
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Up lad, up. ‘tis late for lying: 

Hear the droms of morning play; 
Hark, the empty highways crying 
“Who’ll beyond the hills away?” 

 
From: ‘a Shropshire lad’ by A.E.housman 

 
Unlike my last editorial bemoaning the demise of our summer, the last few weeks have been fabulous. There has been 
enough light at either end of the working day to satisfy the most hard training cyclist and tempt them to ride in 
fabulous lighting conditions. When it’s like this we need to live our way through it, to be outside. 
I was riding the other evening, late after work 
and was nearly at journey’s end as the sun was 
setting. I’d struggled up the final hill and at the 
top I was presented with dramatic lighting, 
showing up every rounded contour of the valley 
below, all bathed in the most amazing orange 
glow. I stopped and slowly took in the scene, it 
was truly majestic: 
I could smell the vegetation, hear life in the 
valley below, see the beginnings of evening 
mist. 
I can’t show you what I saw, but we can all 
click such a memory to call up and recall as 
often as we want. 
It’s part of cycling; it’s what sets us apart from 
many sports. So next time you’re out training, 
don’t forget to stop and click a few memories. 
Live a little, enjoy what you’re doing. 
 
Jeremy Guy 
 
 
Stocks of club clothing are now running low and need to be replenished.  The committee has discussed the subject 
and are hoping to place an order in September to cover our needs through this winter and next season.  The bottom 
line is therefore that after this, no more clothing will be ordered for around 12 months. 
 

We have to order a minimum of 15 items of each garment, except that the skinsuit order can be reduced to 10 as long 
as we order 15 road jerseys for instance.  The proposal is to order short sleeve and long sleeve road jerseys, skinsuits 
and if 15 people want bibshorts we will add those as well.  We will not order shorts for stock. 
 

Also, to protect club funds, the committee decided that only the common sizes of Large, X Large and XX Large will 
be ordered for stock. 
 

If you want to order any clothing for the next year, especially if you are an extreme size (large or small) please get in 
touch with Ian Locock on 01305 815861 or email ian.locock@vodafoneemail.co.uk.  Please don’t wait to see if you 
can be fitted from stock next year, there are items available to get your sizing right before placing your order.  A 
deposit of 50% will be required with order. 
 

Prices are; S/S Jersey  £32.50  L/S Jersey  £45 Skinsuit  £70  Bibshorts  £40 
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We now have a reciprocal arrangement in place with Egdon Heath Harriers which effectively gives membership of 
CC Weymouth to their members and vice versa, for no extra subscription fee. There are still some issues to iron out 
in respect of membership of English Athletics and insurance, but for this year EHH are happy to absorb the costs. 

A list of CCW members has been supplied to EHH, but if any of our members should wish to enter a run under the 
EHH name, please let Ian Locock know so that this can be passed to EHH. Further details about EHH activities can 
be found at www.egdonheathharriers.co.uk. 

We look forward to welcoming some of their members to our club events in the near future. 

 
Club night dates for next winter have now been booked and will be at Upwey Memorial Hall as previously, although 

in the committee room which is situated opposite the main hall entrance doors, rather than the Menzies Room. Any 
ideas for themes would be gratefully received. Dates are: 

16th October AGM 

20th November   

18th December   

15th January   

19th February   

18th March  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Well, after a stunning response form the readership 

I can finally announce that last episodes photo was shot just out of 
Abbotsbury. The landmark in the background is the church on the hill 
type thing. 
 
This issue, I have been sent a picture by John Chapman. As promised in 
the last issue, there is a shiny new VITTORIA TUBE for the first person 
to be brazen enough to point out the location. 
Email: psycoplumber@hotmail.co.uk – phone: 07921238284 



 
 

 
I take my bike off the roof of the car and start to put it together. Early morning strollers and locals are 
watching; non-racers. Other cars are parked or driving by with antlers of wheels and frames. Some riders 
are already pedalling around; many are in club colours, smiling, waving, and joking. Most I do not know. 
I register, sign my name, pick up my number from the time keeper; 78.  
A few knowing nods, ‘nice bike’, ‘raced before?’ 
‘No’ I reply; ‘you’ve got the bike for it.’ they say. 
 
