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EDITCEIAT n

I'd like to start by wishing you all a Happy Christmas and by
congratulating my mother on being made D.A. President, well deserved
after all she has done (and is doing) for the D,A. A word must not be
forgotten for Fred who did a very good job during his six years as
President - thank you Fred. J _

This issue we have guite a mixture for you from ordinary club rides
to & visit %o India. I'm sorry if there seem to be a lot of longer
articles but if shorter ones aren't forthcoming I have to use all the
long ones. And there are some really excellent ones this time.. ROY
James has even supplied illustrations for his, and if there are any
other artists out there your work will be welcomed. '

DEADLINE FOR NEXT ISSUE 7 MID JUNE, get writing. y
I ' R

It's your magazine - use it. Tours, gossip, even criticism is welcome,



d
i
o b
T
P

iy

M)
I:_llj
Lt

1t s

il T8,
11!

-.If'T'" I

i
I

]
L Theg T 1
i L N W
o ; ! N5 o7 i [
Al e
: ,-"'n.'.:-:" ¥ Tk
| 1 L
r
i '.I“

R
apingg: )

A iﬁ
S 1 ([ [
1R | & ] q




THE 600 MILLION MILLIMETRE EVENT or Eﬂﬁ JOY5 OF RANDOWNEE RIDING
a report on the Windsor-Chester-Wwindsor
: by David Elernan

The talk is loud, the same old jokes bring nervous or resigned
laughter, last minute fiddling with eguipment, food re-pocketed, clothes
adjusted. WMAT! where is ay Brevet card, final look at the route
instructions, then the map, two or three minutes to go, more people
arriving pushing through the throng of cyeclists, bikes lent against any-
thing upright as riders check in at the atart control. Q{yocling jerseys
from all over the South Fast, West and North East suddenly move at last
purposefully as bikes are gathered up, wheeled out onto the road, toe
time has come, it's the stert of the 'BIG ONE' - the Windsor-Chester-
windsor. 600km lay before us, rumours of headwinds are pushed to the
back of our minds as David Rix ard T push off with the main body of
eyecliata. "CHRIST! are we going at thias speed all the way? I'll never
make it"3 but as always happens the super-fast men and thal Bwallow
tandem with the Chinese writing pull the bunch apart, and soon we found
a wheel to lateh onto, fast but not too fast. A2 we settle down the
field spreads out, it will asctually spread out over miles end hours as
time progresses, uppermost in my mind and David's and the rest of our
group was to get some time 'in the Bank', get the time but not kill our-
selves off in the first stagea doing 1it. -

Eight cyclists riding together, Jjoined only by a compatability of
pace, cross RBuckinghamshire at a steady speed. With a word to David we
take the lead us a pair, giving those who have made the pace a wall~-
earned breask; not & lot of comment during this manceuvre except thanks
from the leaders as we are riding with experienced cyclists and the

trunsfer goes like clockwork. "This wind is so hard to push against
" I'll never keep this up", a glance at David, who has settled nicely,

mskes me thirk I'm the only one defeatist thoughts like this and I make
some feeble Joke to put a brave face on it, but I push cn., The country-
side is being covered guickly and there is now no sight of any further
groups, but no, there EE a cyclist far ahead, a ﬂtrafgiar from a faster
group, well we will see, we really are moving, the ride seems much
easier now as I settle down to the journey. ©Soon two more riders take
the lead fiom us and we can relax. The straggler is caught and joins
our group and the first control is reached. Brevet cards are stamped,
the urgency to get more miles in pervades everything and everyome, but
1 think "I must eat". Unfortunately the restaurant {The Little Chef at
Bicester. Ed.) although open does not have enough staff to serve any-
thing but drinks, typical isn't it! . ,

. Everyone drinks and the group pushea off. Thes group is running well
end fest and suddenly we are into the Cotswolds and everyone attacka
the hills; I knew I should have eaten; to save strength and to avoid the
'BONK' I drop off the back and reduce my cycling rate and force myselfl
to eycle up the hills within my strength not at its limiv, surprisingly
the group does not quite get out of sight. Forecing back thougnts of
pursuit of the group I maintain a comfortable speed and soon I am at The
top of the high escarpment overlooking the Vale of Evesham and enjoy a

- fast winding descent into Broadway, the next contrel. In the middle of

the village I meet the rest of the group and David. again; the local shop
is open and they stamp cur cards and we all buy food. Full of calories
I am ready to face the next stage. Mile after mile, hour after hour we
move through changing scenery, lush growing country, steep sided gorges,
busy bustling towns, small villages, each being a mental landmark to-
wards the next control. The group is thinning, the straggler has
straggled off our group, no matter, he will be happier at his own speed.
one of the original group has got the bonk end stopped but it looks like
the rest of us will be together for some .time.

Helle! whose this? A large group of cyclista uumins.tnﬂardl us,
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ribald remarks exchanged as they flash past, this was the Kidderminster
starters hoading south, Kidderminster being where our next control is
situated. . _

Kidderminster control, ¢ards stamped, down the rcad to the cafe for
a good nosh, everyone is revived and we push on northward, and 'bang’
straight into the wind. "O0H NO!", I think, "not 100 amiles of thie."
Open country, wide, empty roads and the steady headwind - murderous.
The lead pair is now continually changing but we appear to be getting
npwhere in this terrain; but we are, slowly the miles going, my legs
ache, hands numb, and I have peins in places I didn't know I had places.
Then we stop at a wayside garage to.rest, drink, and buy and eat book
rations. Another group arrives, they have taken the wrong route and
have had to cycle some miles further than they need, ao we all join up
and cycle off as one blg group in shared misery. We all sturt together
but scon the group fragments, the last 30 miles have really taken their
" toll of me mentally and physically. Two others are in the same boat,
BO wﬁ 3nit up and ride a sedate three up until the next control is
reached.

This control is a true oasis, a large roadhouse serving hot meals of
all descriptions, a place to eat, wash and sleep if you wish. There
were lots of uyciiatu there, some had stayed scome time and slept and we
had -caught them, but they had all fought their way northward and were
now only 35 miles from the turn. PFed, washed,and ready the final north- .
vard stage io tackled and I was happy to be part of a large group.
Darkness was falling and it was a relief not to have to worry about nav-
lgating as 1t was obvious that others knew where they were going.
Tiredneas was going to be a problem, "please God don't let me puncture,
I couldn't stand messing around in the dark with a breakdown"., Thank-
fully everything is 0.,K., however my wonderfully expensive dynamo
refuses to light my lights, so 1 am Torced to use a tuppenny ha'penny
_Wonderlight, which works perfectly, as the rear light and I tuck myself

into the middle of the bunch. Everything seems different up here, inky
blackness punctuated by blazing lights on the skyline of some glgantic
industrial complex making who knows what, crossing large main roads at
totally deserted junctions guarded by ever changing and purposeless
traffic lights as there are no care or lorries or anything else but us®
riders to be seen.

Yes, it's true,we are near the control, the turn, meal, sleep.
Bleep, Yes sleep, we all have a good "time bank" despite everything and
we do need to sleep. Within two miles of the control we are lost, the
route instructions are very awkward and we make a wrong turn; we 4o
even complete strangers as well as myself always think that David Rix
knows where he is going? After climbing a huge hill and cycling in a
complete circle we find out how to get to the balf way control. At last
we've arrived, cards stamped, lights, warmth, food, friendly faces and
nla;ﬂ. I drift off to sleep with the thought that the wind will push
us home.

It seems ] have not been asleep but a second when I an awake and
waking up David Rix, who I do believe was asleep before he was laying .
down and who roundly curses me. Then the rest of the group are waking
and we are all ready to move and we are out in the night again away
from the haven of the control. "Gosh it's cold, blimey I'm stiff, my
legas are like jelly®, but I tell myself I am going home and the wind
will be behind me. All of us leave the sleepy village of Moore and to
me the going is easier. I feel more alert and try to meke out my
surroundings in the night instead of Jjust bashing through. We all ride
easily, a smaller group but mostly the original people from the start,
we cross miles of countryside with ease; it's marvellous what a decent
rest and properly digested food will do, and then the moon comes up
showing gently undulating country. I feel good and confident - there
are only 170 miles to go, The first control of the return leg isa
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reached, wo eat again pnd then have a further 45 minutes rest. I feel
aven battﬁr for the extra sleap. GCouthward we move, the wind turning
the wide flat roads into a pleasure rather than purgatory. Before. long
I am clinbling the hille above Kidderminsgter and enjoying the thrill of

a fast swooping descent into the town for more food, yes another meal -
by this time in an event all my energy comes from the food I take on
board at feood stopn, that's why food is so impurtant that 1 must cat at
least every 50 miles or more often if possible. t mugt be the oame
furtthi others as they all tuck in to the food being sold at the
control.

Little did David end I know that we would scomn be parting company
from our companions and would not be seeing then again until the end of
the event. &Speedinzs away from Kidderminster on wide nearly traffic
free roadsour cycling companions went ahead some 200 - 300 yards aand on
reaching & large roundabout cutside Droitwich went the wrong way,
ocycling in the opposite direction round the bypass. They had mis-read
their maps ond deviated towards Bromggrove, I understand the convers-
ation was lively and the language interesting when they discovered
thelr mistake, but these thinge are character building I'm told. Now
down to just David and I we tackled the Cotswolds, and just bDefore
Broadway we came across a men on a trike nﬁpurantly fitfully dozing yet
%11l moving slowly along - a trike is to be recommended i1f you went to
sleep on the move. We gave a discreet cough and he awoke to thank us
and ask if he could follow, which he did. This chap, an Ancien de Paris-
Brest-Paris, although initially tired stayed with us until after a
sedate tea stop and the control im EBroadway, a rather twee little rest-
aurant, then shot off on his own and roared up Pish Hill whilst David
and I walked up and rested our cycling musecles.

