2007-2015 (No Award) 

JUNIOR CHAMPIONSHIP TROPHY AND MEDAL 
Trophy presented by A.L.R. Kay, Esq. and R.A.Smith, Esq. Gilt Medal awarded to Junior Member having 
the fastest average speed over two 10s and two 25s. (until 1967 awarded for best aggregate at 25 and 50 
miles). Perpetual Trophy 
 
1958 A J Woodcock 3:12:11 
1959 A J Woodcock 3:03:00 
1960 R W Alborough 3:25:43 
1961 R W Alborough 3:16:16 
1962 A Thomas 3:11:25 
1963 R Oddy 3:16:18 
1964 C A Green 3:15:40 
1965 A G Roberts 3:05:12 
1966 K R McDonald 3:05:22 
1967 R A Cary 3:37:22 
1968  (No Award) 
1969 M Westmacott 23.882 mph 
1970 M R Beasant 21.492 mph 
1971 M R Beasant 24.032 mph 
1972 M R Beasant 24.842 mph 
1973 M R Beasant 24.636 mph 
1974-1976 (No Award) 
1977 A C F Meader 22.219 mph 
1978 M PWaller  23.738 mph 

1979 A C F Meader   23.961 mph 
1980 D J Youell 24.056 mph 
1981 R Hayton  23.558 mph 
1982-1983 (No Award) 
1984 D G Farrow 25.689 mph 
1985-1988 (No Award) 
1989 S W Smith 20.358 mph 
1990 D Wakelin 21.917 mph 
1991 H A Wakelin 25.645 mph 
1992 H A Wakelin 25.312 mph 
1993 H A Wakelin 25.793 mph 
1994 P Reed 22.410 mph 
1995 P Reed 23.222 mph 
1996-2004 (No Award) 
 2005 J Sale 22.410 mph 
2006-2013 (No Award) 
2014 S O’Sullivan 23.782 mph 
2015  (No Award) 

 

THE TESSA BALDWIN TROPHY FOR THE MEN’S ROAD RACING CHAMPIONSHIP 
Presented by Chris Baldwin in memory of his wife Tessa. Awarded to the senior male member achieving  
the highest number of British Cycling points in a current season.    Perpetual Trophy. 
 
2009 P Hersey 
2010 P Hersey 
2011 B Crump 
2012 B Crump 

2013 T Bruno 
2014 P Hersey 
2015 Adrian Binns 

LADIES ROAD RACE CHAMPIONSHIP TROPHY 
A silver rose bowl originally presented by David Lewis to the Valkyries Cycling Club for their Ladies Fastest 
25 and with his agreement kindly donated to the Eagle Road Club by the Viking Road Club. Awarded to the 
senior lady achieving the highest number of British Cycling points in a current season.     Perpetual Trophy. 
 
2009 E Chittenden 
2010 E Chittenden 
2011 E Chittenden 

2012  Nicola Juniper 
2013-2015 (No Award) 

 

BOYS’ ROAD RACE CHAMPIONSHIP 
 
2012 M Farrow 2013-2015 (No Award)
 

GIRLS’ ROAD RACE CHAMPIONSHIP 
 
2012 E Baldwiin 
2013 P Norton 

2014-2015 (No Award) 
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THE FOUNDER’S TROPHY 
Presented by Founder Members for the Veteran Championship. Awarded for the best aggregate on Age 
Standard at 25, 50 & 100 miles.    Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1977 G A White (70) + 89m 04s 
1978 G A White (71) + 90m 49s 
1979 G A White (72) + 93m 33s 
1980 G A White (73) + 90m 35s 
1981 G A White (74) + 72m 45s 
1982 G A White (75) + 73m 55s 
1983 G A White (76) + 81m 34s 
1984 A C Batty (65) + 70m 50s 
1985 R B Ambrose (42) + 70m 11s 
1986 R B Ambrose (43) + 41m 35s 
1987 R B Ambrose (44) + 54m 18s 
1988 P E Jolly (50) + 50m 15s 
1989 R B Ambrose (47) + 66m  26s 
1990 R B Ambrose (48) + 66m 59s 
1991 W H Gilham (56) + 63m 49s 
1992 C G Wilde (57) + 51m 38s 
1993 C G Wilde (58) + 69m 19s 
1994 V F Smith (51) + 108m 41s 

1995 V F Smith (52) + 118m 02s 
1996 V F Smith (53) + 109m 15 
1997 V F Smith (54) + 95m 02s 
1998 D E Wright (54) + 25m 37s 
1999 P W Smith (59) + 71m 26s 
2000 P W Smith (60) + 49m 19s 
2001-2003 (No Award) 
2004 A Paolino (58) +36m 04s 
2005 P DeRitter (44) +54m 41s 
2006-2007 (No Award) 
2008 C L Baldwin (49) +112m 54s 
2009 C L Baldwin  (50) +70m 23s 
2010 C L Baldwin (51) +144m 48s 
2011 C L Baldwin (52) +119m 47s 
2012 C Baldwin (53) +100m 41s 
2013 D Clarke (42) +16m 19s 
2014 C Rendora (52) +83m 41s 
2015  Carlito Rendora (53)  +89m 55s 

  

VILLIERS TROPHY 
Presented by the Hon. Arthur Villiers to the Member covering the greatest distance in 12 Hours.   Perpetual 
Trophy. 
 
1924 H S Cross 204.500 miles 
1925 H S Cross 214.000 miles 
1926 H S Cross  206.500 miles 
1927 H S Cross 219.250 miles 
1928 H S Cross 214.000 miles 
1929 H S Cross 227.000 miles 
1930 H S Cross 218.000 miles 
1931 W A Wortley 217.875 miles 
1932 H S Cross 224.250 miles 
1933 A S Tuck 213.500 miles 
1934 A W Jacobs  222.750 miles 
1935 A W Jacobs 227.125 miles 
1936 F A Argent  224.625 miles 
1937 N G Lumsden  225.500 miles 
1938 A C Batty  216.500 miles 
1939 J H Dunn 222.250 miles 
1946 N G Lumsden  229.333 miles 
1947 A E Ayton 236.200 miles 
1948 A E Ayton  230.875 miles 
1949 A E Ayton  237.500 miles 
1950 A E Ayton  238.250 miles 
1951 A L R Kay   235.750 miles 
1952 H J Edwards 244.250 miles 
1953 A L R Kay 236.250 miles 
1954 H J Edwards 252.100 miles 
1955 W J Ash 246.400 miles 
1956 W J Ash 241.670 mile 
1957 W J Ash 241.101 miles 
1958 F H Bushell 252.050 miles 
1959 F H Bushell 249.060 miles 
1960 W J Ash 227.060 miles 
1961 W J Ash 235.070 miles 

1962 W J Ash 226.460 miles 
1963 P W Smith 233.800 miles 
1964-1966 (No Award) 
1967 A R J Clarke 242.410 miles 
1968 A R J Clarke 234.870 miles 
1969 A R J Clarke 238.380 mile 
1970 R E King 234.110 miles 
1971-1972 (No Award) 
1973 A R J Clarke 227.270 miles 
1974 A R J Clarke 206.700 miles 
1975 D W J Sale 231.700 miles 
1976 E J Hadlow 235.650 miles 
1977 E J Hadlow 247.640 miles 
1978 P J Beresford 224.129 miles 
1979 R Doman 235.640 miles 
1980 R Doman 233.300 miles 
1981 C G Wilde 232.000 miles 
1982 R B Ambrose 234.160 miles 
1983 R B Ambrose 238.650 miles 
1984 R B Ambrose 237.650 miles 
1985 R B Ambrose 227.690 miles 
1986 D J Youell 239.080 miles 
1987 D J Youell 241.617 miles 
1988 W F Ward 242.890 miles 
1989 R B Ambrose 233.339 miles 
1990 R B Ambrose 221.989 miles 
1991 H J Grace 219.220 miles 
1992 H J Grace 220.370 miles 
1993 W H Gilham 209.718 miles 
1994 R B Ambrose 224.430 miles 
1995  (No Award) 
1996 H Wakelin 222.200 miles 
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1997 V F Smith 228.950 miles 
1998  (No Award) 
1999 P W Smith 218.130 miles 

2000-2009 (No Award) 
2010 C L Baldwin 260.720 miles 
2011-2015 (No Award) 

 
CARPENTER TROPHY 
Presented by H.F. Carpenter, Esq. to the Member making fastest time in the Club '100'.    Perpetual Trophy.
 
