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We noticed Theodore had a problem walking roughly when he was around 3 years old, his left leg
would swing out to the left and then place his foot on the floor in front instead of lifting the leg and
placing it straight in front but it was hard to notice as he did it quite fast. We took Theo to the doctors
who then referred him to the Orthopaedics department who then diagnosed him with Perthes
disease, the recommended treatment for this was regular cycling and swimming.

“I would like to thank everyone at
Go-Ride, especially Ian Hoyle and
Martin Price. As well as Ian and Simon
Hunt for getting Theo into cycling and
taking him to the track and getting him
to Go-Ride and helping him recover
from his Perthes disease.”

If not treated successfully Theo may have needed surgery which could lead to a limp or wheelchair
as a result. We immediately booked him swimming lessons and asked Simon & Ian Hunt for their
advice about cycling as they are keen cyclists. They advised us to go to go-ride at their club, but
when we inquired about this the minimum age was 7 and (by now) Theo was only about 4. He
borrowed his older brothers bike and straight away asked if we could take the stabilisers off which
we did and he rode down the street to the end and back without a problem, but this wasn’t enough
exercise really but it was only the safe place we could only really do.
Still going for regular check ups without much improvement, Theo
started going to the local track on a Tuesday night in the summer of 2017
with Ian and Simon. By the next check up big improvements were made.
Learning of this news Simon insisted that Theo enrol at go-ride and lie
about his age and say he was 6 1/2 and not 5 1/2. Ian Hoyle was more
than accommodating and would have let him join even at age 2, but
Martin Price was a bit more suspicious and insisted that he wasn’t
allowed stabilisers, Theo insisted this wasn’t a problem! The only
problem was Theo keeping his concentration and doing as he was told,
but Mr Price kept patient with Theo which we are very grateful for.
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Starting to building up his stamina, Theo was
going on rides with his dad along the canal side
as well as his weekly swimming lessons. By easter
of 2018 Theo’s improvement was so impressive
there was no longer talk of surgery and the lead
doctor was taking an interest in his progress as
Theo had 80% recovery of tissue which had
never been seen before.
Theo was getting more of an interest into
cycling and was enjoying all the aspects of goride including cycle cross (which Simon wasn’t
happy about) and has always been
competitive. We started Theo with racing at
the summer track and turf events that go-ride
prepared, as now Theo was close to 7 and
was more with his age group. He didn’t win
any races but enjoyed it so much he wanted
to do it again and was upset when told it
was a yearly event.

How cycling helped Theo make
a full recovery from a disabling
illness and start a new passion
along the way.

In the summer of 2019 Theodore was released from his hospital appointments as he
had made a 100% recovery. His specialist had never seen this before and was
recommended that all children take up swimming and cycling. In the summer of
2019 the National Clarion Crit Championships were going to be held (again) at the
local track and Simon wanted Theo to race in the under 8’s as he had plenty of
practice. Theo was excited about racing so we allowed him to race but I was very
nervous as the boys from Tuxford, Bury, North Cheshire and Fenland all looked
stronger than Theo.
When Theo shot off at the start I thought he’s going to wear himself out but Simon
said he’ll be alright, by the time the group was approaching the hill Theo was already
shooting down the other side. By the third lap he was starting to look like he was
tiring but so did the others and managed to put half a lap on his nearest competitor, I
started to relax more and soon realised I was thinking of a couple of years ago this
wasn’t possible and to now see my son win a national sporting race was
unbelievable, I just couldn’t believe it. On the 5th lap I was thinking how many more
laps and starting to panic but Simon again calmed my nerves and said it was the last
lap. Theo’s fastest lap time up until that day had been around 2:40, he recorded 2:37,
2:30, 2:31, 2:19 and 2:16. So he had been getting faster as he went on during the
race and time must have slowed down for me, but I was so proud when he arrived
over the finish line and I started to cry a little.
His left leg is 1/2 an inch shorter than his right but other than that, nothing. Now he
can carry on with normal sports including running and contact sports which he’s
never been allowed to join in before with his friends.
By Zoe Stanley
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Calder Clarion visit the Cycling Mecca of the Balearics

We had booked with Mallorca Cycle Shuttles who provided a minibus and trailer which was
perfect until we got to Pollenca where the streets quickly became narrower and more twisty. All
credit to the driver though who managed to get us to the villa without damaging the van or
taking out any walls.
The villa was situated on the outskirts of Pollenca down a delightful little undulating back road
which as the holiday went on seemed to get longer every time we cycled it. The 6 bedroom villa
made a beautiful secluded base to relax and recuperate with drinks by the side of the pool, or in
it. It had all the amenities you could want including a washer in an outbuilding which came in
handy for rinsing kit through then just hanging it out to dry. Being a group of men on holiday
we hadn’t really considered stocking up the villa with essentials and decided we would wait
until the following day to head down to the supermarket for supplies.