The Cotswolds were crossed and we howled along to Bicester, the last
but one contrcl, im fine style bouyed up by knowing that we were within
striking distance of the finish. Bicester coatrol, the ralf same rest-
‘gurant that was open the previous day but could not serve food, now
gerved delicious pancakes and ice cream. Cards stamped and then off
and awey on the last svage, the worst and. the busiest. One great main
road, Bicester - Aylesbury - Amersham, speedlng cars, exhaust, noise
and once agein for me the onset of tiredness; however ] wasn't going to
cycle within my strength now, for I knew I bed only to reach the last -
control, however I had to force myself to concentrate on my riding.
Into Amersham, right at the roundabout snd there was the last hlll, &
monstrous eliff of a hill, which appeared to ?n straight up. I groaned
inwardly and just could not get myself to cycle up it, with one glange
at each other David and I dismounted and walked it - at the top 1t was
juat 4} wiles to the finish. wWhat a relief to arrive well within time
and the feeling of satisfaction at having covered 383 miles makes all
the effort worthwhile. I'm riding it again next year. (Same here. Ed.)

= b F b ok o b ok F o A

w

MOTORING NEWS

The driver reversed intc ancther car and then, putting her car ianto
forward gear, drove into the wall at the front of the stors, She then
reversed again, hitting the other customer's car ggain. This time, on
driving forward she went straight through the low wall end 12-foot-
square plate-glass window into the store. Her car pushed the big veg-
etable stands into the next alsle, and without psusing for breath she
started to reverse cut again. The car went back through the glass
windew {or, more accurately, where the window had been), shot across
the car park and hit the parked car of the Co-op manager. The car then
hit the wire perimeter fence and a tree before coming to rest in the
-car park. {From the "Haslemere Herald™)
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LETTER O THE EDITOR -

Dear Mr. Editor, . _
Followling this craze of announcing Low they 'do it',
I set sabout making a study of these literary gems.

Sterting with that ralher pathetle effort of the CTC - "Cyclists
do it silently', do what? I've slways found them a far from silent lot,
especlally when gatherod togcther.

However here a few gomo I have noticed when not overcome by
exhaust fumes. There is the now familiar *Young Farmers do it in
vellies', green onea I presaume (when seen in the back of a Hange Rover.
While 'Ex Young Farmers do it in comfort',

Or how about 'Rugby players deo it with odd shaped balls' and
'Archers do 1t with a quiver'. .

{ now I am all of a shake and I find 'Llectrician's do it
' shockingly', while on the briny 'Windsurfor's do it standing up', when

not in the Hater that 1s, and what about 'Windscreen repeirmen do it by
the roadside’,

There musat be dozZens more and my curiosity is running away with
itself. WHAT IS IT? Perhaps one of your kind gentleman cyclists could
explain '"it' to me.

. Yours fraternally,
' - Ena Sent (Miss)

P.5. Perhaps your well read readers could look out for octhers. My
glasses are getting a bit steamed up.

IR IR I O R

r . "
DOWNHILL ALL THE.WAY AFTER THROWING 4 WOBBLY s S

{(This short article by Janine King appeared in the 'Guardisn' newspaper
recently and we thought it might be of interest to our members.)

. Will somebody please tell me what is so bloody about a cyclist? ‘hi
it is I cause the average motorist such concern that he feele compell
to mouth abuse every time he passes? .

We are not all children, with stabilisers, rolling out unexpectedly
from a driveway. We are not one step up from pedestrisns. WwWe are
nenbers of the rosd. There are even signs for us in the Highyay Code.
Not just 'No Cyclinmg' either.

Yet to you Kings of the Road we are intruders. We are not supposed
tc be in the path of any boy racer. We should stick to our cycle lanes. -

On average we take up no mere than two feet, travelling almoat
exclusively on the yellow lines. We do everything we can to galn your
attention, to be noticed. Lights, strips of yellow, ten thousand tiny
prismes per squere inch, glowing in the dark on our backs and bobbing up
and down on our ankles. OQur hand signals are highly developed. The
least you could do is indicate when you intend to turn left, especially
if I happen to be on your inside.

And there are not that many of us really, compared with you lot.
Very occasionally there are more of us, out for the day, enjoying our-
selves 1n the company of a few thousand other cycliats. Twice a Year
to be precise. London to Brighton. London %o Cambridge. Sponsored
events. We start at 8.30am omn a Sunday te avoid you, to cause as little
bother as possible. Some people ride two abreast in the countryside.

A few roads are closed, 8till you complain, Excuse us, we wera only
raising money for charity. But of course, the roads were not built for
us eyclists. But for motorists. Bloody motorists.

We may ceuse accidents, but it is virtually impoesible for us to
kill anyone- by hitting them. The humble hedgehog can glve us a puncuure
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and still get across the road safely. Yot we can lose our lives by
voing knocked off our bikes.

Cyclists are generally paylng attontion. It is difficult to be in a
world of your own when you are outside in tho elements. The Motorist,
encased in tin, seems to believe that no one can see him when he picks
his nose, or that it 1s not truly his environment he is chucking his
E;E end into, espocially if he is on the phone to the Real World at the

8, :

But what really gete up their nose ls speed. We just can't speed;

O to 60 in about ten minutes is our likely acceleration. It makes it
very hard for us to jump the lighta. It means we need more time to
¢ross the lanes of traffic. It means drivers have to slow down, even
down to witbin the speed limit (which we find extremely difficult to
exceed, oxcept very exceptionally, downhill, with the wind behind us).

Motorists don't like slowing down. And they hate stopping.
Especlally stopplng that involves locking out of the windacreen before
they stick their noses out over the Give Way lines at a junction, so
that approaching cyclists have to veer out into the oncoming flow to
avoid riding over the bonnet. : ‘

We do wobble. We feel the weather more. JIt'sc windy out here in the
slip stream of am articulated lorry. It is also difficult, always being
forced to ride over drein covers. And with somebody's door handles
virtually touching your handlebars, you'd swerve a bit. And we do some-
times lose our feooting on the pedals. Don't you?

A bed gear change, 2 bit of hesitatlon and crunching? It takes us
no longer to get back into an even cadence than it does for you to ram
her back into second. -

80 glve us a chance, and cut out the four letter words. The only
one I know 18 Cars. :

+ 4+ 4+ %+ 4+ + + + + + + + o

THE LONG ARM OF THE PRESS CUTTING
(from variocs papers)

'"The body of a man, 67, was found with pot plants tied arocund the ankles

at the bottom of a pool near Ipswich yesterday. Police said.there were
no suspileious eircumstances.’ :

*Alice Springs - 4 man has appeared in the Alice Springs Magistrates'
Court after driving under the ififluence of gravy.'

'‘Sydoney - Sclentific police were today exsmining a headless and arnless
body found by a jogmer yesterday to see if there were any suspicious
circumstances.,’ -

'Keith Alan MeIntosh wes found with his wrists cut, electric wiring
wrapped round his fingers and plugged into a power point, and with 50

empty tablet containers beside him. Police said they did not kmow what
had killed him.® :

'A prosperous Irish Iarmér exposed himself to passing women from a2
telephone kiosk in Brampton, Residents were praised by Mr Sam Wilson,

prosecuting, for the way in which they kept David pAbrsham under
observation until police arrived.!

'"The Latrcbe vaIIEﬁ Express reports this week tbat a persistent flasher
has been exposing himself to teenage girls in the Traralgon ares,
Hegring a sugar bag over his head and nothing else. The police are
said to be preparing an identikit picture.'

Ll
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_better carry on with his "work".

PERHURST - and other thoughte
by George B. Ballard

Soon after I gettled in Westhsm, nsarly threa years ago, I purchased
the DRC Radio Sussex "Gulide to Hldden Susssx" in which I read -

"Ponhurst

Yo come across Penhurst without warning is an unforgettable

expuarience. JIn a thinly populated part of East Sussex, at a place where
two very minor roads meet, is what has been described nos "a rare and
exquisit manorial group® = a 16th century manor house on the site of &
much colder one, a 14th century church, and a few farm bulldings. This
is all, and the sight is dramatic in its simplicity. ILet's quote agzain,
from Barbara Willard: "Thls is the intensest couniryside for miles =

turned in upon itself, seperate, pinned to the past, silent, undisturbed;

as country should be". This was wlso iron ipdustry country, and the road
running down to the old forge was built by Lord Ashburpham for the use
of his tenants."

That se% me itching to got there, s0 one day I made a start, albeit
rather late in the day, and as it turned out abortive. However J will
continue now I've mada a starl, as from the eyes of a "furriner".

My route started up Mill Hill through Hunkham %o Rickney, then across

'the Pevensey Levels. Soon after turning off at Rickney Faim by a bend

in the road, at the foot of Horseye Farm, on its "eye" or island, I

. stopped merely to "stand and stare", not for the firet time at that aspot
-+ =1 find there the mlightly varied scenery, plus the silence broken only

by warblers' song is rather nice.
At that spot 1s an old drove road, which is s nice bit of rough-stuff
leading to Hailsham, another area where one.can "get away from it all™.
Whilst I was there an elderly chap came along with whom I passed the

time of day. He turned out to be a surveycr from the Hallsaam office of .
the Wealdea D.C, on @ aurvey of the countryside around pere - lucky chap?