1927 R J Livermore 4:55:29 
1928 R J Livermore 4:51:44 
1929  W A Wortley 5:05:50 
1930  R J Livermore 5:03:37 
1931  R V Baxter 4:58:27 
1932  A S Tuck 5:02:07 
1933  A S Tuck 4:53:11 
1934  A W Jacobs 4:55:07 
1935  A W Jacobs 4:41:22 
1936  F A Argent 4:57:40 
1937  F A Argent 4:52:51 
1938  N G Lumsden 5:02:13 
1939  F A Argent 4:51:09 
1946  F A Argent 4:45:11 
1947  A E Ayton 4:35:42 
1948  A E Ayton 4:29:21 
1949  A E Ayton 4:35:23 
1950  A E Ayton 4:35:52 
1951  H J Edwards 4:19:39 
1952  H J Edwards 4:31:58 
1953  F J Evans 4:39:52 
1954  H J Edwards 4:42:00 
1955  D W J Sale 4:42:24 
1956  P J Wheeler 4:29:16 
1957  P J Wheeler 4:26:00 
1958  F H Bushell 4:24:29 
1959  F H Bushell 4:26:25 
1960  A J Woodcock 4:25:20 
1961  P Greening 4:38:01 
1962  R W Alborough 4:41:13 
1963  P W Smith 4:51:24 
1964  (No Award) 
1965  K R McDonald 5:12:14 
1966  K R McDonald 4:48:29 
1967  A R J Clarke 4:46:08 
1968  A R J Clarke 4:43:30 
1969  A R J Clarke 4:39:32 
1970  R E King 4:44:17 
1971  D W J Sale 4:48:54 
1972  D W J Sale  4:52:10 

1973 A R J Clarke 4:58:33 
1974 A R J Clarke 4:52:09 
1975 D W J Sale 4:58:55 
1976 E J Hadlow 4:50:14 
1977 E J Hadlow 4:38:28 
1978 A C Batty 5:01:44 
1979 R Doman 4:38:28 
1980 R Doman 5:03:44 
1981 R Doman 4:42:31 
1982 R B Ambrose 4:22:47 
1983 R B Ambrose 4:28:56 
1984 R B Ambrose 4:32:02 
1985 R B Ambrose 4:31:31 
1986 E D Peachey 5:05:26 
1987 R B Ambrose 4:36:46 
1988 W F Ward 4:52:38 
1989 R B Ambrose 4:53:14 
1990 R B Ambrose 4:50:49 
1991 W H Gilham 4:52:46 
1992 A Paolino 4:46:29 
1993 D Capozzi 4:56:04 
1994 V F Smith 4:14:15 
1995 V F Smith 4:16:10 
1996 V F Smith 4:15:13 
1997 C Aitken 4:19:29 
1998 H J Grace 4:59:58 
1999 C Aitken 4:36:10 
2000 P W Smith 5:21:42 
2002-2004  (No Award) 
2005 P DeRitter 4:30:45 
2006-2007 (No Award) 
2008 P Hersey 4:06:22 
2009  (No Award) 
2010 P Hersey 3:56:14 
2011 C Baldwin 4:04:08 
2012  (No Award) 
2013 D  Foy 4:38:08 
2014 C Rendora 4:04:49 
2015 C Rendora 4:11:23

FRANK WILLSHER MEMORIAL TROPHY 
Presented by the Club as a memorial to the late Frank Willsher, killed in the Thames floods, 6th January 
1928.     Awarded to the member making fastest time in the Frank Willsher Memorial '50'.    Perpetual 
Trophy 
.
1928 G A White 2:13:56 
1929 R V Baxter 2:22:29 
1930 R J Livermore 2:16:22 
1931 W A Wortley 2:20:34 
1932 A S Tuck 2:18:44 
1933 A S Tuck 2:10:53 
1934 A S Tuck 2:18:16 

1935 A W Jacobs 2:13:00 
1936 N G Lumsden 2:17:33 
1937 F A Argent 2:15:40 
1938 A H Pavey 2:17:22 
1939 F A Argent 2:15:59 
1946 F A Argent 2:16:18 
1947 A E Ayton 2:10:01 
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1948 A E Ayton 2:07:20 
1949 H J Edwards 2:07:08 
1950 H J Edwards 2:09:15 
1951 H J Edwards 2:06:15 
1952 H J Edwards 2:05:25 
1053 M T Everett 2:10:17 
1954 H J Edwards 2:06:34 
1955 W J Ash 2:09:50 
1956 P J Wheeler 2:05:39 
1957 F H Bushell 2:08:18 
1958 F H Bushell 2:02:57 
1959 A J Woodcock 2:03:32 
1960 A J Woodcock 2:04:45 
1961 A J Woodcock 2:01:48 
2 R W Alborough 2:09:34 
1963 A Thomas 2:15:53 
1964 C A Green 2:20:38 
1965 C A Green 2:14:42 
1967 K R McDonald 2:09:52 
1968 J Jacovides 2:33:15 
1969 K R McDonald 2:17:42 
1970 R E King 2:12:50 
1971 D W J Sale 2:19:35 
1972 D W J Sale 2:14:42 
1973 A R J Clarke 2:19:05 
1974 A R J Clarke 2:18:00 
1975 A C Batty 2:17:02 
1976 E J Hadlow 2:13:15 
1977 C G Wilde 2:10:57 
1978 E J Hadlow 2:12:49 
1979 R Doman 2:12:53 
1980 R Doman 2:06:36 
1981 R Doman 2:08:29 
1982 D J Youell 2:06:32 

1983 R B Doman 2:05:19 
1984 R B Ambrose 2:03:45 
1985 D Russell 2:10:37 
1986 S L Hewins 2:04:07 
1987 D J Youell 2:10:07 
1988 P E Jolly 2:18:21 
1989 H J Grace 2:06:55 
1990 R B Ambrose 2:14:22 
1991 H J Grace 2:08:14 
1992 H A Wakelin 2:13:38 
1993 R Eden 1:56:37 
1994 V F Smith 2:01:36 
1995 V F Smith 2:01:20 
1996 V F Smith 2:06:17 
1997 V F Smith 2:07:20 
1998 D E Wright 2:29:22 
1999 V F Smith 2:05:43 
2000 D E Wright 2:31:27 
2001 V F Smith 2:07:22 
2002 D Foy 2:06:17 
2003 D Foy 2:09:45 
2004 S Hewins 2:10:34 
2005 D Foy 2:04:13 
2006  (No Award) 
2007 P Hersey 2:00:06 
2008 P Hersey 2:02:42 
2009 C L Baldwin 1:57:00 
2010 J Beaufoy 2:07:48 
2011 P Hersey 2:00:00 
2012 P Hersey 2:00:28 
2013  (No Award) 
2014 D Clarke 2:07:07 
2015  C Rendora  2:09:34 

DUNLOP CHALLENGE CUP Won outright by the Club in 1950. 