I can’t quite remember what the weather was like at the time, but

this is England after all so we will assume it was cold and very
possibly wet. Myself and Daz McCarthy were wheeling our bike
boxes and hand luggage up to the Jet 2 terminal at Leeds Bradford
Airport, which if I’m honest was probably the most time either of us
had spent with our bikes in a while . There we met up with the rest of
the group flying out to Mallorca for 5 days of cycling.
In attendance were Simon and Ian Hunt fresh from their Pyrenees
adventure and clearly not having had enough of cycling up
mountains. Jay Attardo who turned up without a bike, or, as we were
to find out a return flight. His plan was to hire a bike once out there
which if I remember was around the same price as having to hire a
bike box and pay sports luggage costs. He also had the luxury of
breakdown cover and recovery should he need it and got to ride a
Pinarello for 5 days.

Then there was Steve Hancock, complete with sling due to suffering
an unfortunate accident on his motorbike shortly after booking his
flight but determined to make the holiday. Last but not least was
Adam McGroaty who we met up with after passing through security
due to him being organised and checking his bike in the day before,
which was just as well after he informed us he was initially over the
32Kg allowance. So, that was the gang for Mallorca and after a spot
of breakfast and drinks we were boarding our flight.
We arrived at Palma Airport and headed straight down to collect our
bike boxes. All of us except Jay that is who was able to sit down relax
and have a coffee while he waited for us to make the hike to the
furthest point of the terminal to collect our bikes and drag them all
the way back to the transport pick up.

Seven men in a supermarket without a list,
you can only imagine how that went.
Needless to say after that shopping trip we had all the alcohol and crisps that we needed. We
did get some water, fruit, bread, cereal and cat food. Don’t worry it wasn’t some weird GCN
Recommended cycling recovery regime it was for the resident family of cats which strangely
seemed to increase in numbers once the food started getting put out.
After a quick sort out of the accommodation and bedroom allocation we immediately got to
work building up the bikes ready for the first ride of the holiday which could only be to one
place...Cape de Formentor. The plan was to meet up with Jay on the way who had donned his
cycle gear and headed to Port Pollenca in a taxi to collect his bike. We arrived in Port Pollenca to
find Jay had already collected his bike along with a cheeky beer and some food at Tolos bar and
restaurant along the front, which is a popular place for cyclists. Being a social event it would
have been rude not to join him for a bite to eat and drink before heading out.

When we finally got under way
it didn’t disappoint, the weather
was beautiful and the roads
were smooth. Drivers were
courteous and patient, for the
most part anyway, (but I’m not
going to give much page space
to the idiot on the road back
from Sa Callobra later in the
week, obviously not a local and
fortunately no harm done).
Back to the ride to the
lighthouse and it was becoming
clear that the Pyrenees were
having no effect on the Hunts
and that Steves shoulder was
not going to hold him back. Jay
was away as was Adam leaving me and Daz bringing up the rear and starting
to wish a little more training had taken place prior to the trip. The ride out was
as beautiful as I remember it being and is in my opinion one of the must do
rides in Mallorca with some decent warm up hills that include hairpin climbs
and descents as well as fast sweeping undulating sections and all with a
beautiful Balearic Sea backdrop. It was roughly 37 miles out and back but a
lovely introduction to Mallorca.
This was followed by a rolling ride the next day, heading down the coast as far
as Petra and then back through Muro and Sa Pablo adding another 54 miles
to the tally. The third day saw the majority of the gang opt for a rest day for
one reason or another but Simon and Ian were to head out and do a fantastic
days riding out to Soller taking on the Coll De Femenia before heading down
and back up the Puig Major, CHAPEAU to them. Unfortunately for them we
had decided to head back up the MA10 in order for some of the group to
tackle the Sa Calobra climb which is again another must do if you haven’t had
the pleasure before. We all rode up but only Adam, Steve, (who despite the
shoulder still did a great climb), Jay and Simon went down and back up the
Calobra, me Daz and Ian, who had done a big ride the day before, were just
not feeling it on the day so arranged to meet them at the top and ride back.
Friday was to be the last ride we went on and had all been talking about
heading down to take on the Orient but after the first cafe stop decided a flat
ride to Inca may be a better idea so we headed off but another cafe stop and
discussion got in the way and we just headed back to Pollenca where me Jay,
Simon, Ian and Adam headed out to a small bay called Cala Sant Vicenc
where Adam and Jay had been out to on a previous day.

We ate out every night, every morning and in fact every afternoon, the only
drawback was that the town centre was a little bit further away from the villa
than it looked on a google map and so we decided that a taxi would be
preferable, and yes, we had that magic number of people that couldn’t quite
fit into one taxi. We decided that the job of ordering a taxi would be left to
our head of transport Jay seeing as he had already managed it once when he
went to collect his bike. After 20 minutes of repeatedly saying the villa name
and road it was on, we came to the conclusion that it must not exist on any
map and had to resort to grid reference in order to get a taxi to take us the
1.5 mile to civilisation. Good news was that once the taxi company got used
to the 7 crazy English staying at the villa they entered our location in there
Spanish what’s app group so they all knew where to go. The rendition of
George Michaels careless whisper followed by Grandmaster Flash White
Lines on one particular alcohol fuelled journey back to the villa was
unforgettable.
I would like to end by saying that personally I had a fantastic time in Mallorca
and could not have asked for better company to share the time with. My only
regret is that I wasn’t better prepared fitness wise and look forward to going
back in 2020 to finally complete the orient as well as the numerous beautiful
roads and routes not yet covered. The first time I went, which was with other
Calder Clarion members we did a ride from Andraxt to Pollenca along the
coast, which I hope to complete again at some point if anyone would like to
join me.
There is no disputing that the variation of riding in Mallorca is fantastic. One
day you could be racking up the elevation and the next cruising the flatter
roads as a recovery ride but whatever you’re preference there is something
for everyone. The roads are well surfaced and maintained and the locals are
courteous and patient, it’s easy to see why so many amateurs and
professionals head here in massive numbers every year.

