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Preface 

 

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎȅŎƭŜ ŀōǊƻŀŘ aŀƎƎƛŜΩǎ ŜƭŘŜǊƭȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜƭƭ 

informed.  This was before the days of e-ƳŀƛƭǎΣ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ ΨōƭƻƎǎΩ ŀƴŘ ŘƛƎƛǘŀƭ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎΦ  wŀǘƘŜr 

than lengthy letters we decided to keep a dairy.  At regular intervals we would tear out the 

carbon copy and post it home with any rolls of film that needed developing. 

aŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻǊŜŘƻƳ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀƭƭȅ ΨƎǊƻǳƴŘŜŘΩ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǊƻǎǘŀǘe 

cancer, I thought that I would try to combine the dairies into one readable account of our 

journeys.  This would also provide our daughters and grandchildren with a summary of 

some of the things their old folks had got up to.       

aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŎǊŀŦǘ ŎƻȄǎǿŀƛƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ ¢ǿƻ ǿƘƛƭŜ aŀƎƎƛŜΩǎ ŘŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

fire-ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊ ƛƴ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ .ƭƛǘȊΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŜƭŘƻƳ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

until after they had died that we realised how little we knew of their lives.  Now we have so 

many questions to ask, questions that, regrettably, must remain unanswered.  Hopefully our 

children will not experience the same frustration.  Probably the attempt to relieve my 

boredom will result in boring the reader, but perhaps someone may find a touch of 

ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜ Ŏŀƴ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ άLŦ ƻƴƭȅΦέ   
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Chapter 1  

A Royal Wedding 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘΤ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦέ 

Woody Allen 

Friday 29 April, 2011 

ά!ƭƭŀƴΗ  !ƭƭŀƴΗ  /ƻƳŜ ǉǳƛŎƪΗέ ²ŜǎΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ frantically across the swimming pool.  Wes 

Harford, my friend of thirty years, gestured wildly from the side of the pool, encouraging me 

to hurry. ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇΚέ L shouted back, thinking that one of the kids had had an accident, 

fallen out of the tree-house or something similar. άLǘΩǎ aŀƎƎƛŜέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎwered as I, clad only 

in swimming trunks, grabbed my gear and ran to his car. ά{ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

worryΣέ he added ŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŦǘŜǊǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŀƳōǳƭŀƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ It was the Royal Wedding 

day of Prince William and Kate Middleton. The second in line to the throne was marrying his 

university sweetheart.  The ceremony was being aired on TV across the nation to the 

fawning masses.  My wife, Maggie, had invited some friends to watch the wedding.  It was 

not my scene so I went for a bike ride, leaving just before our guests began to arrive.                                            

I returned sometime after twelve and found that my friend, Wes had arrived. The wedding 

was still in full-swing. I decided to run down to Burnham Pool for a swim while Maggie 

prepared refreshments for our friends. 

Apparently, Maggie, after serving the food, was sitting on the couch when, without warning, 

she slumped unconscious onto the floor. It soon became apparent that she was not 

breathing and I was sure that a certain amount of panic had set in.  Thankfully, our friends 

kept their cool and rang 999.  Wes went outside to meet the ambulance, which was just as 

well, as there was a street party going on and the medics were having difficulty in locating 

our house. Then he drove to Burnham Pool to fetch me.  

When I arrived home my wife was lying flat on her back with a paramedic administering 

chest compressions, another was operating a ventilator with a tube down her throat. She 

also had a tube containing adrenaline inserted into her while a third medic placed 

defibrillator jump-leads onto her bare chest.  aŀƎƎƛŜΩǎ heart was not beating and her skin 

was blue, the same ŎƻƭƻǳǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ bŀΩǾi tribe in the film Avatar. 

ά{ǘŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪΗέ aŀƎƎƛŜ ŎƻƴǾǳƭǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ ǎƘƻǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

sixth electric shock she had been given and thankfully, this one was successful. 

A stretcher was fetched from the ambulance while we moved the furniture to create a clear 

passage to the front door.  Maggie was taken into the ambulance while a medic continually 

used the ventilator all the way to Musgrove Park Hospital in Taunton. I sat alongside the 
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driver and the ride could have been, in other circumstances, quite exciting with siren 

sounding and lights flashing as we weaved in and out of traffic at top speed along the M5. 