Re-presented to the Member riding the fastest '50' of the season.    Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1953 H J Edwards 2:08:10 
1954 H J Edwards 2:06:34 
1955 P J Wheeler 2:09:17 
1956 P J Wheeler 2:05:39 
1957 P J Wheeler 2:04:37 
1958 F H Bushell 2:02:57 
1959 F H Bushell 2:03:09 
1960 A J Woodcock 2:04:45 
1961 A J Woodcock 2:01:36 
1962 A J Woodcock 2:00:06 

1963 A J Woodcock 2:05:07 
1964 C A Green 2:12:23 
1965 A G Roberts 2:04:17 
1966 K R McDonald 2:05:43 
1967 K R McDonald 2:02:42 
1968 K R McDonald 2:04:42 
1969 A R J Clarke 2:04:47 
1970 R E King 2:10:39 
1971 D W J Sale 2:15:34 
1972 D W J Sale 2:14:07 

DUNLOP CHALLENGE CUP (Cont.) 
1973 A R J Clarke 2:13:15 
1974 A R J Clarke 2:18:05 
1975 A C Batty 2:10:49 
1976 E J Hadlow 2:08:57 
1977 E J Hadlow 2:08:39 
1978 E J Hadlow 2:12:49 
1979 R Doman 2:09:38 
1980 R Doman 2:04:57 
1981 D J Youell 2:04:47 
1982 D J Youell 1:59:47 
1983 R B Ambrose 2:01:22 

1984 R B Ambrose 2:00:20 
1985 R B Ambrose 2:00:44 
1986 D Russell 2:01:04 
1987 I Bonner 2:04:16 
1988 D G Farrow 2:04:45 
1989 S L Hewins 1:58:18 
1990 D G Farrow 2:03:05 
1991 S L Hewins 2:05:21 
1992 C G Wilde 2:08:35 
1993 R Eden 1:56:37 
1994 R Eden 1:50:48 
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1995 V F Smith 1:56:14 
1996 V F Smith 1:56:44 
1997 D Foy 2:03:07 
1998 M T Hart 2:01:29 
1999 V F Smith 2:05:43 
2000 P W Smith 2:17:55 
2001 V F Smith 2:07:22 
2002 D Foy 2:06:17 
2003 D Foy 2:09:45 
2004 S L Hewins 2:10:44 
2005 D Foy 2:04:13 

2006 D Todman 2:09:04 
2007 P Hersey 1:58:59 
2008 C L Baldwin 1:52:56 2009
 P Hersey 1:56:31 
2010 C L Baldwin 1:52:48 
2011 P Hersey 2:00:00 
2012 C L Baldwin 1:46:43 
2013 N Hornett 1:53:08 
2014 D Clarke 1:55:17 
2015  C Rendora 1:52:38 

 

AYTON TROPHY 
Presented by A.J. Barnes, Esq., to the member riding the fastest '25' of the season.    Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1948 A E Ayton 1:01:00 
1949 H J Edwards 1:00:34 
1950 H J Edwards 59:09 
1951 H J Edwards 1:00:08 
1952 H J Edwards 59:23 
1953 H J Edwards 1:01:29 
1954 H J Edwards 1:00:56 
1955 F H Bushell 1:02:04 
1956 P J Wheeler 1:01 30 
1957 P J Wheeler 1:01 59 
1958 F H Bushell 1:01:07 
1959 A J Woodcock 59:28 
1960 A J Woodcock 1:00:30 
1961 A J Woodcock 58:08 
1962 A J Woodcock 57:45 
1963 A J Woodcock 1:01:23 
1964 C A Green 1:03:17 
1965 M L Woodcock 59:17 
1966 C A Green 57:52 
1967 R E King 58:53 
1968 K R McDonald 58:39 
1969 K R McDonald 58:46 
1970 R E King 1:01:46 
1971 M R Beasant 1:02:05 
1972 M R Beasant 1:01:14 
1973 M R Beasant 1:02:15 
1974 A R J Clarke 1:02:34 
1975 D W J Sale 1:02:34 
1976 M R Beasant 59:12 
1977 E J Hadlow 1:02:00 
1978 P J Beresford 59:12 
1979 R Doman 1:00:17 
1980 D J Youell 1:01:43 
1981 C Rendora 59:00 

1982 D J Youell 56:27 
1983 D J Youell 58:43 
1984 R B Ambrose 58:13 
1985 I Bonner 57:07 
1986 D Russell 57:17 
1987 D G Farrow 57:00 
1988 D G Farrow 58:00 
1989 S L Hewins 55:23 
1990 D G Farrow 58:44 
1991 S L Hewins 56:41 
1992 H A Wakelin 58:17 
1993 R Eden 56:41 
1994 R Eden 50:41 
1995 H Wakelin 56:20 
1996 D Foy 56:45 
1997 D Foy 56:28 
1998 M T Hart 58:07 
1999 S L Hewins 59:47 
2000 D G Farrow 1:04:42 
2001 V F Smith 1:01:59 
2002 D Foy 1:04:45 
2003 D Foy 59:57 
2004 D Foy 1:02:00 
2005 P DeRitter 1:01:34 
2006 G Evans 59:14 
2007 G Evans 57:14 
2008 C L Baldwin 54:19 
2009 C L Baldwin 52:59 
2010 C L Baldwin 52:21 
2011 P Hersey 54:54 
2012 C L Baldwin 54:27 
2013 D J Youell 56:49 
2014 C Rendora 54:30 
2015 A Campbell 55:16

  

ARTHUR BATTY HANDICAP TROPHY 
Presented by Dorothy Batty in memory of Arthur. Awarded to the winner of the Annual Handicap 
competition. Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1992 D Capozzi 119 points 
1993 D E Wright 85 points 
1994 J Williamson 94 points 
1995 P J Beresford 60 points 
1996 M T Hart } 
 C G Wilde }Tie 61 points 

1997 P W Smith 107 points 
1998 A Paolino 44 points 
1999 C G Wilde 93 points 
2000 D E Wright 61 points 
2001 A Paolino 65 points 
2002 D Foy 84 points 
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2003 H J Grace 83 points 
2004 A Dawson 77 points 
2005 J Sale 108 points 
2006 G Evans 95 points 
2007 P Hersey 123 points 
2008 C L Baldwin 88 points 

2009 J Lambert 120 points 
2010 D Clarke 87 points 
2011 D Clarke 97 points 
2012 C Rendora 71 points 
2013 D Foy 48 points 
2014 T Meader 47 points

2015 J Boulter 53 points  
 

BILL WALLER SPRING '25' TROPHY 
Presented by Mrs. S. Anderson in memory of Bill Waller. Awarded to the winner of the Club's Spring  25. 
Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1988 W F Ward 1:05:30 
1989 S L Hewins 1:01:44 
1990 D G Farrow 1:02:47 
1991 H J Grace 1:04:20 
1992 S L Hewins 1:03:46 
1993 H A Wakelin 1:02:44 
1994 V F Smith 1:03:54 
1995 V F Smith 1:00:29 
1996 D Foy 58:19 
1997 V F Smith 1:03:44 
1998 S Hewins 1:02:05 
1999 S Hewins 1:00:26 
2000 D Farrow 1:06:14 
2001 V F Smith 1:05:39 

2002 D Foy 1:07:46 
2003 D Foy 1:04:52 
2004 D Foy 1:03:50 
2005  D Foy 1:01:45 
2006 P DeRitter 1:04:20 
2007 P Hersey 1:01:02 
2008  No award (event cancelled) 
2009 P Hersey 1:00:08 
2010 J Beaufoy 1:04:59 
2011 P Hersey 56:33 
2012 B Crump  1:00:01 
2013 D J Youell 56:49 
2014 D Foy 1:03:58 
2015 P Hersey 1:03:23 

  

NORMAN COOPER AUTUMN '25' TROPHY 
Presented by Mrs. L. Cooper in memory of Norman Cooper. 
Awarded to the winner of the Club's Autumn 25.     Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1982 R Doman 1:01:10 
1983 D J Youell 1:01:40 
1984 I Bonner 1:02:38 
1985 D Russell 1:00:33 
1986 I Bonner } 
 D Russell }Tie 1:04:19 
1987 R N Thorpe 1:05:26 
1988 D J Youell 1:05:30 
1989 S L Hewins 1:01:47 
1990 H J Grace 1:06:09 
1991 S L Hewins 59:29 
1992 S L Hewins 1:04:29 
1993 R Eden 56:41 
1994 V F Smith 1:05:50 
1995 M T Hart 1:03:18 
1996 M T Hart 1:00:18 

1997 V F Smith 1:00:45 
1998 S L Hewins 59:46 
1999 V F Smith 1:00:53 
2000 H J Grace 1:09:01 
2001 C G Wilde 1:12:15 
2002 H J Grace 1:10:13 
2003 H J Grace 1:06:04 
2004 P DeRitter 1:07:50 
2005  P DeRitter 1:07:52 
2006 S Hodges 1:11:42 
2007 P Hersey 1:01:02 
2008 P Hersey 1:03:12 
2009 C L Baldwin 1:01:21 
2010 C L Baldwin 1:01:51 
2011 P Hersey 1:01:25 
2012 C Rendora 1:06:05 

NORMAN COOPER AUTUMN '25' TROPHY(Cont.) 
2013 D Foy 1:06:05 
2014 A Campbell 1:03:25 