We nattered awhile about the country in general until he decided he had

A8 I had an objeet in view, I rather reluctantly "pressed on" along
the winding rcad of the Levels and then steadily upwards by Cricketing
Lane, through Covoper's Croft, Ginger's (reen, Stunts Green to Cowbeech
Hill and Cowbeech where I called in at the Tost Office -cum=village
stores, for some Mars bars, partly for my lunch and partly in case of
hunger knock - I guessed there would be no cafes or tea shops en route.

By then it was lunch time(!) one o'clock, so I sat on the seat
opposite the pub and had my picnic meel. After that break I contioued
north, through nowhere in particular, passing only farms and country
houses, stopping at Tilement ¥arm to purchase plums, eventually arriving
at that lovely little village of Warbleton. Yes, I know I mentioned
Penhurst at the beginning, but I seldom go in a straight line to any
particular placeé. Climbing up the steps to the church I was confronted
with a glorious uninterrupted view as far as the South Downs. On the
south wall is a seat on which, on a sunny day, one could spend a while
basking in the sunshine enjoying the view - and perhaps a snack?

Ingide the church is a squire's pew, up twelve steps, well above the
congregation and in it is an o0ld desk and a compartment for servants.
It is still used. In the churchyard is, you would never guess - &
toilet. I have never before seen a 'loo' in heoly premises. It is but a
bfiiﬁnshE1tEr in which has been placed a bucket. I decided to make use
n K

The village, what there is of it, has & few lovely coltages and a
rather nice looking old pub, which offers meals. From the church ]I went
back downhill and round to Kingsley Hill, and on to Rushlake Green,
which I found to be a very pretty village with its lovely green and old
ion, the "Horse & Groom™. The green ig now owned by the Parish-Council
which purchased it from Henry Smith's Charity for £1%! HNear the green is
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Stone House, a beautiful largely Jacobean building, but not much of it
i2 wvisible from the road. :

My next place of call wgs to the remains of lloly Trinity Pricry,
1:Eust1nian, founded 1413 (quote from the 2}" 05 map), down a bridleway,
which turned out to be tarred, because it led to the Priory Hotel, con-
verted from the old Priory. yithout the notice at the beginning of the
lane ooe would never think the lovely old building was now a hotel - it
bas not been spoiled, there being a complete absence of notices and
gigns. From there I naively thought I would follow another bridleway
to Churches Green, through tho lenes, then more bridleways to Penhurst.
Upon asking @ groundsman the whereabouts of the path, he ssid I would
net get through, but I persisted in being shown. He took me to a gate
and showed me the "way" ncross a field. No sign of a path, although he
sald pecople walked that wuy, B0 rather than follow my noge and map, I
. reluctantly returned back up the lane, all uphill, to the Cro8sways,

where I turned rignt to Churches Green. '

By then it was too late to thiank of getting to Penhurst, so I gave
up and came back through the narrow, hilly, unsignposted lanes (as if T
hadn't found enough hillal) to the Sundhills Farms, Hodle Street Green
and Windmill Hill of which I didn't think wmuch, especially the dreadful
0ld rusty iron windmill. I did bowever have another try at a bridleway, .
or lane, Compburst Lane, leading to Herstmonceux Church, but was told .
the varmac ended after a while and there were stiles to negotiate, so
that idea was qQuashed. I then rode as far as Lime (ross where, sesing -
a seat, I sat ond finighed my rations before eomtinuing through Chapel
Row, moting the little pub, which must have bheen used first as a
cottegze - it is exactly like the one next door, on to Flowers Creen, a X
nice little village. ©From there I took a back lane, Butler's Lane,
narrow and winding, down to Golden Cross where a right turn to just
past Chantler's Farm then left, back across Pevensey lLevels via Rickney
and Hankham, slightly disappolnted, but mevertheless having seen a few
-lovely villages and some nice, if hilly, countryside.

1 covered about 51 miles in about 8 hours, including all stops!
Having Penhurat still in mind, later in the year I made a further
onslaught, but this tlme from the east - I never go in a straight line.
At Pevensey.I turned right, off the A27, to teke the vwld road, through
Middle Bridge after which, crossing and re-crossing the main.road, I -
¢ame to the Lamb Jon (far better than the deadly stretch of main roasd).

From the old inn the lane steadily rises and abowe Hew Barn Farm, one has
an extensive view across Wallers Haven and Pevensey Levels t0 the Bouth
Downs. .

Passing through Hooe, (it has some lovley old cobttuges and Court
Lodge (17th century) with gabled dormers, Elizabethan chimneys, and a
plorious garden. The church at the end of a long narrow lane is worth
8 vigit), I cane to Hooe Common, noticing en route a road gign stating
"Hooe" which was over a mile behind me! On through Russell's Green, 1
came to Ninfield,with its ancient Sussex iron stocks and whipping post,
and then down a lame to the chureh, which I rode past at first because
it is completely screened by yew trees and hedges. It has a sundial
over the poreh (a Mass dial, intended to let the worshippers in days
gone by know when it was time for Mass. Ed.) and inside ‘a minstrels'
gallery. The arcaded stalls have a number of well carved poppy heads
worked over 300 years ago. A lovely little church with many items of
interest lnside and out.

Drifting along Through the village I noticed outside a bungalow
which obviously provided B.and B. an unusual (for Fngland) sign in
German, "Zimmer frei®. . :

Turning right at the end I followed the lmne through Marlpits, pass-
ing an inviting-looking rideable farm track on the left, Burntbarns
Lane, which passes through the farms of Burnt Barns and Angmerhurst,
eventually to ascend the long straight rise up Preckley Hollow, a rather
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spectacular sunken lane cut deeply into Sandstone with a cancpy of P

trees forpming a turnel. At the end was Steven's Crouch, a aice :

scattering of cottages, where I overshot the unsigaposted cross-roads :

because, having glimpsed a sign, at first thought it indicated a no

entry into Asoturpham Park, but found it was in fact a restricted width

road sign at tho end of Penharst Lane. 1 went over to lock at the

great iromn gates the pillars of whiech are surmounted with stags, and at

what was once a drive down to Ashburnhasm House, but now, sadly, grass

grown. (During another ride, to its church, I saw more signs of neclect

in the park -~ a drive 'repaired' with broken bricks and a lovely sunken

stone bridge 'repaired' with railway sleepers, the botched 'work' of

the present inhubitants, a religious society., Incidentally that ride

provided me with a little bit of roughstuff, not only along the broken

brick strewn "drive", but also on a farm track for about a mile to the

lodge at the Ashburnham Jorge end of the Park).

: I had o littie chat with the "gate-keeper" who lives in the fort-like
tower by the gates, who coafirmed thet the lane lead tp Penhurst and

warned me of the 'S’ bend at the bottom. I went down the lene and down

is the operative word, alweys down, or, to add a little more German,

"immer Borgab", rather like beoing on a mountainside, lookihg across %o

anovther, covered with a vast area of woodland, which is in fact made up
of seven named woods.

Safely negotlaling the bond at the bottom, it wasn't long before I
found myself toiling up the hill opposite, down which was slowly coming
2 car, the lady driveT of which loocked a bit strained, negotiating the
narrow broken-edged winding lane.

Finally there it was, I had arrived, here was Penburst, living up to
its description in "Hidden Sussex", the only obtrusive object being the
MOT road slgn indicating =z narrow road, but there was a "village® sipgn!

After a stroll round the tiny plece, admiring tGE lLovely setting of
. The church and manor house,.I weaxi intoc the church where I was surprised

at its well-kept condition, no different from & normal willage church,
but from where came the congregation and of what size, the area being
80 Bpﬂrﬂﬂli populated? Whilsi there, two ladies arrived by car who
said they lived not far away, but often came there, it was so nice.

Cutside the church,]l sat in the unused porch looking across to the
ancient manor house, whilst having a snack, and "listening” to the .
gilence. Lovely. :

Eventually, reluctantly, I left Penburst, and made my way back wvia
Ashburnham Forge, Ponte Green, Brownbread Street, in which I was
surprised to see,in such & small hamlet, & pub, Brays Eill, down to
Henley'a Bridge up to Welsen Cross down to Tiliux Bridge up Tilley Lane
passing Spinney Farm, the home of the Sussex Farm Herltage Centre,
which houses a collection of rare agricultural machinery, as well as
working shire horses, left to Borehsm Street, right to Wertling via
Boreham Lane, another hill{ stretch, along the rather dull road to
Pevensey and home, s Dit tired, but well pleased with what I had seen
on my Jjourney, hilly though it had been.

P‘IE'

The forge, mentioned in "Hidden Sussex", at Ashburnhsm Forge (shown
on the 11" 0S map but not, strangely onocugh, on the 21") is probably at
the place where two cottages stand below the level of the lane (yes it
is, Ed.). I called in there on another ride to ask someone what were
"Pond bays" shown on the 23" maps. An elderly chap I saw, whose cottage
he had re-named "Ammerwood" in place of its previous name, something
like "Rats Hole", did not know the answer, although cne is marked on
the map at about his back garden, and he had been there for many years.
He did however show me the iron-stained stream running there, where
used to be p water-wheel (I learned later, such a "bay" was a dammed
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part of a stream in order to create & waterfall to drive a water wheel).