Between the bumper of a rover and a silver Mercedes I wait, other riders eye me and the blue machine, 
one engages in conversation. 
It is a cold and misty morning; the sun has yet to show its heat upon the scene. I’m dressed totally in black, 
gloves, long sleeved jersey, bib-tights, shoes; all Italian as is the bike. 
Before is the course, over a mile of steep uphill, how will I approach this? Some are unsure how steep. I 
know, I have been over the course many times. 
I observe the other riders, starting time is in 20 minutes. Many are working out their possible placings; 
good legs today? 
 
The rider in black walks his machine to the kerb, nods to himself, the nod of someone closing their final 
book before an exam.  
I spin my wheels, wipe my tyres clean and climb 
onto the bike, click, click and I’m away, a gentle 
whirr and swoosh fills my ears. I cycle up to the 
start of the course, checking which gear I should 
start in. then it’s off and around the square joining 
the others warming up. Two riders chat about their 
gearing; ’42 x26’, ’39x23’, ’42x21!’ and what they 
will actually be using. 
 
I now pedal to the start, line up wait my turn. I hear 
the other riders tell of their sore muscles, the lack 
of training. Many already have their excuses, as if 
they are scared to be judged by that very part they 
take credit for. What you need is faith; 
 
I wait silently for my turn. 
Many have now left, I am called forward, 30 seconds, the pusher off takes his position. I clip in, get my feet 
into position. My heart starts to pound, this is now ‘the moment of truth’, ‘10 seconds’, ‘5seconds’, and then 
suddenly it’s ‘good luck!’ 
Within moments I’m moving at 18kph and rising, I’m breathing hard, a curve, a steep rise, the world begins 
to shrink to a pain in my legs, the sound of breathing. I’m passing no one, no ones passing me! A huge 
gap, where is everyone else? 
The pace begins to steady, can I keep going? I spin a lower gear, a few still to go. My lungs begin to 
unfold, the cool air of the morning moves through my hair. The road curves round, I look ahead, no one, no 
peloton here. Now a steep corner, walking pace, looking ahead, more uphill! 



I feel the pain that bridges attack from rhythm, I must be crazy, a prisoner of my own enthusiasm. The 
pace slows, no more gears. Then slowly I feel my self gain speed, the slope has lessened. Like an old 
black taxi I gradually gain some pace. 
Up ahead the long straight, I dig in, knowing this is where this climb can be truly won. The wheels are 
turning faster, I’m now doing 14.5kmph, dare I change up another gear? 
Along the road a couple shout out ‘ALLEZ! ALLEZ!’ I imagine I’m climbing a col in the Pyrenees on a stage 
of the Tour de France. 
On the corner a pretty girl, keep going mystery rider, go, go! 
Why am I climbing this hill? ‘Because you have chosen to.’ Says the alpinist. 
 

I round the hairpin, imagining all the others who have 
passed this point, hands on the hoods, standing on 
the pedals, going much faster. I think of them going 
uphill, the concentration, Master Jacques, Merck. 
The last 500 metres turn left, and then right, suddenly 
I can see the finish and the others. I shift up a gear, 
then another and another. I can hear the tyres on the 
road, i shift up again, the move of a champion, my 
speed is out of my head into my wheels, I’m going to 
explode! 
‘GO GO GO!’ they shout, I pass the time keeper, with 
sheer relief I can stop pedalling! I roll on and wind 
down.  
 

I then watch others arrive, two riders come in together, shoulders and arms almost colliding, then a big 
cheer, it’s….colnago man! 
Within ten minutes the event is over, everyone is chatting and reliving their adventure. I return my number 
to the time keeper; I’m in sixth place, time 6’ 15’’. 
A tap on my shoulder, ‘you beat me, where did all that fitness come from?’ 
‘I just kept on pedalling.’ I reply. 
Do I applaud myself? No, it was good fun, taking part is the applause, while others look on. 
 
Jeremy Guy 

 
I have been pushed real hard in more ways than one this season, both on 
the bike and whilst slaving over a warm p.c. producing this newsletter. 
But all is well as I have managed to do a few rides that have been better 
than last seasons, and the newsletter is still going! (Both apologies and 
thanks go to anyone whose photos I have ripped off in this newsletter.) 
  
Just a quickie this month to round up the TT results and things, and whet 
the appetite for the hill climb. 
 
As ever I would love it if people sent me reports/articles in any 
form/format. (Smeared in faeces on the back of a wardrobe door might 
be a bit OTT though.) 

 
Email: psycoplumber@hotmail.co.uk – phone: 07921238284 
CC Weymouth  production 
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