2015 A Campbell 1:02:23 

 

HARRY CROSS MEMORIAL TEENAGE '10' TROPHY 
Presented by Win Cross. Awarded for the best aggregate for 3 x 10 miles in the season by any member 
who must be under 20 years of age on the day of the events.    Perpetual Trophy 
 
1980 A C F Meader 1:15:23 
1981 D J Youell 1:06:40 
1982 K R Routledge 1:28:05 
1983 R Hayton 1:08:44 
1984 D G Farrow 1:08:28 

1985 D G Farrow 1:10:00 
1986 D G Farrow 1:10:15 
1987-1988 (No Award) 
1989 D Wakelin 1:17:33 
1990 D Wakelin 1:22:36 
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1991 H A Wakelin 1:10:17 
1992 H A Wakelin 1:11:33 
1993 H A Wakelin 1:10:32 
1994 P Reed 1:20:31 
1995 P Reed 1:16:18 
1996 P Reed 1:16:59 

1997-2004 (No Award) 
2005 J Sale 1:18:18 
2006 J Sale 1:12:47 
2007-2013 (No Award) 
2014 S O’Sullivan 1:16:21 
2015  (No Award)

JUNIOR 10 MILE TROPHY 
Presented by K.R. McDonald, Esq.  Awarded to the Junior member recording the fastest '10' of the season.    
Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1966 J E Passfield 25:01 
1967 R A Cary 25:33 
1968 M Westmacott 25:19 
1969 M Westmacott 25:09 
1970 M R Beasant 26:50 
1971 M R Beasant 23:47 
1972 M R Beasant 23:44 
1973 M R Beasant 23:13 
1974-1976 (No Award) 
1977 A C F Meader 26:29 
1978 K Bradley 24:25 
1979 A C F Meader 25:11 
1980 D J Youell 23:24 
1981 R Hayton 25:01 
1982 R Hayton 25:49 
1983 A Zoeteman 25:22 
1984 D G Farrow 22:41 
1985 D G Farrow 22:24 

1986  (No Award) 
1987 B Bridge 28:08 
1988  (No Award)  
1989 S W Smith 29:01 
1990 D Wakelin 27:15 
1991 H A Wakelin 23:13 
1992 H A Wakelin 22:46 
1993 H A Wakelin 23:22 
1994 P Reed 25:50 
1995 P Reed 24:24 
1996-2004  (No Award) 
2005 J Sale 25:38 
2006-2010 (No Award) 
2011 T Berry 29:40 
2012  (No Award) 
2013 S O’Sullivan 27:27 
2014 S O’Sullivan 24:56 
2015  (No Award) 

  

DAVEY TROPHY 
Presented by J.S Davey, Esq.,in 1933.  
Awarded to the member making fastest time in the Club Hill Climb.    Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1933 S M King 2m 03s 
1934 A S Tuck 2m 21s 
1935 F A Argent 1m 57s 
1936 G A J Venus 1m 57s 
1937 F A Argent 1m 53s 
1938 N G Lumsden } 
 L W Kirk }Tie 2m 05s 
1946 F A Argent 2m 02s 
1947 A E Ayton 1m 55s 
1948 A E Ayton 1m 54s 
1949 B C Meopham 1m 49s 
1950 A E Ayton 1m 53s 
1951 M T Everett 1m 54s 
1952 K E Burgess 2m 02s 
1953 K E Burgess } 
 M T Everett } Tie 1m 56s 
1954 H J Edwards 1m 58.2s 
1955 B C Meopham 1m 57.4s 
1956 D W Chandler 1m 58.8s 
1957 P J Wheeler 1m 56.4s 
1958 C F White 1m 51.2s 
1959 C F White 1m 48s 
1960 A J Woodcock 1m 44s 
1961 A J Woodcock 1m 48s 
1962 A J Woodcock 1m 40.4s 
1963 A G Roberts 1m 59s 
1964 A G Roberts 1m 54.2s 

1965 A G Roberts 1m 47s  
1966 R E King 1m 57s 
1967 J McManus 2m 04s 
1968 A R J Clarke 2m 09s 
1969 A R J Clarke 2m 1.4s 
1970 M R Beasant 2m 04s 
1971 M R Beasant 1m 56s 
1972 M R Beasant 1m 56s 
1973 M R Beasant 1m 50s 
1974 P Gibbons 2m 16s 
1975 M R Beasant 2m 01s 
1976 M R Beasant 2m 10s 
1977 E J Hadlow 2m 09s 
1978 M P Waller 2m 00s 
1979 R Doman 2m 10s 
1980 C Rendora 1m 47s 
1981 R Hayton 1m 43.2s 
1982 R Hayton 1m 36.4s 
1983 R Hayton 1m 41s 
1984 D J Youell 1m 34.2s 
1985 D Russell 1m 16.4s 
1986 D J Youell 1m 33.8s 
1987 D J Youell 1m 37.2s 
1988 D J Youell 1m 36.4s 
1989 S L Hewins 1m 34.2s 
1990 D G Farrow 1m 39.4s 
1991 S L Hewins 1m 42.5s 
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1992 D J Youell 1m 45.8s 
1993 S L Hewins 1m 33.5s 
1994 S L Hewins 1m 36s 
1995 M T Hart 1m 38.3s 
1996 P Reed 1m 46.9s 
1997 M T Hart 1m 30.7s 
1998 S L Hewins 1m 34.4s 
1999 H J Grace 2m 26s 
2000 G Masters 1m 51.9s 
2001 S Rodwell 1m 55.9s 
2002 D G Farrow 2m 6.4s 
2003 S L Hewins 1m 49.8s 

2004 A Dawson 1m 36.6s 
2005 S L Hewins 1m 46.0s 
2006 P Hersey 1m 43.6s 
2007 P Hersey 1m 41.3s 
2008 P Hersey 1m 43.2s 
2009 D J Youell 1m 46.9s 
2010 B Crump  1m 34.1s 
2011 B Crump 1m 30.4s  
2012 L Nannetti 1m 39.2s 
2013 D J Youell 1m 48.8s 
2014 T Dean 1m 44.7s 
2015 T Dean 1m 44.1s  

SEASON LONG SCRATCH POINTS COMPETITION 
 
2011 C L Baldwin 196 points 
2012 C Rendora 66 points 
2013 D J Youell 66 points 

2014 A Campbell 57 points 
2015 Phil Hersey 61 points  

 

SEASON LONG HANDICAP POINTS COMPETITION 
 
2014 T Meader 47 points 2015 Julian Boulter 53 points 
  

EVENING 10 COMPETITION 
 
2015 Julian Boulter 40 points  
  
 
 

O P E N    T R O P H I E S 
 

LIVERMORE TROPHY 
Club Championship Trophy won outright by R.J. Livermore, Esq., in 1930 and bequeathed by him to the 
Club. Awarded to the fastest rider in the Open '50'.    Perpetual Trophy. 

