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Tints muddy brigade team Tony, Mike, Chris, Keith and Geoff ï on top of the world é 

é and at the edge of Y Foel, the ñhauntedò wood. 
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ANFIELD 100 2012 - M ONDAY 4TH JUNE  ï PLEASE NOTE AND RESERVE THE 

DATE NOW AND OFFER Y OUR HELP TO PETER CATHERALL . 

¶ A perfect Christmas present é replicas of the stylish  1880 ABC cap 

badge are available again in sterling silver - £50 ð from David Birchall. 

¶ Isle of Bute Safari, 20 - 22 April 2012 ð fourteen Anfielders have so 

far committed.  Our base will be the Glenburn Hotel, Rothesay - £30 per 
person per night DB&B (+Ã5.50 for sea view, +Ã18 for òsuperioró room 
including  sea view).  Confirmation of booking with £50 deposit per room 
will be required in New Year.  Plans include a ride to the south of the island 
on Saturday  and a BBQ on Sunday.  John Moss and Dave Bettaney will be 
making a longer holiday ð exploring Argyll .  Details from David Birchall. 

¶ New ABC Kit ð to order contact Tony Pickles with your requirements now. 

~ Runs List ~ 
www.anfieldbc.co.uk 

Saturday runs (lunch at 1215hrs) 
December 3 The Griffin   Trevalyn 

10 Miners Arms    Maeshafn  

17 Carden Arms    Tilston 

   28 (Wednesday) Red Lion  Parkgate 

Note there will be no runs on 24 and 31 December 

January  7 The Buck   Bangor on Dee  

   14 The Plough   Christleton 

21 The Britannia   Halkyn 

28 The Bull   Shocklach 

February 4 The Druid    Llanferes 

  11 Ice Cream Farm  Tattenhall 

  18 Carden Arms   Tilston 

25  Coddington Village Hall Committee 1130hrs 

March  3 The Raven    Llanarmon-yn-Ial 

10 Dysart Arms   Bunbury 

17 Cross Foxes   Overton Bridge 
 

CLOSING DATE FOR NEXT CIRCULAR: 25 February 2012 
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3ÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙȭÓ 2ÅÐÏÒÔ 

The Secretary opened by saying that it had been a most interesting year for the 

Anfield.  Although attendance at clubruns has been mixed, we have tried out some 

new venues this year and hope to continue to seek out more in the coming year. In 

addition to the Saturday clubruns, there have been midweek rides, greatly enjoyed 

by those who participated. 

The Presidentôs Weekend in Betws-y-Coed was well attended and our Scottish V-

CC friends joined us.  The weather was brilliant and all enjoyed the weekend.  

And the 2010 Autumn Tints was also a great success. 

This yearôs ó100ô was wet, very wet, but we still saw a new event record being set. 

We also received help with the marshalling from several other clubs - a most 

welcome cooperation and one to be nurtured.  Geraint Catherall, Graham 

Thompson, Ian Billington and Ben Griffiths have represented the Club on the 

local racing scene, Ben despite breaking his leg in January.  Mike Hallgarth has 

also raced in Anfield colours down in his neck of the country. 

Behind the scenes, David Birchall has been working hard on the lottery funding 

application.  The club has also been fortunate to receive several items relating to 

Members of a by-gone era - in particular the (solid) silver salver presented to 

Harry Poole in 1912.  Additionally, a number of silver and gold traditional Anfield 

cap badges were replicated and purchased by Club Members. 

Present: Bill Graham (Chair); Keith Orum (Treasurer); Peter Catherall (Secretary); 

David Birchall; Geraint Catherall; Dave Eaton; Ben Griffiths; John Lahiff; Phil 

Mason; Alan Orme; Tony and Chris Pickles; Geoff Sharp; Mike Twigg. 

Clubruns 
0ÅÔÓȭ #ÅÍÅÔÅÒÙȟ "ÒÙÎÆÏÒÄ  -    25 th June 2011  

This write-up from Bill Graham arrived too late for Septemberôs Circular.  So, 

better now than never:  

Iôve fond memories of cycling in the Halkyn Mountain area.  The first club I 

joined in 1950 went there frequently.  Often we would have snacks in a disused 

railway carriage at Afon Wen.  Even so, I had to examine the map to discover that 

Brynford is on the North East tip of the mountain about 3 miles from Holywell.  