Maggie was rushed into the cardiac unit where a team was already assembled and waiting.  

They had been receiving ECG readouts direct from the ambulanceΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦ I had an 

agonising wait while doctors stabilised her and ran a series of tests; none of which showed a 

reason for the heart failure, her arteries were shown to be in remarkably good condition.  

Maggie was put onto a life-support machine and taken to the intensive therapy unit. She 

was heavily sedated and hooked up to an array of cables, tubes, probes and ventilators. 

Meanwhile, my daughter Joanne and her husband Richard, who had been summoned from 

the golf course, rushed to our nearest hospital, at Weston-super-Mare. There they had a 

horrific wait for the non-ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ aŀƎƎƛŜΩǎ ŀƳōǳƭŀƴŎŜΦ CŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ worst, they were 

somewhat relieved to find that their mother had been taken to Taunton Musgrove Hospital.  

They raced down the M5 and arrived just as Maggie was being transferred to ITU. 

A bank of monitors flashed and beeped and Maggie was festooned with bottles and bags of 

life-saving liquids that ran through tubes into her hands, arms, neck and groin.  A ventilator 

continually pumped oxygen into her lungs.  

The Consultant Cardiologist, Dr D McKenzie, informed us that Maggie had experienced a 

sudden cardiac death (failed), and an ECG had shown long QT syndrome. Further tests 

revealed low potassium levels which could have triggered the arrhythmia. Dr. McKenzie 

suggested cooling. We were told that recent tests had shown ǘƘŀǘ ōȅ ƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅΩǎ 

core temperature any permanent damage to the organs, particularly the brain, might be 

minimised, άǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΗέ  LŎŜ ǇŀŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƛŎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǇǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ Ǉƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ 

ƎǊƻƛƴΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŎƻƭŘ ŦƭǳƛŘ ǿŀǎ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅΦ Lƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅ aŀƎƎƛŜΩǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ǊƻǎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

dropping to 300 Centigrade.  Her heart rate fell to 30 beats per minute. 

These had been the most traumatic few hours of my life. My love, my life and my world had 

fallen apart. I could not believe that this was happening, it was unreal, a nightmare!                                                                         

We were told that there was nothing we could do except wait.  Not able to face seeing 

Maggie shiver and suffer, we decided to go home, I was still in shorts and sandals: but what 

if I were needed?  What if she died while I was not there? I felt that my head was exploding. 

I had a beer, pain-killers and a sleeping pill and miraculously managed to sleep for a couple 

of hours. 

Saturday 30 April 

 I woke at 3am. The bed was empty beside me and it took a couple of moments before the 

horror of yesterday hit me like a sledgehammer. I was numb. My younger daughter, Julie, 

was also awake and we returned to the hospital.  We sat beside Maggie, held her hands and 

tried not to cry. Surely my life, our lives, had been changed forever. 
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Chapter 2 

The Beginning  

άLƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ DƻŘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ IŜŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΦ  [ŀǘŜǊΣ ƳŀƴΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ƻǳǘŘƻƴŜΣ ƛƴǾŜƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛŎȅŎƭŜΦέ  

Anon                             

In 1989, to mark his retirement and closure of his decorating business, my dad gave Maggie 

and me £800. This was unexpected and a pleasant surprise but what should we spend it on 

or should we save it? As chance would have it, I had just seen a tandem for sale in our local 

bicycle shop, for the same amount as our gift. A few years earlier we had hired a tandem 

while on holiday and had a great time. Our daughters Jo and Julie were growing up and 

family commitments were becoming less. This was surely a sign that could not be ignored.   

Our first ride on the new Dawes Galaxy Twin was across the Somerset Levels. After a couple 

of pints of Wadworth 6X at the Burtle Inn, we cycled home on a balmy evening and as 

starlight replaced sunlight, bats were called off the bench to substitute for the swallows 

under a glorious harvest moon: we were hooked.   For us a tandem was ideal. While we 

both cycled, Maggie mainly used her bike around town while I went for faster, longer rides 

having just completed an Ironman Triathlon in the European Championships in Germany 

and raced for England in the over 40s category.  On the tandem we could ride together and 

ŎƘŀǘ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ aŀƎƎƛŜΣ ŀǎ ΨǎǘƻƪŜǊΩ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴŘŜƳ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀƴ ŀŘŜǇǘ ǎǇƻǘǘŜǊ: 

like a tail gunner in a WWII Lancaster gun turret. ά.ǳȊȊŀǊŘ мл ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƘƛƎƘέ she would call 

and we enjoyed sights we would have missed if we both had to continually keep our eyes on 

the road. 