By David Baxter

There is no disputing that the variation of
riding in Mallorca is fantastic. One day
you could be racking up the elevation and
the next cruising the flatter roads as
a recovery ride
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Coast to Coast Pyrenees Adventure

By Simon Hunt
We arrived in Biarritz one Saturday in September 2019,
prepared as best as we thought we could be for a
gruelling week of cycling up and over the Pyrenees
mountain range, from the Atlantic Coast to the
Mediterranean Coast. With warm weather forecast, we
were feeling optimistic for the coming days.

On Arrival, we were greeted with rain and
we had only packed rain jackets and arm
warmers with no other waterproofs…not
the best of starts.
On the trip with both Ian & myself was Ciaran, a doctor
who is studying to be a surgeon and whom we had met
before on a previous holiday, he is mainly a track
cyclist. Stefan, from Cologne, an anaesthetist we had
not met before, so we had no knowledge other than
that he had broken his ribs some weeks before, and
then Dave who organised the trip and we have stayed
with before when we have come to the Pyrenees.

Finally the most important person with us
was
Dave’s wife Toni, who was our
backup support, drove the support vehicle.
Toni looked after everyone making picnics
and bringing us food and drinks along the
way. She made sure we all kept warm and
dry as well as getting us any supplies we
needed.
So, here we were, five of us hoping to
complete the Coast to Coast, over the
Pyrenees. We would set off the following
day from Saint Jean-de-Luz on the Atlantic
coast to Collioure on the Mediterranean
coast.

Day One
We set off a little late to let the rain pass
and the roads to dry out, it was pretty
steady day with only the one HC climb.
We started our journey by visiting the local
beach to dip our feet into the water and
then we set off on our bikes.
The ride started flat and uneventful, we
made the most of this by getting to know
each other until a tractor with a trailer
passed by us where we decided to tag on
the back of it. Averaging 23mph going
slightly uphill for around 10 miles, Ciaran
managed to get a KOM (even though the
Vuelta Espana had passed through the year
before).

After a lunch stop in Pied-de-Port, we had
a 10 mile ride to our first climb which was
the Col de Bidartia - 3.5 miles with a 10%
average gradient; not the easiest climbs to
start off with. I was so happy to see Toni
at the top where we stopped for a quick
snack.
After the following descent,
the road
rolled on to Arette. By now, we had
started bumping into a few other groups
that were also attempting the Coast to
Coast. It was good to see fellow cyclists
who with the same goals in mind.
That first day we covered 85 miles with
8700 feet of climbing and our legs still felt
pretty good. That night at the hotel we met
an English family; Father with two sons
and a daughter who were also attempting
the Coast to Coast. They were taking on
the challenge with only panniers and no
support crew. They’d had a bad start to the
week when the hotel they booked through
Booking.com had gone bust and they
wasn’t informed so had to sleep on a
bench the previous night in the cold and
rain. We would bump into the family a
few times over the days.

Day2
Around 10 to 15 miles from Arette, we came to
the Col de Marie-Blanque climb; 5.7 miles at an
8% average, which was shallow at the bottom
starting off at 6% but soon getting steep at the
top to around 10%. It didn’t have many view
points at the peak as it was surrounded by trees.
Waiting to regroup at the top, we took the
opportunity to grab some food and were passed
by the Rapha cycling club and an Irish club, we
only waved all too aware that we were still
catching our breaths and not ready for speaking
as yet! After lunch we descended through the
valley until we arrived at the first official HC
climb the Col d’Aubisque.
In the village at the start of the climb, we once
again saw the Rapha and Irish clubs (and others)
having their lunch breaks it gave us an
opportunity to have a chat with them. Rapha
cycling club had organised a ride similar to ours,
with a large back up crew consisting of 3 team
vans, Canyon back up bikes, around 10 team

members, which came in handy for us when
they were offering top up bidons, fortunately this
is where wearing my RCC cycling jersey came in
handy! As we set off, it wouldn’t be long before
they started passing us on the climb. The climb
was 7.4 miles (12km) at 8%. On this climb, not
only did we have 1km markers telling us the
average gradient for the next kilometre but there
were also 100 metre markers counting down to
them, some people find these to be tedious but I
found they helped me to break the climb into
manageable chunks.
At the start of the climb and looking up the
mountain we could see a ski resort which made
me think that that was the top, but as we drew
closer I soon realised we were wrong. Once we
reached the resort, we saw some of the cyclists
that had passed us earlier on the climb, I found it
strange that they would stop half way, I thought
they might’ve ridden the climb in one go. I
continued to the top where Toni was waiting for
us all to regroup and I grabbed another snack.
Unfortunately Stefan was in the van as his ribs