But although I was looking forward to the trip, I couldnôt come to terms with the 

prospect of having lunch in a pet cemetery. 

It was dull and windless when I set off at 11.15 a.m.  After passing through 

Buckley, the stretch from Altami to Soughton Hall became a more satisfying 

experience.  My decision to go to Northop via Soughton Farm and The Green 

turned out to be a quiet and delightful route.  I made my way past the college on 

the old A55, to climb up to the Britannia at Halkyn.  I was soon in Pentre Halkyn 

and shortly after saw a road sign for Brynford.  At this point I was on the edge of a 

vast landscape of industrial history.  Lead mining began here in Roman times until 
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the last mine closed in the 1960s, and there are numerous old quarries.  The area is 

perfect for walking (with care near the old workings). 

I had covered eighteen miles on reaching the lunch stop at about 12.30 p.m. and 

my doubts about the venue disappeared.  The Cemetery is set in beautiful 

landscaped gardens and grounds with a great variety of shrubs and seasonal 

flowers.  The graves I noticed somehow seemed to blend in to the landscape.  To 

add to the appeal was a small lake complete with Indian Runner ducks. 

It was quite sunny when I entered the spotless cafeteria to find David, Mary and 

mum, as well as Geraint and Len Walls tucking into substantial meat dinners.  

Having to sit at the adjacent table I missed some of the conversation.  A pity as I 

enjoy the Anfield stories and historical tit bits as told by David. 

Geraint left first, and I followed with the intention of returning through 

Rhosesmor and Mold, taking in the excellent views across the Dee Estuary. 

I would definitely recommend a visit to the Petsô Cemetery. 

P.S. Iôve since read that the legendary explorer H M Stanley of ñDr Livingstone, I 

presume?ò fame was a pupil teacher in the old Brynford Village School. 

The Cross Foxes, Overton Bridge  -  10 th September  2011  

Alison and I drove to the Cross Foxes for the clubrun.  Yes I know I should have 

been on my bike, but Alisonôs broken finger is still mending so she cannot drive 

yet and we wanted to see everyone.  Arriving just before twelve, the pub wasn't 

open - and then the rain came down, so we sat down for five minutes at a table, 

under a canopy. 

Geraint was the next to turn up, followed by David, then Tony and Chris Pickles, 

all on bikes, and (last but not least) Mary and her mother, so David had a lift back. 

After lunch Tony showed us what the new Anfield strip might look like, and asked 

if amendments should be made.  Some suggestions for changes were offered.   

Then everyone parted company.  And it was dry.  So we went on to Bala.  But 

guess what?  It was raining again there.  Oh well that's life.  

Nigel and Alison Fellows 

Carden Arms, Tilston       -   17th September  2011  

As my cycling at the moment is restricted to about 10 miles on easier roads, 

Farndon is a suitable place within reach of Tilston or Shocklach to offer safe 

parking and a chance to put in a little exercise.  I arrived at the Carden Arms about 

12.15 without sight of any other Anfielders; however I was soon joined by Geraint 

Catherall and David Birchall with friend Harry Paver, a fellow Mancunian, and 

then was aware of Mike Twigg sitting at a nearby table.  The company expanded 

with the arrival of Tony Pickles and son Chris, and Mary Birchall, whose presence 

completed a companionable gathering round a large wooden table with plenty of 

eating accompanied by good conversation.  I had an interesting chat with Harry, 

both of us being familiar with the Ashton and Oldham areas. 
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We went our separate ways with David, Mary, and Harry taking a rewarding walk 

up to the Peckforton hills to enjoy some splendid views.  For myself, I was lucky 

to have my brief period of cycling in pleasant sunny weather in both directions in 

contrast to the vicious rain storms I encountered travelling by car. 