We pedalled regularly on Saturday mornings with a cycling group from Weston-Super-Mare.  

Usually we were well off the pace at the back with the guys patiently waiting for us at the 

top of a hill or a junction.  On one rare occasion however, we found ourselves at the front of 

the pack. Heads down, bums up we were working hard to stay at the front when suddenly a 

snake, yes, honestly a snake, slithered across the road in front of us.  I automatically hit the 

brakes to avoid squashing it and immediately felt a thud from behind.  A crash, bam, splat 

was accompanied by an avalanche of profanities.  The whole peloton had crashed.                             

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ !ƭƭŀƴΚέ                                                  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƴŀƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦέ           

ά! ǎƴŀƪŜΚ  tǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ !ƭΦέ              

Anyway, apart from a touch of gravel rash, no-one was injured and, more importantly, no 

bikes were damaged.  We were about to set off when a feeble cry could be heard,           

ά²ŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ  !ƴŘȅΣ ŘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǿŜǘ ŀƴŘ ōŜŘǊŀƎƎƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿŜŜŘΣ ŎǊŀǿled through the hedge. 

Apparently he had crashed through the hedge and into a ditch while still attached to his 

ōƛƪŜΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦ   
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Chapter 3 

The Republic  of Ireland  

ά¢ǊŀǾŜƭ ƛǎ Ŧŀǘŀƭ ǘƻ ǇǊŜƧǳŘƛŎŜΣ ōƛƎƻǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƴarrow-ƳƛƴŘŜŘƴŜǎǎΦέ    

Mark TwainΣ έThe Innocents Abroadέ 

July- August 1991. 620 miles 

Regular Saturday morning rides and a few Audax bicycle events encouraged us to pedal 

further afield: Devon, the Yorkshire Dales and then our first trip abroad to the Irish Republic. 

The 620-mile tour of South-West Ireland taught us a few things; the main lesson being not 

to take too much equipment. I learnt that if you might not need it, then do not take it!  

Apart from first aid and repair kits, which you hope will be superfluous, everything taken 

ought to be necessary. Many broken spokes and much wasted energy taught us the folly of 

being overloaded. 

In a bar, on our first night in Cork, I ordered a Guinness. The barman partly filled the glass 

then placed it on the bar in front of me. This was at a time when Anglo-Irish relationships 

were not that healthy.           

άIŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ LΩƳ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘέ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀǎ LΩƳ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘΦέ  

While debating with myself whether to demand a full pint or meekly accept the short 

measure, the barman returned and topped up the glass, which, I later learned, was the 

correct way to pull a pint of Guinness. In fact, an exact time should be allowed for the 

ΨǎǳǊƎŜΩ, although it felt a lot longer than the 1 minute 32.5 seconds officially recommended. 

hƴŜ Řŀȅ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘŜŘ Ψŀ ƳƛƭŜΩ ŀƭƻƴƎ ŀ ƭŀƴŜ ǘƻ ŀ ŎŀƳǇǎƛǘŜΦ  About four miles later we 

eventually found the campground.  On returning the next day, we happened to meet the 

same elderly gentleman who had directed us the previous day. άIŜȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƳƛƭŜ 

Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ L sarcastically exclaimed.                    

ά¸Ŝǎ ǎƛǊΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ, ά²Ŝ Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƳƛƭŜǎ ƛƴ LǊŜƭand but,έ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΣ ά¢hey are 

extremely narrow.έ 
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Chapter 4 

 Los Picos de Europa, Northern Spain  

ά¢ǿƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǎǘǳǇƛŘƛǘȅΤ   

  ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΦέ    

    Albert Einstein 

Aug, 1992. 330 miles 

Although we had travelled to Ireland in August, we experienced wet and windy weather.  