were hurting during the climb so he jumped in
half way up.
Back on the road we worked our way down a
twisty descent overtaking cars along the way
until we can to the climb of Soulor. Once at the
the top, the view of the Tourmalet was set before
us and it looked daunting; the next day’s main
challenge in front of us. Before this, we had a 14
mile descent to Argeles-Gazost then a slight
uphill climb to our resting place for the night in
Luz-Saint-Sauveur. 68 miles and 10,000 feet of
climbing ended our second day.
We found out that evening a weather front was
moving across the Pyrenees and snow was
forecasted at the top of the Tourmalet. Ian and I
had only brought a rain jacket and arm warmers.
Later on that evening we bumped into the family
of four we met the previous day and they had the
same problem as Ian and myself. They decided
to go looking in town for some warmer clothing
and we thought that was probably a good idea
too. But we stayed at the bar…

Day3
We woke up after a bad nights sleep due
to a rain storm. My legs were still feeling
good considering, however everyone else
were starting to moan about theirs. There
was also snow on top of the Tourmalet
which wasn’t tempting. The climb itself is
13.7 miles long at 7%, with 4616 feet of
climbing.
We decided to stagger our set off times in
15 minute intervals and have a bit of a
race to the top. Stefan would set off first,
followed by Ian and then Ciaran. Dave
and myself would set off last. Not only
was I chasing everyone down, Mrs
O’Conner challenged me to set a time for
her to beat. It was half way up the climb
before we caught Ciaran but we also
overtook a few from the Rapha and Irish
cycling clubs. It wasn’t long after we
caught Stefan and eventually Ian with
about a mile and half to go.
When I arrived at the top there was a bit
of a blizzard but luckily it started clearing
soon after. We all regrouped and Ciaran,
Ian and myself decided to get on our
bikes for a rather freezing decent to SaintMarie de Campan, it was so cold my
fingers froze (well felt like it!). Stefan
didn’t fancy it and Dave drove the van
down as Toni didn’t like to drive the tricky
decent in mist.
After lunch was the Col d’Aspin (cat2).
We all set off intending to climb it
together but it wasn’t long before we all
spilt up, my legs were starting to feel a
little tired but still seemed to be catching
everyone. We was starting to talk to the
other clubs a little bit more now. One of
the lads from the English family had
broken his bike so had got a lift to the top
of the Aspin from one of the clubs hoping
someone could fix his bike which
unfortunately nobody had the correct tool
for so got a lift into Bagners to a bike
shop.
We all had something to eat again before
setting off to the final climb of the day and
to roads we have ridden before but in the
o p p o s i t e d i r e c t i o n . Th e C o l d e
Peyresourde HC at10 miles long, 5%

average. The rain had set in again which
made it depressing and I just couldn’t wait
to get to the top and into the warmth and
dry of the van and was starting to regret
not bringing any warm kit.
After a hellish day in which we had
experienced four seasons in one day, we
arrived Late into the evening in Bagnèresde-Luchon. ,We had completed 60 miles
and 10,000 feet of climbing. Personally
my legs felt alright that night back at the
hotel but everyone else was starting to
struggle with stiffness. Dave taking
advantage of our tired legs was going
around tapping everybody on the sides of
their thighs and making us fall to the floor
in pain followed by fits of laughter from
Dave at his party trick. We also met the
English family again (for the last time) and
the lad had got his bike fixed but they
would now be taking a different route
from us.

Day 4
This was our second visit to Bagnères-deLuchon which I consider to be a mecca
of cycling. The Tour normally pass
through here, it was described to me as
Blackpool inland but just more classy…
and no tower! It’s an old imperial french
town twinned with Harrogate and is also
a ski resort during the winter.
Still on familiar territory and what we all
thought was the queen leg of our journey,
we all set off down the valley along the
river towards Saint-Beat. At this moment
in time my legs were fine but this would
be for the last time. Stefan lead the line
and decided that 24mph in the first 10
miles before the HC climb was a good
idea. When we got to the climb my legs
were jelly and the day was only just
starting. The Col De Mente, 5.75 miles at
9% and was absolutely murder. As
always we all broke up at the start of the
climb but regrouped at the top.
Next was straight onto the Col de Portetd’Aspet, a short but steep climb at 10%
for 2.75 miles, which is all we needed at
this stage of the week. Once at the top
we stopped for food and resupplied. It
was on the descent of this climb that
Philip Gilbert misjudged a corner and
went over the edge during the tour in
2018 and also where Italian rider Fabio
Casartelli died in 1995.

After lunch it was a shallow descent
towards the next climb the Col de la core
which would normally be an easy hill but
now my legs were starting to cry for
mercy. The climb was an HC climb
(somehow) 9.5 miles at only 5%. Again at
the top the familiar routine of a regroup
and our second lunch.
Once again back on our bikes and down
the hill to Siex then onto Massat and the
Col de Port a cat 2 which we have all
done before. Dave thought it would be a
good idea to stagger the starts again and
race each other up the hill which I
objected too…but we did. Stefan first,
then Ian followed shortly after by Ciaran.
Dave and I set off again chasing them
down but my legs we screaming, I
managed to catch Ian and Stefan at the
turn for the Muir de Preguere, both said I
better get a move on as Ciaran was flying,
so I jumped out of the saddle and went
up a few gears, it wasn’t that long before
we caught Ciaran. He blew as we passed
him so we slowed a little and gave him
some food but soon left him. Dave took
off and left me about half a mile from the
top. I put in an extra effort in trying to
keep somewhere close and ended up
only a minute down which I was quite
pleased with. I also managed to knock off
12 mins off my pb too, but after it I was
thinking ‘was it worth it for all the pain
I’ve got in my legs?’