He aloo sald a Lelevision crew had been there to fllm the area,
ipecluding the stream, and the programme was to be shown ia November
(1985)., He was of course in the prograume. Not having a television
set, I did not sec it. _

On the 23" OS5 map TQ 61/71, is shown a.R.U.P.P. leading north from
there to FPurnace- Jottage, north of which is marked the site of iron-
worke. TFrom there & track branchos left to Joln the end of Lakehurst
Lane, a surfaced road, the other end of which joins the Woods Corner =
Ponts Green lane.

Along Lakehurst Lane are marvked two houses - "Lakehurat" and "Plessure
House"(7). ¥From Furnace Cottage nnother track bears right to Rocks
Farm, agaln sanother ironworks site just north, nnd then on to thu
Darwell Hole - Penhurst lane.

The area,on the map, looke intaruitina anyone explored thone

tracka? Presumably they are nﬂgntiabla otherwise the cottage

and farms would not be there.

4+ 4+ + 4+ + + + 4+ FFF A A F

DID YOU KNOW?- OLD COUNTHY CURES.

Against the ague - Joprison a live spider in a walout shell,
apd wear it round your kneck.

For a headache - Moss that has grown oo a4 human skull,
powdered, and taken as snuff.

Te cure boils - Walk six times around, and crawl three times

g across, the grave of one of the opposite sex
oen the night following the interment.

Quinsey & sore throat - A dirty sock or woollen stocking, worn
at- least for a fortalght, wrapped around the
throat.

or = Take & euwpat still warm from the cow, and
fold it in linen to make & pnult:lc-ﬂ round the
throat.

Warts (large chﬂicﬂ} - Rub with - eel's blood; -

or - a knob of lard, which must then be
allowed to nalt in the sun;
. or - & piece of stolen meat, which must
then be buried; ¥
or - with the forefinger, while & funeral.
is passing;
or - with a cinder, afterwards wrapped in
paper and buried at a cross-roads;
or - with two halves of an apple, which
afterwards must be tied together
again and buried;
or -~ a large black snail, which must then
be impaled on a thorn;
or - with a snail, while looking at the
full moon over the left shoulder.
5{ Prick them with pins (one for each wart),
then stick the pins into an ash tree or place
them in & bottle in & newly-made grave.

To cure wind - Bwallow nine lead shot, to 'prevent the

lights from rising'.,

(I think I'11 stick to the Doctor, thanks! Ed.)
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Ii LETTER TROM INDIA

D.A. member Judith Tucker is currently spending a year in India, though
without her bike, and we thought readers might be interested in reading
her lettere which she wanted circulated - so here is the first. Ed.

-28/8/86 Dip-Tee-Chok=Ling Monastery,
Camel Track Hoad,
McLeod Gary, Dharmsala,
Himachal Pradesh,
India
Dear All,
I had a very straight forward Journey to Delhi. Thé 8 Lour
wait at Warsaw pussed quite guickly with everyone 'in transit' getting
to know everyonc eise. After all we'd bought the cheapest ticket! We

- were not allowed ocutside to get some fresh air!

Wo arrived in Delhi at %.20am. locel time to a temp. of 29 c.

(this rose to 35 by mid-day). We were lucky as it had been over 40 the
waek before! I & a young couple from Hull took a bus, then a "taxi® (2
horse power) to a hotel recommended in the indispensable book "India= A
Survival Kit". Then while they rested, having left my knapsasck, I
wandered off to sightsee and attempt to buy a bus ticket to Dharmsala.
I walked quite a bit of the way, then went by taxi (it was & miles and
very hot!) and bought my ticket - 65 R. = about .£3.50 for a 14 hour
Journey of 527 km. - for the next morning. I had planned on travelling
by night but the hotel proprietor sald despite the armed guard the aroy
rovided it was better not to enter the Punjab at nignt, a0 I booked

or the next morning. I had a 'dormitory bed' that night (6 in a room

. for 16 R'8., ~ less than £1) and the next morning at 5 am. I was up.

The taxi (& proper taxi) cost 40 R's. (over £2), I knew I was veing over- |

~charged but there weren't many taxis around sco 'supply & demand' won!

My knapsazeck was put on the bus roofrack and as I hesrd everyone swarn
over the roof then and at every stop I wondered whether it would still
be there! But it was. s

; 'I had ticket Fo. 9 - a window seat, but unfortunately near. the
front. I had read about Indiesr drlving and roads but had no idea that
it would be such a nightmare! Although the bus was basic it wasn't
uncomfortable and the air as we moved kept the temperature down a blt.
It was the driving. Everyone unses the horn .all the time and musi over-

~take according to rank of wvehlele. For the first 8 hours we travelled

along a nearly straight road across the plain covering most of the
kilometers with one lane of traffic in each direction. We halted at
the debris of each accident. 1 asked after the people each timée - they
shrugged and admitted they were probably dead. It was the overloaded
trucks I was told. (No MOT and they look as if they are tied together
with string - the wheels and axle seem Lo part company from the truck
very easily). The overloading did seem a plausible explanation, so
reassured we travelled on until we came upon a tangle of bus a
tractor. Everyone did look concerned and tut-tut! .
With one 4 hour aod two ] hour stops we arrived at the mountains.
We had a change of driver {(pity; by then I had some faith in ours
desplte his overuse of the horn!) and the new driver swung the wheel
arcund as we rounded the bends with a casualpess I found disconcerting.
In several places there was hardly any road - 1%t had fallen into the
ravine. "Don't worry it didn't happen today", said my neighbour. The
pecple? I asked. "There were scme casualties™, he 2aid. I gazed down
into the ravine and knew no one could have lived. By then he and I had
covered the Punjab polities (it is only a few terrcrists who come over
the border into India. It isn't the Indign people he told me. Where
have I heard that before? N. Ireland? El Salvador? Afghanistan?) & the
vehicles rosdworthiness, hospitals, doctors or lack of, e€tc., etec.
Bo I offered him a mint. An hour or so0 later I offered him another.
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His zneighbour saw (there were three to a seat) so I offered him cne too,
He hesitated and my neighbour launched intov a Hicdi explanation which
must nave been complimentary as the overcrowded bus passengers craned
to esea., It was the end of the packet so, embarrassed, 1 looked.out of
the window again! .

It was after 9.%0 pm. bty the time we arrived at Dharmsala. The
last 50 or so kms. we stopped every few yards to pick up and drop people.
Obviously the bus had become a local bus! 1 decided it was too late to
atart walking and looking for a monastery so I booked into a hotel for
the night. The next moroing I wandored up to find & bus to McLeod Gary
and met an American woman who wanted someone to share o taxi with. 8She
collected lote of plates of glase for another new monastery building
(she'e married to a Tibetan monk; nhe has a residents permit, she doesn't
go she's here & months of the year) and we travelled lLogether. McLeod
. Gury i® omly 4 an hours steep waulk - a good 2 degrees temperature diff-
erence a5 it's much bhigher up the mountain - but it's 10 km. by motor
road. The taxi was worth it as I was losded and hedn't dared to cat
any of the food offersd at the bus stops the day before. I climbed
down the 281 steps to the monastery and had arrived at this wonderful
Bpot.

Tse Chok Ling is & small monastery of 37 monks. Each boy is
sponscred by comecne "in the West" at 20 US dollars a month - mainiy
awiss sponsors. They (the boys) come from very poor illiterate fakilies.
Fost Tibetans have had no schooling at all in Tibet and this has made
them obsessed with the need for a good oducation for their children now
they have discovered the cutside world. They still hope to regain
Tibet, but the more reallstlc ones realise Tibet will never be us it
was before the chinese takeover in 1959. The clder boys -arrive here
with no schooling, the younger ones have had some very geod intensive
education mt hindergarten cr infant 'school level. Here they spend
pearly all their studies on Buddhist texts, meditation and chaating.
‘Tut in the afterncon for 414 hours I talk KEnglish with-them. This is
their only ordinary lesscn time. They come here at 10 years old
officially (there is one 9 year old). Also there is an 8 year old
steying here, attending local in the morniag and ‘'ay’ class in the
afternoon while his parents buy woollens in Kashmir to sell here in the
winter. . ;
; S0 I have this c¢luss of sbout 14 boys, 8 - 17 years old, the
younger ones who can read some English, the older ones who have had no
education of any sort. The ides is thab they should understand basic™
English and make themselves understood. I have bought a simple book.
for teaching English from but I only read it beforehand. 1t's so
inappropriate to their way of life. It is about Indisns, but 1t gives
examples of coubing hair (these boys have none!), sitting on chairs
(they sit on the floor to eat, for lessons, etc.i, eating with spoons,
ete. (they eat with their fingers though they bring me a spoon). They
are 80 keen to learn and are o affectionate. Lama Tashi is the
director - & loved revered old man who speaks no English., Thupter is
the asslstant director who can turn his hand to most tHings and does
speak English - and does all the office work. Ille's aware bis English
is not always correct so periodically I turn inte secretary: He dictates
and 1 am expected to turn it into presentable English; mainly to the
Swiss sponsors, fricnds and benefactors.