So, the next year, searching for a spot of sun, we headed south to Spain.  The ferry from 

Plymouth took us to Santander and once there, we were surprised to find that the local 

people appeared to get up in the morning and retire in the evenings much earlier than we 

had expected.  Not until two weeks after landing in Santander did I realise that I had 

adjusted my watch in the wrong direction when allowing for the time difference between 

Spain and England and we had been two hours behind local time!  

Being in the wrong time zone was the least of our worries once we rode inland from the 

coast at Ribadesella and into the mountains of Los Picos de Europa.  We were heading for 

Los Lagos de Covadonga, recommended to us by a travelling friend. After passing the 

fantastic cathedral at Covadonga, which marked the birthplace of Christianity in Spain, the 

going got tough! The final ten kilometres climbed 1,000 metres and took us two hours: 

much of it walking.  Later we learned that this route was one of the epic mountain top 

finishes in La Vuelta de España, the classic three-week cycling race. On arriving at Lago Enol, 

we erected our tiny tent among many others. Facilities were basic, actually there were none 

but no way did we have the energy to venture further; not that there was anywhere else to 

go, except back down, which we did and much earlier than anticipated. 

Los Lagos 

Atlantic  Ocean 

SPAIN 
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That night a wind of hurricane velocity hit Los Lagos. Our fly sheet was ripped apart and we 

quickly had to dismantle the inner tent to prevent it receiving a similar fate. All the tents 

that had been erected haphazardly around the lake were flattened. We huddled in the lee 

of a giant boulder and were able to watch the devastation by the light of almost continuous 

sheet lightning. By dawn the wind eased slightly, allowing us to escape back down the 

mountain to Cangas, where we bought thread in order to attempt to repair the tent. 

Determined to reach Cares Gorge, recommended by the same friend who, we belatedly 

realised, never cycled but travelled on foot or by motorised transport, we set off uphill 

towards Posada, where we hoped to stay.  At over 1,300 metres at el Pontón, we were hit 

by thunder, lightning and torrential rain.  Cold, wet and miserable, we had yet another 

thousand feet of climbing before descending to the sanctuary of a hostál in Posada. 

The next day, we pedalled down to Cain and from there visited Cares Gorge which offered 

one of the best walks in Spain. Twelve kilometres long, a precarious path had been carved 

into and sometimes through, sheer limestone walls. Griffon vultures soared overhead 

waiting, one felt, for a missed step which could lead to a vertical drop of 200 metres into the 

wild Cares River ς not one for vertigo sufferers. 

We did not plunge into the abyss but the next day we found ourselves in a much smaller but 

equally dangerous gully. Free-wheeling at over sixty kilometres per hour down the 

awesomely beautiful La Hermida Gorge and admiring the sights rather than watching the 

road, I suddenly found our wheels in a deep but very narrow trench. We hurtled down, 

hearts in mouths and tried to avoid the smallest of wobbles when just the slightest touch on 

either side would result in a sudden, undignified dismount and a considerable amount of 

άgravel rashΣέ if we were lucky!  However, a few miles later, or more probably, a few 

hundred metres, we were ejected out of the mini-gorge ς phew! The village of La Hermida, 

incidentally, is said to receive no winter sunshine because of the height and steepness of the 

valley walls.  

Towards the end of our 500-kilometre odyssey in Spain as we headed for Santander and our 

ferry home, we found ourselves on a ridge overlooking a beautiful limestone ravine, 

reminding us of our own Cheddar Gorge in Somerset. We pulled over and decided to take a 

break.  Clambering down a steep slope we stopped, out of view of the car traffic and settled 

down to relax and enjoy the view. The sun beamed down, conveying in its rays a celestial 

eroticism. I removed my shirt and Maggie did likewise. We embraced and things got heated.  

I looked up and saw a coach full of camera wielding tourists roll into view. It stopped and 

parked immediately above us. We froze. Perhaps, if we kept still the audience would not 

notice us, or just think that we were German sunbathers.  After a while, views digested and 

photos taken, the bus moved on. Our tryst broken and romantic aspirations literally 

deflated, we also moved on.   
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Chapter 5 

Germany 

ά²ŀǊ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ only who is lefǘΦέ 

Bertrand Russell 

 

July-August 1993. 950 miles 

In 1993 we cycled the length of Germany; Hamburg to Munich via Frankfurt.  We pedalled 

nearly a thousand miles with, on average, a puncture every hundred miles. In Northern 

Germany we had rain, mud and gravel; while further south in Bavaria we found sunshine, 

dunkel bier and nudists.                                   