Ciaran arrived and he’d had enough, he
wanted to end the day there and then and
jump in the van, we managed to get
some food and sugar into him and
eventually persuade him to get back on
his bike and just roll down the hill into
Tarascon where we stayed for the night.
We all took it easy on the way down as
we all felt absolutely knackered and
drained. When we got near to Tarascon,
we decided to pull over and wait for Toni
in the backup vehicle.
I was struggling to clip in or out and had
do a few circles of a roundabout before I
could stop. I thought I must have a stone
or something stuck in both cleats/pedals.
I then struggled to clip back in so rode to
the hotel rather gingerly.

When I had a look later on,
there was nothing wrong,
I just didn’t have the strength
to clip in or out.
As the evening wore on and my legs were
beginning to stiffen up to a point I
couldn’t even contemplate getting back
on a bike; I was dreading the next day,
some 91 miles and 10,500ft of climbing
had taken its toll that day.

Day 5
I didn’t want to move when the alarm went off the next
morning and was really worried about the day ahead. At
breakfast everyone was saying how much better they felt
and I literally could have cried. I went out to check on
the bike convinced the there was something wrong with
my pedals and in hope it was broken. Dave then
informed me that if anything went wrong there was
spare parts or at worst a spare bike. By now we were
receiving messages of encouragement via Strava, they
made me realise I had to stop doubting myself and just
do it, quitting never entered my mind after that and I
just jumped on the bike and rode off.
Route des Corniche kicked off the day, a rolling
undulating road which I couldn’t remember but had
ridden previously, Plautea de Bella is close by and its a
route Dave uses to get to and from Chalabre. Col de
Marmare soon followed by Col de Chioula which was
really the first climbs of the day (not including Cazenave
cat 3).We could see tensions of the challenge were now
starting in the other clubs, I was pleased to say we all
helped each other on over the course of the challenge
and we were a good group.
Once onto the Col de Marmare, it’s was a narrow twisty
road hardly used by cars, so it had a lot of debris in the
road and I ended up with a stone lodged in between my
rear wheel and brake which nearly sent me tumbling to
the ground. We stopped for what was meant to be a
quick snack, before the Port de Pailheres climb. We
parked next to what seemed to be a classic car rally
with some really expensive cars on show, which took
my interest… for a bit! More poor road followed - Ive
seen far better roads in France as it was patchwork all
the way to the top with loose chipping covering holes
etc and I was forever putting my hand over my wheels
to rub off the debris that was sticking to my tyres. The
last HC climb (9.6 miles at 7%) seemed to take ages,
but the views (especially when you arrived at the top)
were unbelievable.
By this stage I was thinking that all of the major climbs
were done and it was practically downhill from here on
out, with one climb at 5%, I could cope with that.
Before this was the technical descent of the Pailheres
which was fast with speeds approaching 60mph and
with your back wheel skidding around corners it was
ace. Although you had to slow down for villages you
also needed to watch out for the local wildlife including
boars and wild horses

We had the obligatory lunch break where we had some uninvited
but friendly guests join us!

Unsure now for the first time in a while on what to
expect as I was in new territory, from Bagnères-deLuchon to the bottom of the Pailheres it wasn’t long
before we turned left onto what I thought was our last
climb (it wasn’t). The Col de Moulis was a cat 4 (which
felt like a cat 1), I put a bit of an effort in (if you could
call it that) and jumped for joy when I reached the top
only to be told it was at the bottom of the next descent.
Next after a little descent we moved onto the Col du
Garavel (again not the last climb) again arrived at the
top and in hope asked the question is this it, no came
the reply, it’s the Col de blah, blah, blah is what I heard
it’s the next one. Descending again it wasn’t long before
we came to the Col de Jau, 6.5 miles at 6%, it was one
of the hardest climbs I’ve ever done, it went on forever
and some of the switchbacks were unbelievably steep
nudging 6.5%. Huge joy and relief overcame me when I
finally got to the summit, my legs were saying thank
f**k. Some of the support crew from both Rapha and
the Irish clubs came over and gave us a little pat on the
back.
By now and some way up the last climb we could smell
the sea air rolling inland which gave us a great feeling
of getting closer. This could/should have been the queen
stage as 79 miles but 12,000ft of climbing. It wasn’t
long before we came to our destination for the night. At
first it didn’t look too bad but they kept pigeons which
stank the place out and you could taste it on the back of
your throat, and to wrap it all off the Bier was crap and
only served in 250ml glasses. The first real disaster!
Later on that evening Dave decided not to join us for tea
as he felt unwell due to the constant taste of pigeon on the menu, the muck, feathers… it was not good.