John R. Williamson 

The Britannia, Halkyn    -   24 th September 2011  

I had this run worked out in my head. Out at 9.30, over Moel Arthur, back over 

London Bridge, up through Moel y Crio followed by a nice descent to the 

Britannia. Nothing to it! In reality it didnôt work out quite like that. Iôm very good 

at planning a route but not at actually getting out of bed and doing it. By the time I 

left the house it was after 10 oôclock, and too late to follow the plan, so I wandered 

up on to the Halkyns and then tried a few lanes, which I had noticed on many 

occasions but had never explored. Most of the time I didnôt know where I was and 

more than once made the mistake of going too far down hill only to have a hard 

climb back up. I like the hills in a masochistic way but Iôm too old and heavy for 

them so by the time I arrived at the Britannia my computer told me Iôd averaged 

only 10 mph over the last 2 hours. 

There were no bikes in sight so I put in another 2 or 3 miles to kill a bit of time 

and on my return I found Geraint, Len Walls, Tony and Chris Pickles who had 

only just arrived. Tony had some impressive drawings of one of the latest 

suggested designs for the new club tops but white was the main colour, which 

meant that they would have to be washed at least twice a year. I do, however, have 

a club vest from a few years back which was mainly white and that was OK.  

The views from the window were spectacular and with a decent pair of binoculars 

Iôm sure I would have been able to see my house - so close and yet so hard a ride 

to get to here. After lunch Tony started talking about a roundabout route home as 

heôd only done a handful of miles so far. I had already done my miles so I hung 

back a bit to let the others go then enjoyed a leisurely half hour down hill ride 

home. It was a most pleasant ride, although a bit hard at times. Now Iôm semi 

retired I must do it more often, that is, once Delia stops adding to the list of jobs 

which I havenôt had time to do for the last 20 years. 

Dave Bettaney 

Sandstone Restaurant , Brown Knowle  -   1st October  2011  

Formerly the Copper Mine Inn.  Present: Ben Griffiths, Graham Williams, and 

Dave Bettaney.  

Beeston Castle Hotel, Tiverton   -            22nd October 2011  

Geraint and Ben were the only two for this clubrun, each having cycled separate 

routes through the lanes from Wales.  The day could not have been lovelier.  With 

blue skies, sunshine, and autumn colour, and dry roads too, it was perfect for 

cycling.  David and Mary Birchall looked in briefly on their way to the Dysart 

Arms, Bunbury, for lunch with friends, followed by a visit to St Boniface, and a 

walk along the canal towpath from Tilstone to Bunbury Locks. 
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The Buck, Bangor on Dee  -              29 th October 2011  

ñItôs Geraintôs birthday todayò said Peter, ñso let there be a good turn outò.  And so 

it came to pass - Tony and Chris Pickles rolled into the yard at the same time as 

David Birchall, Geoff Sharp and Keith Orum, closely followed by Dave Bettaney 

and Ben Griffiths.  Birthday card duly signed by all, we wished Geraint ñmany 

happy returnsò.  And then he left, in Benôs wake, while the rest of us enjoyed the 

hospitality of the Buck and a chat for a bit longer. 

18
th
 century box pews at St Deiniolôs, installed when the squirearchy ruled Worthenbury 

Exploring rural churches leads you 

into the most remote and quiet 

countryside of England and Wales, 

and introduces you to the history of 

the land ñthrough stone, wood, and 

glassò.  So after lunch the Historical 

Section made for Worthenbury and 

what seems to be an obligatory 

inspection of St Deiniolôs following 

clubruns to Bangor.  But then those 

who know about architecture say 

there is ñno better or more complete 

Georgian church in Walesò. 

Throughout it had been one of those grey days with the possibility of rain, which 

never looked far away.  But we were lucky, rain-gear was not needed, and all 

reached home in the dry. 

Raven, Llanarmon -yn-Ial    -             5 November 2011  

The Raven Inn has been an ABC clubrun venue since 1959, very popular from the 

start ï with monthly visits, Spring to Autumn in the days when we met for tea at 6 

p.m.  Its popularity had much to do with the gammon, eggs, and chips, which the 

landlordôs wife could rustle up in an instant.  And the genial landlord played his 

part too ï certainly after we discovered that if asked, he would discreetly serve 
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Burtonwood bitter to us cadets.  Now owned by the community the Raven is as 

hospitable as ever, and our visits are two or three times a year. 