From Hamburg we followed a so-called bicycle path 

along the River Elbe to Cuxhaven. I say άso-calledέ 

because for much of its length it was little more than a 

muddy cattle track along the raised river bank. There 

were many gates to cross, locked gates which we had 

to climb over: not an easy task with a loaded tandem.  

Occasionally, the gates were fitted with wooden 

ramps which allowed us to push the bike over, thus 

maintaining the pretence that it actually was a 

designated cycle path. We visited the Pied Piper town 

of Hamlyn and enjoyed the cobbled, narrow streets 

and overhanging half-timbered houses of Hann 

Munden, listed, by the great explorer Alexander von 

Humbold, as one of the most beautiful towns in the 

world.    The castle of the medieval walled town of 

Rothenburg housed dungeons and torture chambers. 

During the Second World War, Rothenburg was 

spared devastation from allied bombing because an 

American general had, pre-war, visited the town and 

liked it! Unfortunately, Hamburg was not so lucky and 

lost 42,000 civilians during a single night of allied 

bombardment.  We happened to be in Hamburg on 

the 50th anniversary of the atrocity.  A visit to the Nazi 

Concentration Camp at Dachau, however, showed us 

that war gives no man the moral high ground. 

Munden 
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Chapter 6 

North America  

(Massachusetts, New Hampshire, Vermont, Washington, British  

Columbia, Alberta, Idaho, Oregon, California, Mexico)  

άEvery day is an adventureέ 

Anon 

 

April-September 1994. 5,270 miles 

While we were in Germany our daughter Julie was working for Camp America in the USA. 

She met a man there, fell in love and planned to return the next year.  Maggie and I saw this 

as a great opportunity to visit the States ourselves on the pretext of άvettingέ her man. 

However, America is a big place for a bike ride and to do it justice, we would need more 

than just the two weeks of our normal annual summer holiday. Hence, we applied for 

extended leave.  At the time I was managing a sports centre in Burnham-on-Sea in 

Somerset, while Maggie was teaching in a local primary school. Having earlier won the 

National Sports Council Award for Sports Centre Management, I was held in quite high 

esteem and managed to convince my management committee that my excellent deputy, 

Martin Rogers, would ably cope in my absence. Maggie was also highly regarded at her 

school.  Consequently, and luckily, we were both granted unpaid leave from April to 

September, 1994. 

Atlantic 

Ocean 

U S A 
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We booked our flights for Boston and prepared for a short trip in New England where Julie 

was workingΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘ ŎƻŀǎǘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ WǳƭƛŜΩǎ romantic relationship 

was noǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƴǳǊǎŜǎΩ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎΦ  

We almost passed each other mid-Atlantic!  

              

We stuck to our plans and pedalled off into New Hampshire and Vermont in early April. This 

part of America had just suffered the coldest winter in living memory.  We found snow, 

frozen lakes and closed campgrounds. In autumn the dense broadleaf trees must look 

beautiful but in early April the beeches, birches, maples and oaks were little more than 

skeletons.   

On our first night in icy conditions we squeezed under the άŎampground closedέ barrier in a 

State Park, cleared the snow away from a patch of ground near a picnic table and set up our 

little tent. There was a stream nearby where we could, after first breaking the ice, wash and 

get water for cooking. After our somewhat frugal meal, we donned all our spare dry clothes 

and snuggled into our sleeping bags as the temperature plummeted.  I was awakened to the 

sound of chomping and chewing under the flysheet and only inches from our heads. 

Something was rummaging through our provisions ς a bear? We had seen many bear 

warning signs but thought that it was just an American macho thing and had paid no notice.  

What should we do: ignore the άōearέ and hope that it would be content with our meagre 

provisions and not seek something more substantial inside the tent; or attempt to shoo it 

away? In a moment of reckless bravado, I chose the latter, ripped open the inner-tent zip 

and confronted the beast.  In the beam of my headlight I was dazzled by the reflection from 

a pair of eyes. The creature was dark grey, with a long muzzle and black bands around its 

tail.  Not a bear: but a raccoon.  What a relief!  I chased it away and returned to my sleeping 

bag. A few moments later the masked bandit was back enjoying the meal I had so rudely 

interrupted. The rest of the night was spent guarding our bags while the raccoon, treating us 

with disdain, sat a few yards away waiting for us to doze off again.  