1962 K Craven Crescent Wheelers  1:58:50 
1963  No Event 
1964 G S Lee Oundle Velo 2:00:17 
1965 E Beauchamp Crescent Wheelers 1:58:46 
1966 J McMillan Velo Sportiv 1:58:36 
1967 J P Bennett Balham CC 2:02:09 
1968 M Wiseman Comrades CC 2:05:28 
1969 T Ewing Archer RC 1:59:55 
1970 J R Baines Icknield RC 2:00:20 
1971 A W Dobbin Bishop’s Stortford CC 1:59:06 
1972 M A J Fagg Middlesex RC 2:00:13 
1973 R Gosman Finsbury Park CC 1:59:25 
1974 A Strong Gemini BC 2:06:49 
1975 G R Mann Hainault RC 1:54: 08 
1976 D A Eldridge Addiscombe CC 1:52:43 
1977 A W Dobbin London Clarion 1:58:43 
1978 M T Burrow 34th Nomads 1:59:09 
1979 M McDermott Colchester Rovers 2:00:33 
1980 R Donnington South Eastern RC 2:03:43 
1981 I J Butcher Beds Roads CC 1:55:17 
1982 J M Patston Redbridge CC 1:57:11 
1983 J M Patston Redbridge CC 2:01:56 
1984 I J Butcher Beds Roads CC 1:57:44 
1985 T Luxford Woolwich CC  1:58:46 
1986 D C Creese VC Slough 1:59:05 
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1987 J M Patston Coventry Olympic 2:00:32 
1989 R J Hutt Harp RC 1:59:40 
1990 R J Hutt Harp RC 2:02:52 
1991 R J Hutt Harp RC 1:57:14 
1992 P Bedford VC Norwich 2:00:45 
1993 I S Cammish Cyman Maxim 1:52:01 
1994 S Hunt VC Slough 1:53:55 
1995 L Palmer Witham CC 1:55:45 
1996 L Palmer Witham CC 1:52:40 
1997 A Horner VC Camelot 1:50:45 
1998 R Pope Finsbury Park CC 1:54:15 
1999 S Cotton Stevenage CC 1:55:18 
2000 A Horner VC St Raphael 1:52:59 
2001 K Tye Team Omega 1:55:01 
2002 P Smith APiBikes.com 1:54:46 
2003 C Brooking APiBikes.com 1:56:26 
2004 W Levet VC St Raphael 1:52:26 
2005 J White Team JD Cycles 1:51:43 
2006 G Butler Preston Wheelers 1:51:27 
2007 D Lubin PCA Ciclos Uno 1:57:31 
2008  No award - event cancelled) 
2009 P Balls West Suffolk Wheelers 1:50:06 
2010 M Arnold Team PedalRevolution.co.uk  1:51:33 
2011 J Moffatt Virgin Active 1:54:27 
2012 A Stapleton Chelmer CC 1:54:03 
2013 C Ward Essex Roads CC 45 miles 1:44:38 
2014 Dave McGaw Cambridge CC 45 miles 1:44:03 
2015 Tom Trimble  CC Ashwell  30 miles 1:08:19 
2016   No Event 
 

OPEN '50' TEAM TROPHY 
Plaque donated by the Club in 1957 for the fastest Scratch team in the Open '50'.    Perpetual Trophy.  
 
1957 Kent Road Club 6:20:03 
1958 Crescent Wheelers 6:09:28 
1959 San Fairy Ann CC 6:16:24 
1960 CC Islington 6:25:37 
1961 Kingston Wheelers 6:18:09 
1962 Eagle Road Club 6:23:39 
1964 Central Sussex CC 6:34:28 
1965 Crescent Wheelers 6:12:25 
1966 Crescent Wheelers 6:31:32 
1967 Balham CC 6:27:15 
1968 Chelmer CC 7:02:26 
1969 Finsbury Park CC 6:12:03 
1970 Clacton & District CC 6:23:25 
1971 Chelmer CC 6:39:49 
1972 Middlesex CC 6:14:26 
1973 West Suffolk Wheelers 6:26:17 
1974 Thanet CC 6:55:18 
1975 CC Bexley 5:52:37 
1976 Addiscombe CC 5:55:22 
1977 Bec CC 6:10:13 
1978 Hainault RC 6:12:42 
1979 Chelmer CC 6:21:44 
1980 South Eastern RC 6:25:18 
1981 Eagle Road Club 6:25:16  
1982 29th Wheelers CC 6:22:18 
1983 Eagle Road Club 6:34:44 
1984 Redbridge CC 6:12:25 

1985 Eagle Road Club 6:32:41 
1986 Stevenage CC 6:23:31 
1987 Colchester Rovers CC 6:44:19 
1989 Eagle Road Club 6:25:23 
1990 Elite CC 6:31:25 
1991 Maldon & District CC 6:43:35 
1992 Crest CC 6:49:31 
1993 VC Norwich 6:00:01 
1994 Victoria CC 6:31:39 
1995 Eagle Road Club 6:19:53 
1996 Century RC 6:18:49 
1997 Finsbury Park CC 6:25:26 
1998 Finsbury Park CC 6:22:25 
1999 APi Resprays 5:58:57 
2000 Glendene CC 6:25:26 
2001 Stevenage CC 6:24:57 
2002 PCA-Ciclos Uno 6:30:14 
2003 APiBikes.com 6:16:39 
2004 Shaftesbury CC 7:04:08 
2005 Team JD Cycles 6:00:22 
2006 Shaftesbury CC 6:37:41 
2007 Eagle Road Club 6:21:29 
2008  No award (event cancelled) 
2009 Eagle Road Club 5:55:25 
2010 Chelmer CC 6:07:00 
2011 Chelmer CC 6:19:19 
2012 Chelmer CC 5:52:45 
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2013 Eagle Road Club 45 miles 5:47:36 
2014 Cambridge CC 45 miles 5:45:05 
2015 Team VeloVelocity.co.uk 
  30 miles  4:13:19 

2016   No Event 

 
 

GEORGE WHITE TROPHY 
Presented by George White in 1976 for the Best Veteran on Standard in the Open ‘50’     Perpetual Trophy. 
 
1976  H Shawyer Verulam CC 
1977 A L Wilkins Luton Wheelers 
1978 H C Heath Goodmayes Wheelers 
1979 G A White Eagle Road Club 
1980 M McDermott Colchester Rovers CC 
1981 E Beauchamp Harlow CC 
1982 A C Batty Eagle Road Club 
1983 E Miller West Suffolk Wheelers 
1984 W Spencer Mildenhall CC 
1985 A Martin Becontree Wheelrs CC 
1986 V Gibbons Essex Roads CC 
1987 E Marsh Hainault RC 
1988  (No Award) 
1989 J F Aylett Comrades CC 
1990 E Wells University CC 
1991 R G Donnington Polytechnic CC 
1992 D Hitchens  
1993 K Craven Crescent CC 
1994    V F Smith Eagle Road Club (51/52) 
1995    V F Smith Eagle Road Club (52/53) 
1996 V F Smith Eagle Road Club (53/54) +26:48 
1997 A Cornish APi Resprays (51) +27:34 
1998 A Cornish APi Resprays (52) +30:36 
1999 E Beauchamp Crescent CC (68) +38:42 
2000 J N Perrin Ciclos Uno (64) +33:42 
2001 M E Player Hertfordshire Wheelers (68) +40:16 
2002 M E Player Hertfordshire Wheelers (69) +37:18 
2004 J Silvey Southend Wheelers (71) +28:50 
2005 I S Cammish Sonic Cycles (48) +30:06 
2006 C G Wilde Eagle Road Club (70) +30:55 
2007 T N Anderson Shaftesbury CC (67) +29:35 
2008  (No award - event cancelled) 
2009 C L Baldwin Eagle Road Club (50 ) +30:29 
2010 J Moffatt Spirit Racing (53) +37:57 
2011 J Moffatt Virgin Active (54) +37:39 
2012-2015  (No Award) 
 

SUMMER ROAD RACE 
 
1963 Jim Larney Eagle Road Club 
1964 D. Wren Barnet CC 
1965 Event  A Thirds/Juniors 
 1st M. Vincent Watford RCC 
 2nd M. Woodcock Eagle RC 
Team Eagle RC- M. Woodock, D. Soanes, C. Green 
 Event B Independants/ Firsts 
 1st Ken Cotman Old Portlians CC 
1966 T. Devine  Finsbury park CC 
1967-1987  (No Event) 
1988 J. Whitehead Hainault RC 
1989 David Hircock Southend & Cty Wheelers 
1990 J. Palmer Norfolk CC 
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1991 Andrew Elderfield Gemini BC 
1992 Ken Baker Colchester Rovers CC 
1993 Ray Eden Eagle Road Club 
1994 Paul Speller Colchester Rovers CC 
1995 1st Ian Dennis Cambridge CC 
 2nd Damien Foy Eagle RC 
1996 Chris Hopkins Cambridge CC 
1997 Vic Smith Eagle RC 
1998 Jake Moran Twickenham CC 
1999  (No details) 
2000 Colin Bailey North Road CC 
2001 M Merralls  Angliasport 
2002 J Ireland  Velo Schils - Interbike RT 
2003 Fergus Brady Pearson Cycles 
2004 G Wendon  Medway VC 
2005 D Knight London Fire Brigade CC 
2006 T Burke North Road CC2007  
2007 L Harvey Colchester Rovers CC 
2008 P Hersey Eagle Road Club 
2009 J Sale Eagle Road Club 
2010 G Moore Stowmarket & District CC 
2011 G Rodriguez East London Velo 
2012 T Stephenson Colchester Rovers CC 
 