Each morning I go off after breskfast to read.in the Tibetan
library or visit some Pibetan establishment. ZEveryone 15 so welccming
end stop what they are doing to take me around and answer questions.
I've visited the Tibetan Children's Village (known as TCV) where 1, 585
children, orphaned or destitute, are locked after. Actually it worries
me that this obsession with education is making so meny mothers bring
their children here and leave them - as it worried Dervla Murphy.
Anyone who hasn't do read her book "Tibetan Foothold®, Pubd. by Murray,
It describes these pecople and this lovely spot so much better than I
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can., I've also visited the local day kindergarten aahaut twenty 3 -431
Year olds) where they learn the Engllish alphabet and all our nuraery '
songs in English plus their Buddhist prayers by heart. I also visited
the day school which has 4 pre-school clasges and 2 of cach class 1 and 1
clags 2. jAfter this age (about 8) they go to the TCV to join their |
clagses. They bave a very high stendard of education now. They can go !
to one of two huge bo ng schools. The classes are very disciplined j
but happy. The parents pay ebout 30 Bs. per month if they can. This
means that the parents appreclate thelr education (30 Rs. is less than
£2) but it's waived in most cases.

The Tibetan library costs 5 Rs.. (approx. 6p) to join for a month.
We cannot remove/borrow books but cun read there all day. It's the
most beautiful walk down there. These very steep alopes are less
forested than they used to be. The Indian govt. are concerned at the

‘change in weather patterns and are trying to encourage people not to

cut down trees. So now it is illegal without permission. Many still
get cut down, others are atripped of their branches! They loock like
treas do once Lewes District Council have been at them in Ssaford!

Very poor people who need fuel will cut woed., It's obvicus, Indian
women and children are out with their cow, sheep or goats. AL least
one menber of the family 1s with the asnimals all day. There are groups
of Indian rosdmenders who do quite good engineering jobs but I wouldn't
want to drive over the end result. There are two major falls of road

" 4nto ravine and I am wateching the repair with interest. It's all done

by bhand. Hammering metal pegs intoc the c¢liff, breaking the pieces into
EIEE Eigﬂd pieces and building dry stone walls and disguising these
with mud.

I nave visited the Tibetan meodern hospital and done the rounds
with the doctors. Their patients are mainly T.B., gyna and dyseantery,
nursed by members of their own family. They desperately need money for

drugs for the T7,B, patients who are proving resistant to che usual oanes.

I also vigited the Tibetan medical centre. Great respect is
given to the traditional medicines. I gather they do have remarkable
success with such lllnesees as jaundice and hepatitis. But the much
revered 'doctor' told me (through an interpreter) that they don't have
much success with diabetes. So do you refer them to the Dalek hospital
1 asked? No. 3So they dle? Yes !! Asthma,I am told, they treat well.
Every case is different and needs diagnosing by Tibetan doctors.

I copied out the medicines - plants mixed with cows urine sterilised by
bolling! - I think the Pilgrims (special school in Seaford) boys might
got better without the treatment if they knew what they were golog to
be given!!

As I write the little boys chant their 'puja' - it is a most
restful sound ~ & meditative sound which goes on and on., They are
Bitting on their cushions in the courtyard cutside the Temple in the
dark. The older boys and younger men are 'in retreat' - & weeks of 3
intenaive long meditation sesasicns a day. They don't eat after mid-day.
They are very friendly when they are around and chatty.

A few days after I arrived one of their two cows died. It was &
tragic happening and everyone trooped down the next morning to mourn
her passing. 8So now they have one cow giving very little milk, Bindu,
who they hope will have a calf scon, and the calf of the cow wno died
who ia 4 monthse, Mariamla. They hope to buy another cow with a good
milk supply to fill the gap. It's very steep here for grazing but the
animals seem to cope.

They have Just brought me some Tibetan tea. I haven't the heart
to say no. It's made by forcing butter, salt, milk and water and tea
through a sort of cream maxing machine so it's thick and greasy. I
suppose as time goes by the food wlll seem monotonous but at present it
seems adequate. At least one meal is a vegetable soup mainly potato
and noodles with boney stock liquid - sometimes with a 'moo' (a heavy '

doughnut). The main meal is sometimes the same with rice or curried
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potato, sometimes with dahl. At breakfast-we have chapattli and jJam.

My raom is about 9ft square with shelves and cupboard set lnto
the wall. It holds 2 pleces of furniture - a bed with a beautiful
Tibetan floor rug on it. I%'s hard but I like s firm bed. And a chair,
Kearby (well, down lots more steps!) sre the loos and the (cold) shower.

Till next time,
: Judith.

We hope to publish more of Judith's letters in future editions. Ed.)
P P
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TO JEREMY AMD DANIEL.
( An open letter to his grandscns )

by Roy James

Dear BOYS,

Just a few belated lines to thank you for coming with me on a
eycle tour this early summer and glving me the opportunity to cateh
again the thrill and excitement of my first bicycle holiday, when the
world outside my own immediate environment seemed to be as alien as the
moon, In no time at all I was 5&&1n§ everything through your eyes.
Finding the summery lanes sweet smelling and verdent as always, but
with an added dimension of = dare I say 1t - Adventure.
I toock a few simple precauticns of course, although they were so

et — basic that you probably toock no notice

: of them. No doubt you both felt able
to cycle farther than I plenred each
day, but I kept milesges low enough for
us all to appreciate the beauty and
interest of the places we passed through,
For I firmly believe that cycle tourlng
is not rushing from one place to apother
as fast as possible. Booking the Youth
Hostels in sdvance alsc made sensc, as
there is nothing more dispiriting than
arriving at a hostel on chance and
finding it full, probably with a group
tLat have been bombing around in a
coach all day. ‘As for the bag of tocls
and spare tube, that had to be a good
idea. The added precaution of a fluor-
gscent jacket upon which I had painted
the legend 'Caution Young Cyclists' and
attached over my saddlebag may have
seemed to you as 'going over the Sop',
but by ridinz some twenty yards or 8o
to the rear when I considered 1t
sensible to do so, did put some form of
restraint on the passing motorists.
The importent thing was that Lhough you
may not have noticed, it worked.

Before we left the house on that first morning and you were Dboth
impatient to be off, I warned that things would go wrong (they always
do, that's part of the fun). That we could fall out (we didn'tg.
Finally that we would finish most days tired and hungry (we did).
Despite my counselling to keep reasonably close together, as we started
off, one of you shot off down the road so fast that in no time you were
at least two hundred yards in fromt. "This isn't going to work. This
isn't going to work", I kept repeating to myself, but 1 gritted my
teeth and hoped for the best. Sure enough, by the time we had reached
atone Cross and turned into flower strewn Peclings Lane, & ridiog
pattern had eperged that was to last throughout the tour. Peelinzs
lLane is always a delight, but today was something speciel. The lane
side was littered with bluebells and red campion. Sunshine filtTered
through the luminescent green of the early summer trees that touched
over cur heads and I was not at all surprised to find you stopping to
tuke photos barely twenty minutes from howme. Lanes ToOK us on an
extended route to Blackboys, that most simple of hostels, surrounded by
woods deep in the Bussex countryside. I know you will agree that itv
was perfect for the first night of the tour. The warden was friendly,
the bunks were comforsable and that night .as I lay im the dark listening
to your steady breathing from the beds a few feet away, I thought,
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"Phis is going to be alright*., . .

Vind and rain followed swiftly on the heels of early morning
sunshine the following day, but you seemed to take the vagaries of
weather in your stride. Had you complainped as we battled towards Lewes
I would have sympathised, but you just leaned stolicdlly over the bars
and didn't murmer. Sausages in batter and chipe soon pulled three
dripping cyclists back into shape when we arrived in Lewes. Above us,
patches of blue sky begun to appear as we headed for the railway station.

1 hope you understand m{mraasﬁn for uging the train from Lewes to

Horley. The ride to Holmpury St. Mary is a demanding one and I thiak

ny plan to bake the sting out of it proved a success. In fact, Yyou
seemed to anﬁo{ getting the bikes in and out of the luggage vans and up
and down the platform stairs. MHorley was soon reached and it was back

on the bikes. Povey Cross, Charlwood, Newdigate mnd Bear Green slipped
by under a tranquil sun until late in the afternoon wo rested in a

. field and I made some Hea before our assault on the Surrey Hills. The
dogged way you tackled the long climb to Coldharbour convinced me that
there would be no trouble with the rest of the tour, and just outside
that village we found a seat amid the bracken and sat taking in the

wide beautiful view of the Weald and distant South Downs. Now the lane
took us nloang the crest of the hills, someYimes toiling up steady "
inclines, at others, swooping and climbing in turn over undulsating
woodland: Best of all, the long, magnificent freewheel to Abinger
Common and beyond to that fine bostel at Heolmbury 85t. Mary. Although
lacking the simplicity of Blackboys, this hostel is perfectly placed
for wal<ing in the Surrey Hills and next morning, following the warden's
advice, we pushed the bikes through thc woods to Holmbury Hill, at 8601t
the second highest point in the 8.E. counbtiea. Storm clovds were
gatbering over the long, dark prorontory of Blackdown away to our west
“and we watched fascinated as the rain steadily approached. Tco late I
" realised we were in for a soak, bubt somehow the three of us managed to
erouch under my cycle cape during the hailstorm that rapidly ensued.

AB quickly a8 it arrived, the storm passed on leaving sunshine in ite
wike and we were freewheeling down to Evhurst Green.

