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For me Gents weekend started with my first pint of beer in our digs - The Stags Head,
Bowness late on the Friday aftermoon. The cycling was an incidental distraction. Many, many beers
Jater and some of us found our selves in the free to member’s wightelub under the digs. Geoff Lund
christened this the cauldron of ecstasy. There wasn’t much in the way of zestasy to be had but there
were plenty of witches that expiains half of Geoff’s naming logic! I was oniy really there to keep an
eye on Paul Fleming, given his recent drinking exploits but somehow I ended up on the dance floor
along with Gethin doing what can only loosely be described as dancing.
My dancing and drink usually leads to disaster and this was no exception, as for some reason I found
myself trying to break back into the hotel at about 3 in the morning. 1 was just contemplating a night in
a wheely bin with ali the other rubbish when 1 spotted the Hotel’s barman in the kebab house who gave
me a key. I celebrated my deliverance with a chip kebab and went to sleep at about 4, 1 was then woken
by the sound of a sawmill at 4.30; this was in fact my roommate’s snoring (I'll name no names!).
The next morning 1 felt very much like the congealed remains of my chip kebab and was therefore
delighted that Paul, Gethin, Colin and me would be going on 2 “nice little circuit” — Paul’s words, not
mine. I had images of pottering along a canal towpath as my hangover gently dissipated in the pleasant
late autumn sun.
The truth was ot quiie as civilised, The nice fittle cireuit in fact took in Wrynose, Kirkstone pass and
several other brutes, | found the best way of negotiating these was on my hands and knees after coming
close and then finally falling off as my weedy legs gave way under the strain. As I crawled up one
particular wall on my look plates, sweating profusely and wanting to decorate the pavement with my
breakfast, I couldn’t help but thinking — wow this is living} In fact that’s a lie. In fact what | was really
thinking was - I want to die, but only after viciously murdering the clowns who had talked me into this.
The only thing that got me through the ordeal was Colin’s promise to tell me what he had seen over
breakfast behind the curtains of one of the opposing reoms. You’ll have to ask Colin what he saw but
I’m sure he’ll be able to recount it in graphic detail!
What seemed like an eternity later and after the novelty of walking DOWN a “hilf” that scared the
beejeesus out of me we found ourselves in the Blacksmiths arms, with a couple of pints and tonnes of
food. Now this was terrain 1 could cope with! Tt was here that Colin ate his legendary steak pie. It truly
was the jabba the hut of the pie world and he didn’t need to eai again tili the following Tuesday.
After a pacey ride back to the digs where we did Gethin for the sprint 1o the Bowness sign (he may say
otherwise but he was just ouiclassed) the inevitable drinking started again. We again ended up in the
“Cauldron of Ecstasy” but everyone ended up in bed at a reasonable time after the day’s horrors in the
hills.
The ride home was flat and sunny, only spoiled by the fact that we all waited to puke after our
breakfast fiy ups and gallons of drink. The one highlight was the classy attack 1 launched on Colin

down the A6. 1 could see he was heavily weighed down by pie so I knew it was time to make my move.
A wins a win after alt!!

}ohn Morgan

ANNUAL DERCE AND PRIZC PRESENTATION - Friday 21st January 2005
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90 members attendgd this funetion and it ean truly be said that it Wa§ B VEry
good night. The Gugst of Hlonour was Andy Cook a weil known eyelist and a
member of the Chippgnham and Pistriet Wheelers. {indy bglonga& to the o‘ld
school of eyeling and it shows. Cyeling Weegkiy recently earried a good art‘lelsz
on his achigvements — amongst whieh is the fact that he had been plaeed ning
times in the top 12 of the BBAR. Tle was joingd by his wife Jaequi — herself
having some very ereditablg P.&'s to her name. The gvgning went off \?grg well
heiped along by the jrigndiingss of the staff and the very nutty LU Tlis
balloon skills must be seen o be beligved and hg egriainiy knows how to get,
and kegp. a party atmosphere. It's good to sge elub mgmbers and frigm'dls z?t
this dinner that honours our raeing mgmbers. Cyril atwags makes a terrifie job
of the photographie board and quite hongstly it's as good o pietgm gallgry as
that displaged at the BETIR Champions’ Night We attend primarily t.o honour
our riders but apart from that it's & good “do” and a good opportunity to mgzt
jrignds under a different Igpe of eanopy — ong in which we ean displag our fing
feathers. iooked at their best — even out of club eolours!
Our thanks go to Gillian for all the work she put in to make it so sueegssiul.
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