Our Cycling Statistics
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Over the six days, we rode a total of 713.85km / 443.57 miles,
climbing 16,515m / 54,183 feet

Day 6
This must have been the first holiday I was looking forward to
the end of, (not that I didn’t enjoy it); I didn’t think my legs
would take me any further. At breakfast Ciaran informed us that
like Dave the night before, he didn’t sleep much so was now
taking the mini bus into Collioure. Ian and myself tried to talk
him out of it but he was having none of it, so we set off on the
final leg of our journey down the hill towards Collioure. Before
we knew it, we took a left and up a short sharp hill which turned
out to be a 1000ft climb. I was not happy; of only 599 people to
have ridden up it I was 474.
We stopped for lunch near Thuir and soon got going again, it was a
bit flat and uneventful really apart from the traffic got a bit more
aggressive, usually cars in France would stop at a roundabout and Gove
you right of way, but getting closer to Peperguain it was like being back in
England with cars aiming for you. We arrived in Collioure in the early
afternoon, as we rolled down to the beach to dip our feet in the sea and have a
celebration drink of champagne, I couldn’t really appreciate the moment as I was
tired and weary; six days of riding with over 54,000 feet had finally caught up with me.
I was awarded a bandana for being first up all of the climbs.
Once we arrived back home, the scale of the challenge we took on hit. For the next 3 weeks, we were refuelling with full plates of food
on average 2 hours a day. I regained the half a stone that I lost over the challenge (and maybe a bit more!). On reflection, I would
definitely ride this challenge again, and would definitely visit some of the towns and villages for a holiday. I would recommend this to
anyone wanting something different, however, lots of training would be required, for example we spent many a weekend riding over
Holme Moss, Glossop and the Strines in one ride and I would say definitely to expect the unexpected…and to take warm cycling gear.

Temperatures would vary from 10° at the start of a climb,
dropping to 0° at the summit then raise to 25° in the valley at
the other side.
The cost of the trip was around £1300 which covered support
team, food and supplies on the bike and hotels. On top of
this was the usual airline fees and evening meals…and
beers.

Day 1 140.48km 2666m
Les cols d’Irati. HC.
18.16km 993m
Day 2 110.93km. 3082m
Col de Marie-Blanque Cat 1 9.17km 717m
Col Aubisque HC. 12.02km 919m
Soulor. Cat 4 1.86km 98m
Day 3 97.07km. 3077m
Tourmalet. HC 18.95km 1407m
Col D’Aspin. Cat 2. 5.47km. 372m
Col de Peyresourde. HC. 17.34km. 815m
Day 4 147.33km. 3337m
Col de Mente. HC 9.26km. 812m
Col de Portet d’Aspect. Cat 2. 4.48km. 433m
Col de la Core. HC 15.39km. 830m
Col de Port. Cat 2. 12.34km. 595m
Day 5 127.81km. 3663m
Col de Marmare. Cat 2. 11.78km. 520m
Port de Pailheres. HC. 15.46km. 1061m
Col de Jau. Cat 2. 10.54km 657m
Day 6 90.23km.

690m

Touring with your bike
Now Christmas is over thoughts will probably be turning to what shall we do for our holidays. I wonder if I can get some cycling done... well.... Have you ever thought of cycle touring? In this article I hope to give
you some tips and advice for a successful trip. I’ll be concentrating on a DIY type trip, not your organised holiday with routes, luggage transfers etc. all done for you, this is for the more self-sufficient traveller.
There are 2 main types of cycle touring, 1 - Credit Card touring – this is travelling light staying in B&B’s, Hotels, Youth Hostels, holiday lets etc. or 2- Self Sufficient touring – this usually involves camping. Both have their
pros and cons... you’ll need to decide which you wish to do based on tour area, costs etc. Having done both types I feel I can give a little advice on both.
Fran Smith

Clothing

Carrying it all

you will be sleeping in the toilet. Once the ferry sets sail no one
is allowed below deck, so anything left on the car deck is safe.

2 pairs of cycle shorts, 2 pairs socks
1 base layer, 1 jersey (they rinse out easy and are usually dry
before you go to bed)
2 T-shirts, 2 pairs shorts/lightweight trousers, underwear x 2
Rain jacket
Sandals or lightweight trainers e.g. Skechers

Practice packing and repacking, if it’s a new tent try putting it up
in the garden before you go. Evenly distribute the weight
between the front and back panniers (especially if you’re
camping) and left and right. Weigh them to check they are
roughly the same weight. If you are going on a longer camping
trip try and overnight or weekend away as a practice run, after
that takeout what you don’t use to save weight.