-1 know you enjoyed the ride
to Arundel but it wasn't till the
evening that you told me it had
been the best day so fer. I wanted
to take you over the Downs on the
bridlepath from Worth Stoke to
Burphan, for it is one of my
favourite byways, -but when we
reached Amberley rain threatened
gnce more. ¥For half an hour we
waited in the deligatful little
church at Noarth SBbcxe for the atorm
to pass over. Time and pendulous
black clouds seemed to hang over us
however and we decided to make a dash for W Bl .

Furphan. What an exciting ride it was over
Camp Hill to Peppering Farm, with thunder
rolling behind us end lightning flashing over ?\\
the ridge of the Downs., The storm broke Jjust as
we reached the shelter of Burpham church, but the
h

n

short spell of heavy rain was scon over and we

finished the ride to the hostel at Varningcamp wit

tyres buzzing over wet tarmac. R :
A free day in Arundel involved nothing more demanding than a

ewim in their excellent ocutdoor pool and & visit to the Wildfowl Trust,

where as you suspected, I had & sieep in the observation rcom while you

both walked around the reserve. (Once again feeling the need of a

1ittle exercise, we tock the lane to South Stoke and from there to
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North Stoke by a footpath invelving two narrow bridges and five etiles.
(nce again you revelled in such crazy ideas.

Friday found us heading cast along the South Downs Way. A day
of white, scudding clouds and hot sun., The track was rough but ride-
able for most of the time and made for a day of superb eycling. A
following wind .for the firet time :

-all week was an added pleasura
and I was beginning to think that
nothing would go wrong when juast
as we were in sight of Chancton-
bury Ring one of you punctured.

I rather think it made your day,
as if such set the fipal seal on
a tour and for that reason Jeremy
I was quite prepared to overlook
your comment about needing three
forks. Puncture repaired, it
wapn't long before we reached the
Sompting - Steyning road and
leaving the Downs for a while we
swept into Danlel Defoe's "most
anchanting little town of Steyning". : .

Here we pought food and drink for a picnic octop at Bramber Castle, thus
preparing ourselves for the final climb of the day, on the bridle path
from Upper Beeding to the hostel at Trulelgh Hill.

You really left me benind on the fimal approach to the hostel
and when I arrlived your saddle bags were off and you were ready to sign
in. I den't know what you think of Truleigh but 1 am always pleased to
arrive. It has everything golng for it. A splendid view over downland
to the sea, a good members' kitchen' (17 Ed.), comfortable sleeping
arrangements and n drying room. While you were cooking I wet agaln a
" wery senior cyclist, whom I had last seen at Rock Hall in Northumber-
land., He and I sat talking and he amused me with anecdotes of his
travels, most of which I hai heard before. As we left the common room
for our beds the news on the television wss grim. Rain and wind were
forecast for the morning. ; '

The dismal forecast was confirmed next day. Heavy rain and
strong winds battered us as we struggled along the high ridge To Devil's
Dyke and in no time we were very wet indeed. Above Fulking I saw a
narrow path goling down to the road and decided to teke it. The rain
had turned wpat must have been a rough track into a morass of mud and
chalk, but we slipped and stumbled down untll finally reaching tarmac.
The spring at Fulking was overflowing so we were able to stop and wash
the worst of the mud off our bikes and ourselves. After that you really
set a good pace and it was but rarely that I saw anything other than
your tails (is that why they're called kids? Bd.) as we sped along under
the Downs towards lewes. 4 phone call to Fred & Marge Foulger and we
were soon enjoying cups of tea and Kit Kats with them. His paintings
are good aren't they? I szuess that's what you meant when you said that
they were "wicked"., Some new way of saying "great, super, smashing"
and all the other enthusiasms of the past I suppose.

Early evening found us sl Telscombe, where we were to spend the
last night of the holiday. We agreed to this being the best hostel of
all. Quiet, warm, comfortable and in the centre of that little village
secluded from the outside world by the Downs, How surprising it was to
find the hostel so guiet on a saturday evening. Perhaps the rain had
discouraged week-end hostellers, and what a relief to get out of our
wet things and cook a hot meal.

Sunday was dry and if we had followéd the direct route home it
would not have taken long. Rut in order to avoid the busy A259 between
Newhaven and Seaford we toox the bridleway from Denton along Fovercy
Bottom to Norton Farm and Bishopstone. Again, at the Seven Sisters
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Country Park, 1 gave you the cholice of a direct route or one involving
someé mild reugh stuff [rom West Dean to Friston. Happily you chose the
latter, for 1t ls one of my favourite by-ways. A plty about the second
puncture of the tour at Birling Gap, but once agaiz it was quickly
repaired and we were soon tolling toward Beachy. lead. Here we stopped
at the Mr. Whippy ice cream van before s thrilling run down to East-
bourne sea front and bome. For me it hsd been the best tour ever. But
more important, what would you say about 1t all? I rather hope it
would be "wicked".

Love to you both and see you up the road,
- Roy.

* * & % & F F ook b bk F g P

THAT'S NOT WHAT I MEAND: & other comments. |
(all printable contributions to the Editor.) !

Overheard at Telacombe. (working party weekend).
Pete - referred to having trouble in the Ladies dorm. .

Iris - objected when Pote said about "getting these odd
bite of stuff out of the kitchen",

Ken Griff. - said he wanted a stripper in the gents wash-

room and Iris said "The best thing would be to get
them off", .

David - "Before Paul put that there I could get the top
opne past the bottom one."! -

Brian - said he wasn't sure that he wanted everyone to y
have his addreas and phone no. Ken told him that
99% of us wouldn't want it anyway!

Iris =(during the section AGM) "I cmn only see the blanka®
- on the programme. ;

Two walkers near Qutwood Mill - :
"Yes, 1 saw it in the library, in a cycling magasz-
ine - £800." ; .
And the startled reply, "Wwhat, for a tandem!"
"I don't think Geoff had the heart to tell them.

-
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CHICKZNS, CHURCH HELIS & A FOUR = MINUTE WARNING

(or Weaking Up in Brittany)

by David hix

— s S——
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Auguat 14th and Sue & I are at Newhaven Harbour station eating fish
% and cnips and waiting for the trainm to Portsmouth., e couldn't believe
- our luck, a straight through train from Newhaven to Portsmouth. Boon
we were crossing Portamouth to the ferry termimal to find the Boxalls
“* already on board ({ of an hour early) and the others arrived not long
after. There were 12 altogether; Geoff, Jenny & Nicola Boxall; EKen,
Iris.& Heather Stevens; Stan & Lily Burke; Joyce Wickens, Dn?is Kiernan,
and Sue & I. This tine we had a baggoage wagon since Geoff had offered
to take his car & trailer to spread the load, and by sharing the driving
-nobody mlssed out much on the cycling. 9.00 o'clock and we were on
deck wathciog the lignte of Portsmouth Harbour glide past, then inside
.for a cup of coffee before retiring to our cabins. It seemed like no
time at all before we were up again and coming into S5t. Malo, wWhere
after a wait in the hold we finally rode off and had arrived in Brittang

6.30 in the morning (French time) and we were riding ocut of St. Malo
and suddenly found ourselves in the middle of a French clubrun. Strange,
all these cyclists about on a friday, until we find out it is a relig-
ious holiday and everyone who can is taking advantage of it. By the
time we crossed the Rance at the Rance Barrage and met the Boxalls with
the car we were on our own again.

A chsat, & bite to eat and then we moved off again, leaving the now
busy main rogds for the quiet and virtually deserted country lanes -
one of the great pleasures of cycling in France. For the first day ths °

- CAr was never far from us, meeting up for 11's, lunch, etc.. and we did
70 miles passing through numerous tiny villages following the D28 and
44 roads, and seeing few other vehlcles. Lunch was by a lake at Jugon-

= les-Lacs, after some shopping and a look at the market, During lunch
it started to rain but it had cleared by the time we reached Monecentour
and, after a bit of a search, found the campsite. JA small site on the
edge of town, relatively new and clean, with all facilities - though as
Geoff pointed out to me, you had to bring your own toilet secat!
Moncoantour is an old fortified town built on a hillside, with lots of
8tepped alleyways and interesting old houses, also a good view from the
top of the town if you can stand the climb.

Finally at the end of 2 long day and after dinner and a walk we
retired to our tents, with Iris assuring everyone of a quiet nights
8leep because of the peacefulness of French camp sites. Uafortunately
not even Iris was pr&garﬁd for the nerve shattering sound of the local
fire station siren (about 200 yards away) going off at 1.45 in the
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morning! The phrase 'loud enough to wake the dead' comes to mind.
When it eventually died away, after several minutes, there was dead
silence except for the sound of Iris giggling - and a voice asking if
it was the four -minute -warning! I'don't know why but after that we
didn't seem to be mnble to go more than a day without getting loud

church bells or.fire sirens golng off when wo were arcund. The morning

of our second day we were woken by the chickens in the next fleld (well
the cockerels mainly) and greeted with the news that both Heather and
Hicola had slept through the siren! If you'd been there you wouldn't
have believed them either.

A leisurely breakfast, after a trip to get bread from the local shop,
and then on the road again with Dave K. & Joyce taking the car this
time, and meeting us at the lovely old town of Guintin for lunch by the
Gouet Rlver. A loodk around the sguare wlth ita 1Eth & 17th . houses,
and a chance to buy more provisions then on the road again. Our second
camp was at Eerpert, a small village with a rural club site dkm away in
a quiet lane. There was & new woodlen toilet block and we had the site
to curselves except for a chap who turned up late in the evening.