Present:  Bill Graham, Geraint Catherall, Ben Griffiths, Tony and Chris Pickles, 

John Williamson, Dave Bettaney, and David and Mary Birchall (with Wilber the 

Jack Russell keeping an eye on quality control) - nine in total. 

Such a glorious autumnal day was perfect for cycling, and as if in proof there were 

some very nice road machines parked outside the Raven.  After lunch, for the 

Walking Section, it was a stroll amongst the industrial archaeology by the River 

Alun in the woodland at Loggerheads Country Park ... 

Afon Alun, Loggerheads 

The Dysart Arms, Bunbury   -         12th November 2011  

For November, this was truly a glorious weekend for cycling.  Temperatures 

around 16C, sunny and only light winds.  Even so, the Editor was not in the best 

of spirits as we left Knutsford, complaining of an aching head and arthritic joints.  

And that was not all, as we shall see.   

We headed for Davenham via the back lanes, then on to Whitegate and Oulton 

Park. During this time the Ed. was recovering well from his various agues and 

became more animated as he recounted the story of Jane Johnson, Bunburyôs 

equivalent of ôAllo ôAlloôs Fallen Madonna with the Big Boobies, an apparition 

that can be freely viewed in St Bonifaceôs.  So consumed was he with this 

pleasurable prospect that his normally reliable sense of direction failed him and 

we lost our way round Eaton village, adding at least two miles to the ride.  I 

eventually got him back on track and we arrived at the Dysart Arms to be met by 

Bill Graham, Geraint Catherall, and Lee Nichols. 
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The Dysart Arms is a very pleasant pub and ideally positioned opposite the church 

for anyone with carnal desires.  Thus it was that DB and President Bill went to 

seek out Jane after lunch.  Geraint, Lee, and I (my body being my temple) resisted 

such temptation, and we went back home our separate ways.  I chose a different 

route back to Knutsford via Church Minshull, Middlewich, and Lower Peover, 

making a round trip of about 50 miles of great cycling.  DB and Bill not only 

survived the Jane experience, but were so inspired that they flew to Chester, into 

the wind, considerably faster than evens all the way é 

The Pheasant, Burwardsley   -         19 th November 2011  

Setting the theme for this run was a meeting with the CTC about the cycling ban 

imposed by Peckforton Estates on the Burwardsley ï Peckforton  ñHaunted 

Bridgeò track.  A joint CTC / ABC inspection of the lane followed lunch.  The 

morning had started well, with glorious late autumn sunshine.  But it turned grey 

and misty very quickly, with November gloom down by midday.  At the busy 

Pheasant, all on bikes, were:  Bill Graham, Geraint Catherall, Lee Nichols, Dave 

Bettaney, Geoff Sharp, and David Birchall.  And we were delighted to welcome 

guests Peter Williams and Glennys Hammond from CTC Chester and N Wales. 

Coddington Village Hall    -        26 th November 2011  

ñCall this a cycling club?ò said 79 year old birthday boy Ben mischievously.  But 

then é of the eleven at this committee meeting he was the only one on a bicycle.  

However the good turn-out was much appreciated, and the tea and sandwiches, 

thanks to Knutsford WI, would not have fitted into a saddlebag.  

Oh yes, and let it be recorded, next day Ben was up for a 70 miles morning ride, 

over the hills of North Wales, with super-fit Graham Thompson.  

 

What the President saw (but Alan Orme 

didnôt).  The card at the statueôs base 

reads:  
This statue commemorates Jane Johnson, the 

young wife of the dancing master of Nantwich.  It 

once stood close to the main altar.  But in the 

1760s, the vicar, ñso disturbed é by the bulging 

udders of Janeò, had the statue secretly buried.  

It was rediscovered only by chance in 1882. 

Then we looked at the wall paintings, and 

the intricately carved oak screen, some six 

hundred years old.  Studying the 

carpentry, Bill described how different 

parts of the tree were used to best effect. 