RAY EDEN MEMORIAL ROAD RACE (Eastern Road Race League) 
 
2013 A Minting Dinnington Racing Club 
2014 John Woyton Glendene CC 
2015 Steven Griffith  Pro Cycle Hire UK Racing Team 
 

SUMMER ROAD RACES (League of Veteren Racing Cyclists) 
 
2013 Category ABCD Bob Downs Team Rapha Condor 
 Category EFGH Geoff Wiles Abellio SFA Racing 
2014 Category ABCD Paul Caton TMG Horizon Cycling Team 
 Category EFGH Terry Devine Braintree Velo CRC 
2015 Category ABCD Gianluca Cappello GS Vecchi 
 Category EFGH  Bob Downs Condor Team 
 

I N T E R - C L U B    T R O P H I E S 
 

SLADE CUP (property of South Eastern Road Club) 
Presented by J Slade, Esq., to the fastest individual rider in the Inter Club ‘50’ (from 2002 as 25 mile event). 
Perpetual Trophy 
50 mile event 
1985 R Drake South Eastern Road Club 2:04:58 
1986 R G Donnington  “ “ “ “ 2:03:11 
1987 R G Donnington  “ “ “ “ 2:05:33 
1988 R G Donnington  “ “ “ “ 2:05:41 
1989 S L Hewins Eagle Road Club   1:58:18 
1990 D Farrow “ “ “   2:06:55 
1991 S Marchant “ “ “   2:01:57 
1992 M P Olney “ “ “   2:04:26 
1993 M P Olney “ “ “   2:01:45 
1994 P G Mitchell “ “ “   2:04:42 
1995 V Smith “ “ “   2:01:50 
1996 S Marchant  South Eastern Road Club 1:59:09 
1997 S Marchant   “ “ “ “ 2:00:52 
1998 S Marchant  South Eastern Road Club 1:57:53 
1999 D Steer  “ “ “ “ 2:02:47 
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2000 P T Abbott  “ “ “ “ 2:15:58 
2001 A Twitchett  “ “ “ “ 2:08:58 
25 mile event 
2002 C Castro  “ “ “ “ 1:03:30 
2003 C Castro  “ “ “ “ 59:05 
2004 D Foy Eagle Road Club   1:02:00 
2005 D Todman “ “ “  1:03:57 
2006 D Foy “ “ “  59:40 
2007 G Evans “ “ “  1:00:23 
2008 C L Baldwin “ “ “  58:55 
2009 C L Baldwin “ “ “  56:28 
2010 C L Baldwin “ “ “  55:20 
2011 P Hersey “ “ “  56:26 
2012 S Humphrey  South Eastern Road Club 59:39 
2013 P Hersey Eagle Road Club   59:15 
2014 A Campbell “ “ “  58:33 
2015  Event cancelled  as sadly the SERC had several injury and illness problems. 
 

WILLIAMS INTER-CLUB 50 TROPHY 
Presented by H.E. Williams, Esq. to the winning team of four in the Inter-club '50' (from 2002 as 25 mile 
event and from 2007 team of three). Perpetual Trophy 
 
50 mile event  
1952 South Eastern Road Club 8:34:38 
1953 " " " " 8:42:44 
1954 " " " " 8:37:33 
1955 " " " " 8:41:49 
1956 " " " " 8:37:55 
1957 Eagle Road Club 8:31:21 
1958 " " " 8:45:55 
1959 South Eastern Road Club 8:50:37 
1960 " " " " 8:42:56 
1961 " " " " 8:35:22 
1962 " " " " 8:57:04 
1963 " " " " 8:50:48 
1964 " " " " 8:47:49 
1965 " " " " 8:46:53 
1967 " " " " 8:38:18 
1968 " " " " 8:35:55 
1969 " " " " 8:37:22 
1970 " " " " 8:31:19 
1971 " " " " 8:21:48 
1972 " " " " 8:49:29 
1973 " " " " 8:58:28 
1974 " " " " 8:38:29 
1975 " " " " 8:37:37 
1976 " " " " 8:21:10 
1977 " " " " 8:19:31 
1978 " " " " 8:41:50 
1979 " " " " 8:31:33 
1980 " " " " 8:06:44 
1981 " " " " 8:34:09 
1982 " " " " 8:17:08 
1983 " " " " 8:11:30 
1984 " " " " 8:26:58 
1985 " " " " 8:30:59 

1986 Eagle Road Club 8:35:01 
1987 South Eastern Road Club 8:40:21 
1988 " " " " 8:45:13 
1989 Eagle Road Club 8:19:16 
1990 South Eastern Road Club 8:52:32 
1991 " " " " 8:33:23 
1992 " " " " 8:31:36 
1993 " " " " 8:36:12 
1994 Eagle Road Club 8:56:41 
1995 " " “ 8:38:41 
1996 South Eastern Road Club 8:29:17 
1997 " " " " 8:37:20 
1998 " " " " 8:33:48 
1999 " " " " 8:25.45 
2000 Eagle Road Club 10:26:00 
2001 South Eastern Road Club 8:44:22 
25 mile event 
2002 South Eastern Road Club 4:29:56 
2003 " " " " 4:20:19 
2004 Eagle Road Club 4:19:23 
2005 " " " 4:24:33 
2006 " " " 4:12:31 
Team of 3 

2007 " " "    3:09:05 
2008 " " " 4:06:59 
2009 " " " 4:01:48 
2010 " " " 3:51:38 
2011 " " " 3:58:34 
2012 “ “ “ 4.10.17 
2013 “ “ “ 4:01:01 
2014 “ “ “ 4:05:25 
2015 (Event cancelled as sadly the SERC had  
 several injury and illness problems) 
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INTER-CLUB HILL CLIMB TROPHY 

Presented by Hainault Road Club to the winning team of three in the Inter-club Hill Climb (Lippitts Hill) 
Perpetual Trophy 
 
2009 Eagle Road Club 5m 56.0s 
2010 Eagle Road Club 4m 53.5s 
2011 Eagle Road Club 4m 41.4s 
2012 Eagle Road Club 5m 15.7s 

2013 Eagle Road Club 5m 33.8s 
2014 Eagle Road Club 5m 33.8s 
2015  Eagle Road Club 5m 33.0s 
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Family Ties 

 

Atkinson, Dennis daughter Gill – married to Ernie Wheeler 

Ayton, Albert wife – Olive (Jacobs) 

Baldwin, Chris daughter – Nell (Elinor) 

Batty, Arthur wife – Dorothy (Wilde) 

 son – Stephen Batty, daughter – Sandra Carter 

Beresford, Peter wife – Rita, son – Jonathan, daughter – Georgina 

Bolton, Sean son – Otto 

Bushell, Fred wife – Tessa, brother – Lionel Bushell 

Cross, Harry wife – Winn (Stansell), brother – Vic Cross 

 daughter – Pat Wade, grandson – Stephen Wade 

Davey, Bill son – Arnold Davey, brother – John Davey 

 sister - Jessie married to George Kiteley 

Eastwood, Ian wife – Denise 

Frank Dawson wife – Doris, sister of Harry Cross 

Farrow, Dave (Big Dave) son – Matthew 

Grace, Howard wife – Vickie 

Grant, Glen wife – Nikki 

Hardwicke, Wally wife – Florrie (Jakeman) 

Hewins, Simon wife – Mary, son – Oliver 

Griffiths, Mick son – Dave (Little Dave) 

Jacobs, Arthur wife – Rene, sister - Olive, married to Albert Ayton 

King, Sam wife – Peggy, sister of Dick Thomas, son – Barry 

Lumsden, Gerry wife – Ivy, daughter – Susan Read 

MacDonald, Ken wife – Janice 

Masters, Graham wife – Suzanne 
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McArdle, Alan mother & father – Jim & Audrey 

 brothers – Stephen & Raymond 

Routledge, Kenny father – Frank, – mother – Joyce 

Sale, Dennis wife – Kathleen, daughter – Sarah Sale 

 grandson – James Sale 

Smith, Peter wife – Christine (Moyse – Viking Road Club) 

 sons – Martin & Simon 

Stokes, Frankie nephew – Harry ‘Nevvy’ Edwards 

Torrance, Jack wife – Elsie, brother – Harry Torrance 

Wheeler, Ernie brother – Peter 

White, George wife – Florrie, son – David, daughter – Shirley 

Wilde, Chas sister – Dorothy Batty 

Woodcock, Wally son – Tony, nephew – Mick 
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 Anniversary Garden Party (Peter Smith) 
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15. 1983 Eagle Road Club 60
th