Sunday and we aet off with the car (Iris & Heather this time) going
ahead of us, only to have it re-appear behind us several miles up the
rond - they'd managed to round in a complete clrcle snd had found them-
selves passing the campsite ain! Due to a slightly delayed start we
only did 14km and found ourselves at the Gorges de Toul Goulic for -
lunch, It should have been elevenses only, but by the tine we had
walked down into the wooded valley of the Blavet River, elimbed all over
the mass of huge rocks that lie at the bottom and returned to the car
park it wasn't worth moving on. After lunch Iris & Heather lef¢ in the
car %9 oncure that we got boocked in at that night's campsite. We contin-
ued through some hilly country via Kergrist-Moelou and Mael-Carhaix teo
Carhaix-Flouguer which, surprisingly’ for a large town, was not too busy.
Here we Jolned the scenic and well-graded D769 which toek us through
steep and thickly wooded hiilsides to Huelgoat, where Iris & Heather
were waiting for us having found three deceant-sized emplacements for us
to share on a pleasant site situated near the lake on the edge of the
town. It was in a beautiful setting, as we could appreciate that
ev;n;ig as we took our walk before settling down to a relatively peece-
fu ght. : '

' Monday was, by general agreement, a rest(?) day, which the Boxall's,
Rix's, Stevens' and Joyce spent exploring the environs around Huelgoat
on foot. .Huelgoat is situated in the beart of enchanting woodland and
the Arree hills in the Armorique Kational Fark, an area of nabtural -
unspoiled beauty, and there is plenty to do apnd see. -Coffee in a local
cafe was followed by clambering over rocks to visit the Grottedu Diable
(Devil's Grotte), Roche Tremblante {Trembling Rock) and the Menage de
la Vierge (The Virgin's Xitchea Pobts), an enormous pile of rocks shaped
(so0 they tell us) rather like kitchen uteissils. We then followed the
Sentier des Amoureux (Lovers' Walk) to visit the Camp d'Artus and the
Mare aux Sangliers (HBoars' Pool) where we eat lunch before wending our
way through the woods back to Huelgoat.

Tuepday found ua heading north to
the Trevezel Rock, which we eventually
reached - after a slight detour on
some lanes not shown on the Michelin
map. Trevezel is a large rock escarp-
ment which juts .up on the skyline with
immense panoramic views to the south
gnd north. We pushed our bikes up the -
rocky traeck, to the surprise of other
touriste, and sat in the lea of the
rocks to eat our lunch and enjoy the
view spread before us. Then we contin-
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ued north a short way to Guimiliasu to see the
famous Parish Close mnd its Calvary, one of the
largest in the region with over 200 figures.
The church also has much of intereat including
a magnificent carved baptistry. From hero we
made our way to Pleyber-Christ and did s little
shopping tefore following another section of
the D769 scenic route back to Huelgoat.

The Cintree Rock waa our first stop on wed-
pesday, 8ince from the top you should be gble
to see the Arree Mountains to the north & the
Neires to the south, unfortunately due to the
trees baving grown all we saw were the rooftops
of Huelgoat. Then on descending we ssw a sign
pointing to the old canal, and after following
narrow wooded tracks for ages (finding ourselves
by the canal at one point - but on the wron
side) we eventuamlly found ourselves riding
8 narrow towpath about two feet wide with a
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 narrow canal on one side and occcasionally a

steep drop on the other - great fun, especially Guimiliau
for Stan & Lily on the tandem. A elrcuit of the

. Foret de Ambroise. after lunch and then back to camp where, in the

evening, Lily's birchday was celebrated with a cake and some bottles of

" wine.

Thursday and we were on the move again, folowing an interesting and
gcenic route up the D42 and tnem a short cut across to join the old K12,
now bypassed by a massive new road that left us cyclists in peace.

Down into the interesting old town of Eelle-Isle-en-Terre, wonere the
siren went off and we watched the fircmen getting ready, and then off
on smull quiet roads NE via Begard to the small village of Plouec-du-—

‘Prieux and its small, though adegquate, municipal campsite. By evening

rain which had been threatening since mid-day became guite heavy and a

*wisit to the local bar was enjoyed by all.

By now we were nearing the coast and friday was to be a shert hop to
Ploubagslanee, just north of the large town of Paimpol, to base ocurselves
fer another few daya. Coffees (which is an established ritual on our
French tours) was had in picturesque Pontrieux before moving on through
hilly country to Paimpol, where lunch in an 0ld square was followed by
a 8ahort look at the shopse. Then the short ride to Ploubszlanec where
we were to meet GeoIf, with the car, by the church. Being early we had

& look at a couple of camp sites, but no =ign of the Boxalls. Four

o'clock, the agreed time, came and went and no sign of Geoff. After
another half hour or ao Ken, Iris and 1 went to look at sites further
afield, with no luck. Then, after 5 o'clock, the car and trailer
appeared, and Geoff had to admit to having gone east in Palmpol instead
of north and guiding them to the wrong village (Plouegzec). They had
even found a site, pitched and scraped the potatoes for dimmer before
he reslised his mistake! Jenny told us that he was S0 mad with himself
that she insisted on driving back. We were just glad to see them and
directed them to a site we had seen - a very pleasant small one just on
the edge of the village. :

Baturday was to be another mainly non-cycling day. Our intention
was to visit the Ile de Brehat (just off-shore of Arcouest Point 4im.
to the north)} with our bikes, but we found that thay could not take so
nmany and decided to leave the bikes by the quay and walk when we got to
the island. Stan and Lily declined, buf later managed to get across
with their tandem. Ve were just in time to rush onboard before the
boat went, but were a bit taken aback when instead of landing the boat
turned aw and started clockwise round the island. We started, '
that we had got on a boet for & trip arcund the island instead of to if,
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and were very relieved when, after circumnavigating the island, we
finally lacded. It cecmo that the fare includes a trlp round ae well
ag landing. ; E

The island, like Bark, does not allow motor vehicles - except for
tractors - and the only othor way mbout is by foot or bike. It is only
about 3}km by 1zkm and is a maze of tiny, and we spent a good part of
the day wanderdng about enjoying the scenery and sdmiring the flowers -
it is known as the island of flowers and pink rocke and is well worth a
visit. Jenny even had us clambering over rocks in one c¢f the bays and
coming out in the middle of a Freach picnic party.

sunday, and we set off to explore thoe next peninsular, going via
lanes to cross the Trieux Hiver to Leszardrieux and then up to the Sillon

de Talbert, a spit of land stretching several kilometres out to sea.

We walked between pilea of seaweed drying in the sun to sit on some
rocks and enjoy the view. Afterwards we rode down the other side of

. ¥he peninsuler to Treguier, where we had. o walk the old town and
ﬁ;ﬁhgdrul. the bella of which nearly deafened us - they went om for 15
minutes.

Our last day at Ploubamzlanec we awoke %o rain. When we eventually
went out it was to wviait laimpol for a better look round, end Een, Iris
and lleather, and Sue and I enjoyed a lunect of crepes in & emall creperie, -
The afterncon was spent wandering around local villages and bays.

Tuegsday we moved on to Lemballe, managing to pet loat in St. Brieuc -
on the way, which put us (briefly) ontc the cycle path beside the busy ‘-

new N2, but also put us onto a guiet coastal road that brought us back
to our original route av Yffiniac. Cn arrival at Lamballe Stan, who
was driving that day, teld us that the municipal site was no good -« no
water and the toilets were.all blocked. A check with the tourist office
turned up several sites nearby, one of which, at an old manor house,
wasd just perfect. The site was in an old orchard with excellant washing
facilities and a creperie ipn the manor house, which we and the Stevens!
" took advantage of, and we hed the site to ourselves. :

Moving on again we went along quiet lanes through forested areas and
uet some large lakes to cross our outward route at Corseul, whore
unch was eaten outside the church, and then on to ¢ross the Rance at

la Yicomte north of Dlnan and find our wey to the last aite of the tour
at Pleudihen. A delightful sight beside the Rence that Ken & Iris, bad
stayed at before - a pity the weatbher was slightly against us.

Our first day here brought some roughstuff,
reconnended by Ken & Iris, as we did the river
gide track down to Dinan coming cut near the
old Port of Dingn. The town stands on a
platean overlooking the Rance from a height .
of about 240ft., and we pushed our bikes up

. the long eobbled street between the old houses
and through the ancient gzateway to the top, -
stopping to look im the multitude of craflt
shops on the way. Sue & I left Ken, Iris &
Heatber here and wandered round the old and ’
new parts of the town on our own - though Sue
refused to come up the old clock tower with
me. 4 walk round the top of the old ramparts,
witk their magnificent views over the river,
before a picnic tea below the Chateau and a
ride back upsthe river path. .

Friday brought heavy rain, Een, Iris & Heather left in the rain for
Combourg Castle, but Sue and T uaited antil after elevenses, ian the bar
near the site, and then lunch in our tent, before venturing cut. We
went north to Chatesuneuf and then through the lames to Dol-de-Bretagne
in the Dol Marshes amd then after a detour to look at the Champ-Dulent

Menhir, one of the finest in Brittany standing over 3Qft. tall, we took

24

FPlace des Merciers.




on up and down route buck to camp.