Enjoy the sailing, there is “entertainment” in the bars, all you
can eat buffet (have soft drinks with your meal as they’re free,
alcohol has to be paid for). Just remember that once you’re on
the open seas.... (It takes over an hour to get out of the Humber
estuary) turn your phones mobile roaming off as you are classed
as being in International Waters and will be using maritime
internet (it is NOT covered by any EU roaming stuff)

Tools

General advice
Travel light... whether it’s an overnighter or a full 2 weeks camping. Lay out all
that you think you’ll need then half it, share the load, you only need 1 tube of
toothpaste, 1 can of deodorant etc
Use panniers NOT a rucksack.... Weight on your back is very tiring (even carrying
a 2-litre water bladder on my mountain bike can feel uncomfortable after a
while). It’s surprising how the bike takes the extra weight of luggage
Pack everything in dry bags or at least heavy-duty rubble sacs before putting
inside your pannier bags
Wash clothes out rather than take loads, use towels to wring out wet washing...
this is especially good for the padding on your shorts
Get your bike serviced at least 1 month before you go, especially if you are going
abroad, on an extended trip or camping
Don’t just ride, do some research and plan around where you want to visit
Plan your trip to include rest/sightseeing days.... General rule of thumb is 2 to 3
days riding then 1 to 2 days exploring the area

In Europe

2x inner tubes, & puncture patches
Tyre patch
Spare chain link
Pump, preferably with pressure gauge
Penknife
Spare spokes, especially if camping (due to extra weight the
bike is carrying)
Multi tool

Remember to keep right

Camping

Use the cycle lanes, they’re far better though out than ours, if
the cycle path is pink (in Belgium) you have right of way on
roads and roundabouts. Away from towns there can be a twoway cycle lane on just one side of the road. Watch out for a blue
sign with a cyclist on it and diagonal lines on the road this is a
cycle crossing for the cycle lane to continue on the other side of
the road.

Lightweight tent... x3 man is best for 2 people
Lightweight mattress, sleeping mat

Overall

Cooking utensils, gas, stove etc be aware that camping gaz is
more common in Europe
Sleeping bag
Handlebar bag or similar for money, passports etc
Get advice from a local camping shop, e.g. Go Outdoors they can
advise on equipment etc. Afterall if it’s made for carrying on
your back then it will be fine for carrying on your bike. Don’t
forget you can use your National Clarion card to get a discount
at Cotswold Outdoors.

If you are going abroad by Hull Ferry book well in advance and
book the meals too, at the moment you have to phone the ticket
company as the online booking will only allow 1 bike 1 person 1
cabin, so you need to ring them to book 2 bikes/people 1 cabin.

The correct use of gears is vital, particularly when carrying a fully
laden bike. Remember to put the bike in the small ring on the
front every time you slow or need to stop, just as you would
th
when driving a car (you don’t set off from stationary in 4 gear).
The bike takes the strain of the extra weight so long as you use
the gears wisely, have an evenly distributed load and don’t try to
do Sunday club run speeds

Take a bungee strap to secure your bike to the boat, they do give
you a length of rope, but a bungee is more secure. Have your
overnight stuff in one bag, plus handlebar bag with tickets,
boarding card, passport etc, and only take this onto the ferry as
the cabins aren’t exactly roomy and 4 panniers each will mean

Enjoy your riding, you’re on holiday, slow down, admire the
view... remember especially if you’re camping, you’ll only be
averaging 10mph so don’t rush, and take some advice from me,
don’t try to see too much. A shorter trip with more stops will
make your tour all the more memorable

Guide to a good trip

30
SECONDS

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE WEIRD AND
WONDERFUL WORLD OF TIME TRIALS
By Sarah Minchin
A cool Wednesday evening in May 2016 and
I was on the start line for Calder Clarion
weekly ten mile time trial. It was an event in
Wakefield Triathlon Club summer series and,
as cycling is my strongest of the three
triathlon events, I was there for the points for
the club summer series. All I knew of time
trials was that the objective was to go as fast
as possible for a specified distance. How
hard could it be?

We trouped along to the start line and sorted
ourselves out into number order in between
the storm troopers. The format then became
clear: move forward in turn and listen to the
countdown before it was time to set off.
Then, horror of horrors, we were expected to
clip in to our pedals and have someone, a
complete stranger, hold the bike for the last
few seconds. Noooo! I would leave that to
the space invaders.

I had found the signing-on location which
was in an isolated spot and, in exchange for
my £3 and showing my club card, I was
handed an enormous yellow square with a
number printed on it. I stood with other
triathlon club members and discovered none
of us had a clue what we were supposed to
do, or where we were supposed to go. I had
printed a map of the course, but that could
not have been more complicated: a sort of
triangle with an extra bit.

“Thirty seconds!” My turn was all too soon
and the seconds were counted down before I
set off into the distance as fast as possible. It
was not long before I was being passed by
some of the aliens. Fortunately the nonspokey wheels made a low rumbling sound
to announce their presence. It was a curious
route along wide roads with gentle up and
down sections that passed over and under
railway bridges until eventually the last,
definitely uphill, section to the finish. The
finish itself was not obvious and I only
realised I had finished because everyone else
had slowed down and stopped. Back then I
didn’t have any means of recording how far I
had travelled so I had no idea. At least I had
not got lost. All that was left was to return
the large yellow square and ask the other
triathlon club members how they had got on.

But who were those extraterrestrials with
their pointy helmets and face-covering
visors? Had they landed their spaceship in
one of the adjacent fields? Why did they
have weird looking bicycles with antlers for
handlebars and wheels that looked like thin
slices from a roll? Shoe-covers in the
summer! Seriously? Skinsuits! Just for elite
athletes, surely? Warming up on rollers!
Why waste all that energy?