 Anniversary Garden Party (Peter Smith) 

 

16. 1983 Eagle Road Club 60
th

 Anniversary Garden Party Founders 

left to right Dennis Atkinson, George White, Bill Bridger & Reg Baxter  

 (Peter Smith) 

 

17. 1985 Building the Clubhouse Extension (Martin Smith) 

 

18. 1986 Clubhouse Extension (Martin Smith) 

 

19. 1991 Open Day at the Clubhouse (Peter Smith) 

 

20. 2008 Eagle Clubhouse (Christine Smith) 

 

21. 1950's The Chequers (Peter Wheeler) 

 

22. 2015 The Chequers (Christine Smith) 

 

23. 1989 Middleton Stoney (Peter Smith) 

 

24. 1991 Middleton Stoney (Peter Smith) 

 

25. 1996 ECCA Festival at High Easter (Peter Smith) 

 

26. 2011 Hot X Bun Randonnée (Peter Smith) 

left to right 1 Howard  Grace 2 Andy Eckton 3 Paul Evans 4 Tony Meader  

5 Chris Baldwin 6 Liz Chittenden 7 John Beaufoy 8 Helen Lansdown  

9 Peter Smith 10 Graham Kiff 11 Pete Beresford 12 Glenn Grant 

 

27. 2014 Hot X Bun Randonnée (Peter Smith) 

left to right 1 Andy Eckton 2 Peter Beresford 3 Sean Bolton 4 Helen Lansdown 

5 Oliver Hewins 6 Jacqueline Prodger 7 Tony Paolino 8 John Beaufoy  

9 Sean O'Sullivan 10 Chris Baldwin 11 Tony Meader 12 Dave Youell  

13 Viv Paolino 14 Liz Chittenden 15 Howard Grace 16 Glenn Grant  

17 Nikki Grant 18 Nell Baldwin 19 Isabel Grant 

 

28. 2013 Eagles in ECCA Randonnée 

left to right 1 Liz Chittenden 2 Howard Grace 3 Chris Baldwin 4 Oliver 

Hewins 5 Simon Hewins 6 Richard Lofthouse 7 Tom Dean 8 Poppy Norton  

9 Scarlett Norton 10 Mark Norton 11 Glenn Grant 12 Nell Baldwin  
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Footnotes 
1
 R.C.C. - Road Racing Council 1922-37, R.T.T.C. - Road Time Trials Council 

1937-2002, C.C.T -Cycling Time Trials 2002. The National Governing Body for 

Cycling Time Trials in England & Wales. 
2
 Acid – In the days before LSD (Lysergic acid diethylamide) it was slang for an 

offer of money or some favour and LSD was pounds shillings and pence (Libras 

Solidos Denarius) 
3
 The Cross Keys or Blacksmiths Arms

 
- now private houses (Cross Keys Mews & 

Woodside) 
4
A player piano (also known as pianola) is a self-playing piano, containing a 

pneumatic or electro-mechanical mechanism that operates the piano action via pre-

programmed music recorded on perforated paper 
5
 Welkin - the sky, the upper air, the firmament, the heavens or the Celestial sphere 

6
 The Wakes Arms was a pub (and landmark) on the roundabout at the junction of 

Epping New Road, Woodridden Hill, Coppice Row and Golding’s Hill. After 

being rebuilt in 1980’s and several name changes it is now Miller & Carter 

Steakhouse. 
7
 Floreat Florea - Blooms flourish 

8
 British Cycling Federation – now British Cycling 

9
 Bastard File - A file of the commercial grade of coarseness between coarse and 

second-cut. 
10 

Per Aquilum ad Astra - Through the North Stars 
11

.The Clocktower was atop Woodford Green Men’s Club on the corner of Links 

Road and the High Road (A104). It became residential accommodation in 2005. 
12 

The Red Cow is now Smith’s Brasserie 
13

 Truman, Hanbury, Buxton & Company Limited on the corner of Hanbury Street 

and Brick Lane was a London brewer from 1666 to 1988. For a couple of decades 

in the middle of the 19th century was the biggest brewery in the world. 
14

 Eagle Star & Dominion Insurance Co with a head office at 1 Threadneedle 

Street, London EC2, was renamed the Eagle Star in 1937. In October 1968 a new 

administrative head office and computer centre was opened in Cheltenham. 
15

 The Sun and Whalebone is now is the Miller & Carter.Until 1990’s it had two 

huge sections of whalebone displayed outside. 
16

 NCU - National Cyclists' Union 1878 to 1959 when after bitter rivalry it merged 

with the British League of Racing Cyclists (BLRC) and became the British Cycling 

Federation (BCF). Now known as British Cycling.  
17

 Regia Aeronautica Italiana was the name of the Royal Air Force of the Kingdom 

of Italy 
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18
 Woolton pie – a  pie made with root vegetables and oats when there were 

shortages and rationing of many types of food, especially meat, promoted by Lord 

Woolton who became Minister of Food in 1940. 
19

 NAAFI - The Navy, Army and Air Force Institutes is an organisation created by 

the British government in 1921 to run recreational establishments needed by the 

British Armed Forces, and to sell goods to servicemen and their families. It runs 

clubs, bars, shops, cafés and other facilities on most British military bases. 
20

 H.M.S Samphire was torpedoed and sunk off Bougie, Algeria, in position 

36º56’N, 05º40’E while escorting convoy TE-14, by the Italian submarine Platino 

on 30 January 1943. 
21

 J.U.88 - The Junkers Ju 88 was a German Luftwaffe twin-engine, multi-role 

aircraft. One of the most versatile and effective combat aircraft of World War II, its 

closest counterpart on the Allied side was the Mosquito 
22 

PoW - Prisoner of War 
23 

CQMS - The Company Quartermaster Sergeant. In the British Army and Royal 

Marines is the non-commissioned officer in a company who is in charge of 

supplies. The CQMS also serves as the deputy to the company sergeant major and 

is the second most senior NCO in the company. 
24

 Ersatz Coffee – During World War II a beverage made from hot water and 

roasted acorns. 
25

 ENSA - Entertainments National Service Association, an organisation set up in 

1939 by Basil Dean and Leslie Henson to provide entertainment for British armed 

forces personnel during World War II (aka Every Night Something Awful) 
26

 A.M.G.O.T - Allied Military Government for Occupied Territories was the form 

of military rule administered by Allied forces during and after World War II within 

European territories they occupied. 
27

 South East Asia Command (SEAC) was the body set up to be in overall charge 

of Allied operations in the South-East Asian Theatre during World War II) 
28

 i/c - In charge 
29

 A Club Fund whereby members at home donated what they could afford and 

Postal Orders were sent to those members serving in the Forces. 
30.

Buckshee was derived from baksheesh, an Arabic word denoting ‘free or 

something for nothing’. 
31 

L.A.C. - Leading Aircraftman 
32

 O.C. - Officer Commanding 
33

 The Blackout - In World War II, a dark blackout curtain was used to keep the 

light inside. This was enforced by civilian ARP wardens who would ensure that no 

buildings allowed the slightest chink or glow of light. Offenders were liable to 

stringent legal penalties. 
34

 K Rations – A non-perishable, ready-to-eat meal that could fit in a soldier's 

pocket. One version used pemmican biscuits, a peanut bar, raisins, and bouillon 
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paste; the other used pemmican biscuits, a small chocolate bar, canned  processed 

meat, and lemon beverage powder. 
35

 ‘Nevvy’ was the nickname of Harry J Edwards. Frankie Stokes, who was riding 

with the club in the late 40s, told everyone he was bringing out his young nephew 

who, from then on, was ‘Nevvy’ to the Eagles. 