Our last day in Fraunce took us Lo Cancale, & pleasant seaside town
with fantastic views across the Bay of Moant St. Michel from the hill
above the town, and then on round the Pointe du Grouln, with more views
along the coast, and down into S5t, Malo. We did not have to be at the
Terry until 7.%0pm %o meet the others and so, after a little shopping
Jor wine and other things to bring back, we found a very good little
restaurant near the port for a meal of pork chops and chipa. Too socn
we were on the ferry watching the sun sct over the harbour and the
distant Cap Frehel and then turning in for the night. But our tour did
not quite finish with our arrival back in Portsmouth since we and the
Stevens' had decided to ride back from there. 1t was great riding on
virtunlly empty roads at 6.00 in the morning and it wasn't long before
we renched the Little Chef nenr Emeworth, where we had to wait ?minutes

. Tor them to open. Then a quick phone call to Pete Burbery toc let him

know that we would be at the Roundstone Garden Centre for elevenses,
after which he led us all back to his place where Rita had laid on a
smashing lunch for us. An snjoyable end to a good holiday.

+* 4+ 4+ + F+FFF otk

MORE OF "THE' SADDLE
(From 'Three Men on the Bummel' by Jerome K. Jerome)

"Then there are saddles", I went on... "Can you think of any saddle
ever advertised that you have not Lried?"

He :gid, "It bas been un idea of mine that the right saddle is to be
foqnd | ® r

I said, "You give up that idea, thia 1s an imperfect world of joy and
sorrow mingled. There may be a better land where bicyele saddles are

"made out of rainbuua stuffed with eloud; in this world the simplest

thing ia to get used to something hard. There was that saddle you ..

bought in Birmingham; it was divided in the middle and looked like a

palr of kidneys."

He Sald, "You mean that are constructed on aratomicsal principles.”

"Very likely", I replied, "The box you bought it in had a picture on

the cover, representing a sitting skeletom -~ or rather that part of a

akeleton that does sit!" '

He said, "It was quite correct; it showed the true position of the - »

I said, "We will not ge into details; the picture always seems to me

indelicate.™

He said, "Medically speaking it was right.™

"Possibly", I replied, "for a man who rode in nothing but his bones. I

only know that T tried myself, and that to a man who wore flesh it was
ony. Every time you went over a stone 1t nipped pou; it was like

riding on an irritable lobster. You rode like that for a month."

"I thought it only right to give it a fair trial"  he answered.

T R N S R S R A N

O0DD CUTTING

“The steamy sex film '9} Weoks'has been temporarily banned fromWorthing's
Dome Cinema until after it has been privately viewed by Worthing
Council's moral watchdoga. The film 'Body Lust, Best Rit of Crumpet in Denmarik!
will be shown instead while the committes decide the fate of '9] Weeks',"

1 (Worthing Guardiac.)
"Thirty women moon worshippers met on a hill Wednesday ﬂiggt to dance
haked in an ancient pagan ritual, but called off the ceremony when 150
men turned up to watch.” {(from a Canedian paper.)
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MEMORABLYE MOMENTS WITE S & N
. by The Seafordian Scribbler

Those of- you who have been rash encugh to ride with us will know
that we don't have many dull moments. There is a certain bald headed
gent who is a super leader, providing those following him are mind
readers about what he will do or where he will go next. Deware if he
signals to turn right - he's certain to go left. Just say "what about
ldeas for runs", snd a list appears, he doesn't alweys get the distance
right though, like the time we rode to Portsmouth and he kept saying,
"not much further - not much further - till it ended at 80 miles!

Then there was the Invitatlon Ride this year - well we all know the
response we geb with those! Not even the usual regular riders, let
alone ;EE new ones. The advice for these is short distances, so Alec,
Colin Ann managed to get to Rodmel for 11's and Lewes Priory for
luneh. On to Barcombe Mills for afternoonses, then back to Lewes and
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tea in 8t. Michael's Church Hull (make a note of it folks = May to
Sepbember, Sucday afternoons 2 -6, very ressonable) where they demol~-
ished a large plate of cekes before deciding to explore the river path
to Southease. ' ' ,
"There's a lot of styles", Colin said., "That doesn't matter", says Alec,
Colin and Ann held him to that - he lifted all the bikes faithfully and
carefully over each style — and Colin was right = there were a lot!

The embankments required trail blazing where the cows badan't been, Alec
did this as well. Eventually they climbed onto Southease Bridge where
Ann and Alec preferred the road home while Colin hesded for Piddinghoe
and the track over the top %o Poacehaven.

The August Bank Holiday weekend was another experience that will be
long remembered oy those who went. Saturday morning - Our Glorious
Leader, now working full-time, said he couldn't cycle up - wé might see
him luter - with tent! Off we went, met Debbie Epringett (ome of the
rash ones) at Beddingham, then headed up country to Wivelsfield Gresn

= for 11's. ' Up Slugwash Lane to Lindfield
to have lunch at Slaugham, afternconses at
Rusper, then a change from our usual route
by kaaging right towards Gatwick to find
the bridleway to the aguth of it, which
tock us across a flat area towards Capal
then over the hills to the hostel at
Holmbury St. Mary. On arrival who should
we see unloading his bleycle but A.D. him-
self. Some pe forgiven for thinking
that this st 8 for Anno Domini, but S &N
know better. p

Hext morning = weather looks promising
- Alec wants to visit Stoke D'Abernon
church to see the famous brasses = Colln
wants t0 sce Cotterell House! Bo off goos
Alec with Jon, while Adum, Robert, Ral
{ pronounced Ria), Debbie, Ann and Colin
head for Shere, where all axcept the one
who took them there try t¢ get their bottom
brackets waterlogged in ths ford. K Then it
it was along the road to the Silent Pool,
though there wasn't enmough light for good
camera shots.

Cn to Godalming and C.T.C. headguarters
where the sun came out and we made good
ugse of the pienic tables
in the grounds, sevaral
layers of clothing were
shed as the temperature
rose in the sheltered
garden.

Vhat came next was
perhaps not a good idea -
the pPilgrims' Way over
5%. Marthsa's on the hill.
(picture over.)

This track is very sandy,
0 we rode a bit, walked
a bit, slid a bit, then

_ it began to go up and up,
o Seig till finally we came out

' '-‘--_\--_H‘_’an the top by the church
= -~ 7 and collapsed for a

r— rest and aflernconses.
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The only way to the church
is by seversl sandy tracks, .
they have weddings (there
was confetti by the gute)
and funerals there, all
wending their way up
through the sand. Fron
the top seven counties can
be seen on a clear day, we
had a good view of Chanc-
tonbury Ricg in the
distance. A very steep
deascent on the east slde
brought us eventually back
to a road, then it was
time to return to the
hostel after a good days
exploring, though Colin's
bottom bracket was making
oaety noisea ( the combin-
ation of water and sand
was too much for it).

That evealng turned wet
which kept everyone in, go
hilarious, and often cut- 3
throat, gemes of Ludo ete. =~
whiled away the evening.

Next moraing looked a little gloomy, Jor and Alec left to cateh the
train home (Jon wus on Life Guard duty on Seaford Beach at 12pm.). The
reat tried to find the Hostellers Seat on Holmbury Hill, but no such
luck so we neaded homewsrds. The rain started fairly soon and got
- welter and wetter, so by lunch time we needed a stop in the dry and a
Little Cher filled the need., Refreshed it was on to Shipley, where we
found the mill about %o open. A look around inside and them, what's
that notice? Teas in the village hsll - definitely! Super homemade
Becones and cakes went down a treat (another tea placeé to remember -
they are cpen when the mill is and on Benk Holidays). - ’

Intc the rain again, I don't znow about 'the rain in Spsin staying
malnly on the plein', we certainly bhad it up and down the hills =a well
as on the plains. When we reached Reddinghsm and said goodbye to Detbie
we were all feeling rather wet, and squelching in our shoes with still
sonie miles to go. The rain was torrential - like a curtaln sweeping
acrons the valley in front of us. Colin took the lead to give us some
shelter, Raij thought he wasn't going fast enocugh so overtook, then he
found out why! We soen caught + I can't remember having ridden in

raln like it, elither my memory is going or the weather is finally ¢
getting to me. .
g ]
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ODD CUTTINGS

Keeping a-breast of thinga?
"Ms D'espincy's breasts are aggressive. Yesterday they punched
their way out of her singlet and ambushed the Few SouUth Wales
Police Force. Like snipers, the breasts attacked without warning.
They edged from cover, hovered dangerously and thenm shot into
view. Officers had to take them, and their possessor, into
custody for resisting arrest and assaulting police."

(Australian newspaper article.)
Virgin offers fortnight in Miami for £299.

(Advert in Huddersfield paper.)
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GUIDE I.IHIE': FOR CYCLING IN A GROUP

These nobtes n:u_prin;rily for the guidance of mew or
inexperienced cyclists when ridicg wlith a Section or the D.A,
By following them it 1s hoped cyeclists will get the maximum
enjoyment from rides.
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Make sure your blke is in good working order.

Carry a good tool/puncture repair kit and a spare inner
tube.

Carry wet weather gear if it is likely to be needed.
Fit lights if you are likelr to be on the road after
lighting up tipe.

Fit full-length mudguards unless you enjoy riding at the
back whea it rains.

Carry sufficient food and drink for the ride.

Ride in an orderly manner, nsver more thun two abreast
and in single file when necessary. '

wWarn cyclists behind when you intend to atop.

Always abide by the Highway Code.

Pase the lsader - he may not be going your way.
Overtake on the inside.
Carry luggage on your back - it'a better in a saddlebag.
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