A warm Saturday afternoon in September
2019 and I was on the start line for the
National Clarion 25 mile time trial
championship event. Again with a large
yellow square with a number printed on it
which had been pinned on my back. By
now I have acquired my own time trial bike,
on the “n+1” principle and with the
justification that it can be used for triathlons,
and by now I was confident enough to let a
stranger hold my bike with my feet clipped
into the pedals. “Thirty seconds!” The
countdown begins and time to breathe in
before setting off. Still no pointy helmet. I
can’t have people wondering where I left my
spaceship.

I bought my time
trial bike in time for
the start of the 2018
season.
It took a
while to get used to
it, but week by week
I persevered and
finished the season
with the club
Sturgess trophy.

In September 2019 I had the opportunity to compete in the
Tricycle Association national ten mile time trial
championships. I was the only female competitor so I
guess that makes me the ladies champion.

TIME TRIAL
Championships
2020
10th May 2020 - 25 mile championship
(Drighlington BC on V236/1)
17th June - 10 mile championship
(Calder event)
28th June - 100 mile championship
(YCF 100 on V370)
2nd August - 50 mile championship
(Otley CC 50 on V251)

10 Mile Summer Series
6th May - 26th August

Club Ride With GPS
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The Reluctant

Mountain Biker

It is a pleasure to announce the Calder Clarion RidewithGPS
club account is open for business. This is a free benefit to all
Calder Clarion Members

By Fran Smith
Having had a Mountain Bike in my 20’s and
doing nothing more strenuous than the
Tissington trail, I thought once the kids came
along a hybrid would be better (rack and
panniers) to carry the inevitable clobber you
end up taking when you’re out with 2 young
kids. Tracks and old railway lines was the
thing. Fast forward I got my first road bike
joined the club and stuck to tarmac.
Later, I got a gravel bike to use as a winter
bike but used it a few times on the trails
(usually TPT to Elsecar) especially when the
weather was a bit unpredictable/windy. A few
from the club started doing some local off
road trails. I started to get the hang of the
track as the wetter weather approached I
thought it’d be a good idea to get a Mountain
Bike so I could ride off road during the winter

through the mud on wide tyres rather than
sinking into it.
After a couple of rides, we thought we’d go
out and do a trail we’d walked a few times, so
rack on car and bags packed and a drive to
Grassington. The first challenge was a steep
climb on tarmac from Grassington to Yarnbury
then it was off road which was a nice wide
stoney compacted mud track, climbing up to
the old mines (hence Miners Trail walk). The
track was solid and good going, then a steep
decent to Conistone and onto to Kilnsey for a
coffee stop.
After some refreshments we followed a
tarmacked road behind the Tennant Arms pub
at Kilnsey Cragg, this became Mastiles Lane, a
track that runs all the way to Malham Tarn.
The track rose steeply then levelled a little
and suddenly became a wall…time for a
walk. The track levelled and we rode along
through huge puddles, streams etc (curtesy of
Autumn ’19 rain) to Malham Tarn, then down
a steep hill towards Malham, turn left at the
bottom the climb forever on tarmac
eventually coming to the end of the road back
on tracks, then a long down hill on grass to
start then road and eventually back to
Grassington. First real Mountain Bike route
ok.

Then there was a ride from Malham Tarn to
Settle via Stockdale Lane…. Only a couple of
sections needed a walk, mostly a steep rocky
bit near Great Scar. Steep climb out of Settle
onto the main track to the Malham road.
Lovely views towards Pen-y-ghent.
Next was a trip to Ladybower, very muddy
trying to climb from Ashton over Twitch Hill.
The route down was more like a boulder field
(anyone who knows me knows I’m a chicken
going downhill on tarmac….let alone rocks)
Had enough of that ride so went around the
road and track around Derwent Reservoir.
Most recently was Scar House Reservoir near
Pateley Bridge. Not a bad start, rose steeply
for a while then a sweeping downhill to cross
the road near the top of Trapping Hill (Cote de
Lofthouse TDY 2017). A little more climbing
then a steep downhill (walk!!) to Bouthwaite
then some mud to Lofthouse then a road
climb of 25% up to Middlesmoor then more
mud and a steep decent (walk) back to the
car.
Mountain Biking…. Don’t think it’s entirely
my thing,20 miles in mud? Give me 100 miles
of tarmac anytime. Love the isolation of being
out on the moors though as well as the
stunning views you don’t generally get from
the road. Maybe need to get my walking
boots on a bit more.

It gives one central place to record the routes for all parts of the
club so we don't have to rely on the kindness of individual
members using their own personal accounts for this.
It provides a central events calendar to record the different
planned rides for all parts of the club. Each event can then be
linked to the relevant route (if available).
We have embedded the club events calendar directly into the
Calder Clarion website, this shares our rides and routes to all
members and the rest of the world.
It is entirely optional, but by joining the Calder Clarion
RidewithGPS club account it will allow you to see the full event
calendar and to browse through the full set of routes as well as
giving you several other advanced features.
To join use click this link: https://ridewithgps.com/
auto_approve/Club/4772/sv43ypVE9CcYJGDp.

Many thanks to Martin, Michael, Kev, Fran and Carolyn for
contributing their time to organise this.