 
36 

LVRC – League of Veteran Racing Cyclists who provide racing for cyclists who 

are veterans, 40 years of age or more. 
37

 Linda Lusardi (born 18 September 1958 in Wood Green, London) is an English 

actress & television presenter. She began her modelling career in The Sun at the 

age of 18 and was voted the Best Page 3 Girl of All Time in 2005. Bob Hobbs also 

worked for The Sun. 
38

 B.U.s - Bread Units – In 1946 the bread units for each week are the same figures 

as the daily ration in ounces. Thus the ordinary adult can have nine ounces of bread 

a day and his bread units per week are also nine, which he spends by the use of 

coupons of varying values from the ordinary ration book. 
39

 For the benefit of the curious reader our contributor has explained his 

pseudonym (pronounced “case”). While on active service in Holland, many Dutch 

lasses succumbed to his fatal charm but to none of them would he reveal the 

significance of his second initial (Cornelius), so they christened him ‘Cees’. 
40 

‘Enos’ – ‘e knows 
41

 The Robin Hood, a pub at the junction of Epping New Road, Cross Roads and 

Earl’s Path. 
42

 A ‘48’ was 48 hours leave. Peter Wheeler was in the Army doing his National 

Service and stationed at Catterick.  
43

 ‘Biddy’ Memorial – A Memorial Garden at Girtford Bridge near Sandy in 

Bedfordshire to Frederick Thomas Bidlake - racing cyclist, cycling administrator 

and timekeeper. As a member of the North Road Cycling Club, he helped organise 

a rebel individual time trial, on 5 October 1895, at a time when the National 

Cyclists’ Union had banned racing on roads. 
44

 Brylcreem - A brand of hair styling products for men, a pomade of an emulsion 

of water and mineral oil stabilised with beeswax. 
45

 Lytaloys were Calliper brakes (circa 1947-50) 
46

 Lilliput was a small-format British monthly magazine of humour, short stories, 

photographs and the arts, 1937-1960. 
47

 H.H. England was then the editor of Cycling (now Cycling Weekly) 
48 

At this time motor vehicles were not allowed at Youth Hostels 
49

 Putnik - A travel and general information office for travellers found in most 

towns and very useful. It was established on October 16th, 1923 in Belgrade as the 

joint stock Company for transport of passengers and tourists in the Kingdom of 

Serbs, Croats and Slovenians (Since 1929 Yugoslavia and from 1992 Croatia, 

Slovenia, Bosnia & Herzegovenia, Serbia & Montenegro, Macedonia). 
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50
 Lady Harberton, a co-founder of The Rational Dress Society, founded in 1881 

and campaigned against tightly-fitted corsets, high-heeled or narrow-toed boots 

and shoes, and heavily weighted skirts which rendered healthy exercise almost 

impossible. 
51 

The Rational Dress Society promoted knickerbockers suits
 

52
 Teletext was a television information retrieval service used until the late 1990’s 

when the Internet became available to all 
53

 Mad Max is a 1979 Australian SiFi (dystopian) film starring Mel Gibson. 
54

 A Night on the Bare Mountain – An orchestral poem by Russian composer 

Modest Mussorgsky. 
55

 The Wilfred Lawson was a Temperance Hotel (one which professes to supply no 

alcoholic liquors) on the corner of Woodford Green High Road and Chingford 

Lane, then a popular cyclists’ meeting place. It was demolished in 1974 and 

replaced by flats 
56

 Gritstone is hard, coarse-grained, siliceous sandstone. This term is especially 

applied to such sandstones that are quarried for building material. British gritstone 

was used for millstones to mill flour, to grind wood into pulp for paper and for 

grindstones to sharpen blades. 
57

 Goyts Clough Packhorse Bridge originally provided a crossing point for the old 

road which crossed the River Goyt at the bottom of Long Hill. The bridge was 

dismantled when Errwood Reservoir was built and relocated in the mid 1960s 

when it was removed and re-erected a mile up the valley to carry an existing 

footpath over the River Goyt. 
58 

The Runcorn-Widnes Transporter Bridge crossed the river Mersey and 

Manchester Ship Canal linking the towns of Runcorn and Widnes. It was 

completed in 1905, it was Britain's first transporter bridge and the largest of its 

type ever built in the world and it continued in use until 1961 when it was replaced 

by a through arch bridge, which is now known as the Silver Jubilee Bridge. The 

transporter bridge was then demolished. The former approaches to the transporter 

bridge at the bottom of Waterloo Road, Runcorn and Mersey Road, Widnes can 

still be seen. On the Widnes side the power house remains and it has been 

designated by English Heritage as a Grade II listed building. Transporter Building, 

the former office building also remains nearby in Mersey Road.  
59

 Bartholomew’s (Barts) maps – An Edinburgh-based mapmaking firm from 1877 

to 1995. Colourful and easy to use, half-inch to the mile (1:126,720) maps were 

very popular with cyclists and tourists. 
60

 Horlicks was an instant malted drink which could be made with either milk or 

hot water. 

Emprote was the trade name for a dried milk and cereal preparation consumed as a 

beverage,  

containing 33% protein 
61

 Camelot [Beefeater] is now Miller & Carter and was originally The Beehive. 
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62
 Chasney’s was a restaurant in Chingford on the corner of Station Road and 

Connaught Avenue 

until 2000 – now the Station House. 
63

 Home Guard 
64

 The GN was a British cyclecar made in London, between 1910 and 1925. The 

name derived from its founders, H.R. Godfrey and Archibald Frazer-Nash. 

Production ceased in 1923 but the company kept trading until 1925. 
65 

G.P.O. – General Post Office
 

66
 On 21 October 1940 during World War II until 1973, Purchase Tax was 

introduced at a rate of 33⅓% as a tax on sales of ‘luxury’ goods in order to reduce 

the deemed wastage of raw materials. A complete bike was deemed ‘luxury’ 

whereas parts were not as they kept the old bikes going. 

On a complete new bike costing £30 the value of the bike £20 and tax would be 

£10! 
67 

B17 - Brooks leather saddle
 

Fourteen bob was 70 pence - 2016 price £54.99 to £110.96! Tuppence was two old 

pence or 1p. 
68

 Kew A - certified to marine chronometer standards by the Kew Observatory in 

Greenwich. A subsidiary of the Greenwich observatory, it was a government 

department responsible for certifying a watch fit for the Royal Navy. If a watch 

passed, the Navy would purchase it. 
69

 The King’s Head & The Coach and Horses - Both now a private house. 
70

 Virol was a concentrated food of high nutritional value consisting of malt 

extract, vitamins and minerals produced from 1899 to 1979 
71

 The Livermore Trophy – A perpetual trophy now awarded to the fastest rider in 

the Open 50 or equivalent. 
72

 War Baby – Born between 1939 and 1945 we never throw anything away. 

Always eat all the food put in front of us. When tired can sleep anywhere and 

nothing disturbs us especially loud noises. 
73

 A char-à-banc is a type of horse-drawn vehicle or early motor coach, usually 

open-topped, common in Britain during the early part of the 20th century. It was 

especially popular for sight-seeing or "works outings" to the country or the seaside, 

organised by businesses once a year. 
74 

si monumentum requiris, circumspice - If you seek his monument, look around 
75

 Nicholas Van Hoogstraten, a millionaire property tycoon, has a long-standing 

dislike of and dispute with The Ramblers, describing them as "scum of the earth". 

He was involved in a long-running feud with the them and a legal battle with the 

local authority over a right of way crossing the land around his mansion, Hamilton 

Palace, near Uckfield in East Sussex. In 1990 Mr Hoogstraten erected a large fence 

across a footpath on his country estate and the paths were blocked with razor wire 

and discarded refrigerators. Local Ramblers staged a protest outside the boundary 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Right_of_way
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against the erection of the fence. On 10 February 2003 and after a 13-year battle 

and numerous legal proceedings, the path was finally re-opened. 
76

 Girobio, also known as Baby Giro, is an Italian road bicycle racing amateur 

stage race created in 1970. Girobio is the most important race on Italy's amateur 

calendar and it is considered the amateur version of the Giro d'Italia. The list of 

winners includes renowned riders like Francesco Moser, Marco Pantani, Gilberto 

Simoni, Leonardo Piepoli and Danilo Di Luca. 
77

 Rás - An Post Rás or the Rás for short is an annual 8-day international cycling 

stage race, held in Ireland in May. 