Fascinating, and fortunately it survived a 

WW2 landmine, probably intended for 

nearby oil installations, which caused 

serious damage to the roof and windows. 
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Autumn Tints 14-16 October - Tony Pickles 

 

Llanfyllin (photo: Peter Catherall) 

Chris and I arrived early Friday evening.  We couldnôt be there earlier because 

Chris is now doing the 2
nd

 year of his A levels, and bunking off for the afternoon, 

bike riding, was out of the question ï according to his mother!  Anyway we 

unpacked and got down to the bar, and before long Geraint and Peter Catherall 

appeared followed by the mountain bikers after their potter to Llanrhaeadr.  It was 

rumoured that Tecwyn and Dikki had reported in.  But they had gone missing, 

presumably to find somewhere to watch the rugby semi-finals next day. 

The rest of us perused the evening menu, not to be rushed you know, and ordered 

a beer.  Later Tec and Dikki re-appeared, and in true Anfield fashion we spent the 

rest of the evening catching up with each otherôs tales.  Dickkiôs stories of sailing 

boats from Spain were unbeatable!  Every bit the pirate from Plymouth, where he 

now lives, in retirement he crews yachts across the Bay of Biscay to the Yealm. 

He also tends his lobster pots, fishes for squid, and generally messes about on 

water.  This weekend he adopted the role of French onion seller, complete with 

beret.  In rugby mad Llanfyllin this represented life on the edge, and after Wales 

lost to France an international incident loomed with Dikki its focus.  So it was just 

as well Welsh speaking Tecwyn was on hand to keep the peace.  ñNo sense of 

funò, said Dikki about the fans in the pub where the match had been shown live. 

But back to the cycling - Saturday morning was dry and bright - and even I had no 

excuse not to ride.  David Birchall mustered the muddy brigade, while Graham 

Thompson, on road bike, took Geraint away towards Bala.  I was aghast at the 

route they were planning.  In contrast, Davidôs route looked more sedate:  out of 

Llanfyllin, gradually uphill to Penygarnedd.  But then there was more up ï a quite 

steep, rough road through forest, before a long descent (thatôs when I stopped 

moaning).  Chris and I hurtled down only to wait for the others on their skinny 

slick mountain bike tyres.  Some more downhill followed, but we came to a halt 
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where a number of fallen pine trees blocked the way.  We scrambled across with 

difficulty, manhandling the bikes through the branches until we were in the clear.  

Then it was more downhill, and I do believe there was frost in the shady areas.  A 

little map reading, and, yes, up again.  A turn to the right and down led to a splash 

through the stream at the bottom.  Some chose the bridge.  How could you!  Most 

of the water had splashed out as I went through.  

 

We had reached Llanwddyn.  Here with lunch but a stoneôs throw away, much to 

my dismay, we began to climb in the direction of Ddol Cownwy.  When we 

reached Bryn Adda, the workmen restoring the small farmhouse said there was no 

path, which seemed good enough for me.  Sadly not for Mr Birchall.  He believed 

there was, and it was marked on his map, and no brickie was going to put him off.  

So we scrambled up some impossibly steep slopes, soggy with marsh grass, to 

what once could have been described as track.  But at the top of this horrid walk 

was an amazing view down to Vyrnwy and the other way to Welshpool ï I think.  

I then realised the Lake was some 200 metres below us, and it must be all down ï 

joy - clear the way!  It was fat knobbly tyres and 17 stone to the front.  Strangely 

though, Chris stayed ahead all the way down, even though he is ten stone.  How 

does that work?  I know no fear of descending! 

 

 
 

 
 
Tangled trees are no 

obstacles for ABC 

trailblazers. We came 

through in triumph.  The 

prize was an exhilarating 

ride down forest tracks made 

glorious with a dusting of 

frost and dew. 
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No gain without pain ï climbing from Ddol Cownwy to the Vyrnwy forest. 

It was the Lake Vyrnwy Hotel for lunch; and so good was the weather, we sat 

outside to eat.  I asked David about the afternoon - and the reply was, as I feared, 

up past the helipad, and up and up.  But the views were worth it, if you were in a 

fit state to see them.  Then it was downhill through forest to the haunted wood of 

Y Foel.  The last bit followed a green lane, and I have to admit I let my front 

wheel slip and I fell off ï no harm done except to my pride.  Only 32 miles in six 

hours but I shifted a few calories I can tell you.  It would be a long wait till dinner. 

Thirteen sat down to dinner.  Toasts were raised ï to John Thompson and Graham 

Smith (Severn Road Club), in respect for their marathon ride of 140 hilly miles 

from Bristol.  John remarked how consistently the journey has been blessed with 

good weather.  Perhaps it is because in recent years the weekend has coincided 

with St Lukeôs little summer, which folklore says occurs around the Saintôs day 

(18th October).  So we paid tribute to St Luke too.  Then there was Harry Poole, 

represented in spirit by his salver.  In a kind of ñtrooping the salverò ceremony, at 

the end of the meal we passed the port round on it, and toasted Harryôs memory.  

And he may well have actually stayed at the Hotel when the Anfield visited 

Vyrnwy in 1900. 

Sunday was a trip round the lake on road bikes, followed by tea and toast at the 

cafe by the dam, and a meander home.  It was a cracking weekend, with good 

rides in autumn sunshine, and good company.  Thatôs what itôs about.  Last but not 

least, thanks are due to Tecwyn for making the hotel arrangements. 
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The long and winding road that leads to Pont-y-Gain 

(photo courtesy Google Streetview) ... 

TRIPLE LlanuwchAZADE by Graham Thompson 

Despite not having a full team for the Saturday road race - er, I mean - ride, my 

enthusiasm remained high for this end of season classic. There was frost at 

Llanfyllin , but with blue skies the forecast could not have been better. After 

playing around with bikes and cameras, "G" (thatôs Geraint for those who don't 

follow the Sky team) and I set off on the first stage to Bala via the Milltir C errig.  

By Llangynog, the day was already warming up - with the sounds of the Wales-

France game booming out across the valley.  The Mil ltir Cerrig is a lovely smooth 

surface, and my bike felt great with some new STI levers and flight deck computer 

recently bought on EBAY having their first proper ride out. 

We dropped to Bala, across the lake, and headed straight into the cafe (parking the 

bikes first of course) for bacon butties.  I think I was more ready for this than G 

who had earlier demolished a full breakfast at the hotel.  On the other hand I had 

not eaten since 6am (frosted shreddies whilst watching the F1 qualifying).  The 

bacon butty was darn good and G and I chatted about racing and the whereabouts 

of some of the old Anfield gang - sadly I haven't heard from the likes of Rob 

Wilson, Tian Cocker, the Puddocks, Craig or James Fisher for many years - guys 

that share memories of some 

great days in these parts. 

We then set off west as far as 

the end of the lake.  Here we 

took the mountain road 

towards Trawsfynydd.  G 

was a bit unsure of this 

uncharted territory off the 

edge of his OS map.  But I 

had checked the night before 

and convinced him I could 

find the way!  Boy am I glad 

G agreed on this route as it 

turned out to be spectacular 

on this clear and sunny day.  

It was tough climbing past sheep farms, waterfalls, and a horse that was roaming 

free outside a farm.  There were many gates, and, like a faithful domestique, I 

opened them in time for G to breeze through (now I know how Steve Cummings 

feels - word of warning G, Steve's off to BMC next year!). 

We finally topped out to be greeted by a perfectly clear view of Snowdonia at its 

best ï from Snowdon to the Rhinog mountains on the Barmouth / Harlech 

coastline. The muddy brigade may have had the most picturesque views but I am 

guessing that today G and I found the most spectacular (sorry being a racing man I 

never think to bring a camera).  The gates finally fizzled out and we made a 

descent, which, with a clear view all the way down, would have been extremely 

fast.  But the gravelly road made for a little more caution.  
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The lane beside Afon Wen (photo courtesy Google Streetview) 

Heading towards Dolgellau we were still in the mountains with only sparse 

vegetation - rocky rivers, steep climbs, and only the odd windswept tree.  The road 

was cycling perfection.  We dropped at one point into a forest with a steep bank on 

the left that had 

slivers of 

sunlight shining 

through and on 

the right a steep 

drop into the 

river valley of 

Afon Wen.   

Then came a 

few signs of life 

ï a hill farm or 

two, and we 

were in the 

village of 

Llanfachreth.  

During this 

thirty miles loop we had seen two cars - cycling bliss.  We kept left wherever 

possible heading in a vague direction, which we thought would bring us to the 

A494.  We did just that, and turned towards Bala. 

A little fatigue had crept in on the cold descents in the forests - it must have been 

10
0
C colder there, and the lanes were damp in the shade.  But on the main road the 

sun was warm, and the surface like a runway, and we began to recover.  G was not 

entirely sharing this revival, and the steady rise to Llanuwchllyn took its toll, so 

we made straight for an old fashioned garage that had a drinks fridge and choc 

bars amongst the oily rags and spanners.  Every purchase tells a story and G made 

it a triple Lucozade and three chocolate bars!  Which made me wonder if my 

Ribena and Snickers were going to cut it? 

After sitting in the sun we were ready for the Bwlch-y-Groes - the easier side.  At 

the top, I had been climbing well so decided to tackle the hard side too.  So I 

dropped to the bottom and climbed back up.  What I had not accounted for was 

that I had been five hours in the saddle and that the climb ramps up significantly in 

the last 200 yards.  Fighting the bike at 2-3mph trying to stay upright with arms 

and legs shaking with the strain of pushing a 39 x 23 bottom gear on that last part 

thankfully I made it.  G was waiting at the top of Cwm Eunant.  At Lake Vyrnwy, 

we stayed on the shaded but shorter west side - a good decision as we reached the 

cafe by the dam just before it closed and got cake for our efforts.  The final stage 

led back to Llanfyllin via Hallgarth hill just as the sun was going behind the 

mountains.  It had been six and a half hours and 86miles of fabulous cycling. 

What a day to remember - and a welcome change after a long season hammering 

down dual carriageways, or looking at the garage wall on my turbo, although I 

can't wait for it to start all over again next season!!
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e-Clips 

¶ Karl Nelsonôs visit home from Germany in early September resulted in an 

impromptu mid week ride with Geoff Sharp, Keith Orum, and DDB in the 

Cheshire lanes taking in Tattenhall, Harthill, Beeston, and Tarporley, with 

lunch in Christleton.  All very chatty and enjoyable. 
 

¶ From Neil France re the ñ24ò:  

Just a quick note to let you know of another ABC presence at the MRC 24 

start!  It was the first ride Christian (15) and I had done 'up north' together and I 

suggested we go to see a classic race the 24. We flew out to the Eureka where 

he was impressed with Boardman's jerseys etc and then with a strong tail wind 

we were soon in Farndon. I didn't know where the 24 started so we looked for a 

pub for a bite to eat.  We eventually found a newly opened cafe in Holt. The 

sun was shining so we ate outside and were able to find out from other passing 

cyclists where the start was.  Upon arriving we saw Geraint and wished him 

well. We chatted to Bill and I casually mentioned I would be riding in Cape 

Town in October with a friend. It turns out my friend Paul Rutherford was in 

the Unity CC with Bill many years ago. Bill gave me an update on the current 

status of the famous riders like John Geddes etc. Paul as an amateur had ridden 

with Doug Dailey to take a 1- 2 on the inaugural meeting at the new Kirkby 

track against the professionals. I passed all of Bill's news on and Paul was very 

grateful to hear how his ex teammates were doing. (He emigrated in the 

1970's).  The ride home started well but ended in us both grovelling on the last 

stretch from five ways back to Irby as the wind was murderous.  How Geraint 

does it I don't know - 70 miles was more than enough for us that day.  
 

¶ Earlier in the year Belinda Taylor contacted Peter Catherall about a record 

certificate presented 

to ABC members 

Messrs W A Adams 

and A J Jack in 1894 

by the NRRA. The 

images of the clock, 

grim reaper's scythe, 

and hourglass seem 

designed either to put 

you on your mettle, 

or are indicative of a 

dark sense of 

humour, or both.  

ABC man Dave Bell, 

as NRRA President, 

signed the certificate. 