In icy rain we were breaking camp when a camp ranger drove by in his pick-up. At the time 

we were clearing up after the messy eater! We received a severe verbal reprimand for 

unauthorised camping.         
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Later that morning, pedalling through a small town; signed άpopulation 150, deer 584, 

moose 29, bear 6;έ we saw a notice that warned residents of a recent outbreak of rabies 

transmitted by ς raccoons! We took a break and sat on a bench with a flask and a sandwich.  

A passer-by bade us good morning and asked, άIƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ           

I was surprised because we had not said a word up to that point, άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 

9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΚέ άIŀΣέ ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ άbƻ ƻƴŜ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘŜŀ ŀƴŘ 

eating Marmite sandwichŜǎΦέ We later stopped for American food. While getting stuck into 

an all-day breakfast wielding both knives and forks we became aware of the stares of a 

huge, unshaven man standing beside our table.  He was wearing a baseball cap, cheque 

shirt, jeans with braces and cowboy boots.                                                         

άDoan ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ƳƛƴŘ ƳŜέ ƘŜ ŘǊŀǿƭŜŘ άōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳ guys ŜŀǘΗέ 

A few days later in freezing, driving rain, we resolved to seek indoor accommodation for the 

night. When a B&BΣ ǘƘŜ Ψ[ƻǾŜ LƴƴΩ, appeared as an apparition out of the gloom we felt that 

someone was looking kindly down on us. We were not the only ones with that thought. Our 

ƘƻǎǘǎΣ tŀƳ ŀƴŘ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇƻƻƪȅ ǎƻƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΣ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘǳƎǎ ŀƴŘ άDƭƻǊȅ 

be, see ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ōȅΗέ We were well fed and our wet clothes were tumble dried 

but we were subjected to a relentless bombardment of born-again Christian propaganda. 

For hours we faced a non-stop deluge of threats and prayers to persuade us to embrace the 

Life of Christ.  For a committed atheist, this was torture indeed.  As a guest I felt unable to 

argue my case, not wanting to antagonise my hosts and risk getting ejected into the stormy 

night. Eventually, near midnight, feeling rather shell-shocked, we were able to escape to 

bed. Alongside, on the bedside table, were four bibles and a book entitled άIŜŀǾŜƴ ς How 

¢ƻ DŜǘ ¢ƘŜǊŜΦέ In the morning we departed after more prayers and religious cajolements. It 

would have been easier to face inclement weather and rabid raccoons! 

We breakfasted ŀǘ ²ƻƭŦōƻǊƻΩΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘ ǘƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ USA and the setting for the film 

Ψhƴ DƻƭŘŜƴ tƻƴŘΦΩ  Overlooking the frozen Lake Winnipesaukee, we continued the theistic 

theme and camped in a church graveyard. The next night we found a closed campground 

halfway up Kancamagus Pass at 2,860 feet in the White Mountain National Park.  We wild 

camped, melted snow for washing and cooking and fed the chipmunks. After our bear-cum-

raccoon scare, we began hanging our food bag on a high, overhanging branch well away 

from the tent. It was still raining as we summited the pass the following day in thick clouds 

with no chance of seeing the 6,288 feet high Mount Washington: the highest peak in North 

East America. Its erratic weather boasts nearly a hundred inches of precipitation each year 

and once held the world wind speed record with gusts of 231 mph.                

More freezing, wet weather forced us, once more, to seek indoor accommodation. We 

found a motel in Woodstock and after warming and drying out, took a three-mile jaunt to 

άFrannȅΩs Placeέ for a drink and something to eat. There we met Nancy and Jack who 

claimed to be lumberjacks.  They bought us a beer and instructed us in the noble art of 

tequila shooting. There were three stages. The first was to wet the hand between thumb 
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and index finger and shake some salt onto the wet patch. Then you had to lick the salt off 

your hand and immediately ΨǎƘƻƻǘΩ the tequila down in one gulp and suck on a wedge of 

lime.  I was noǘ ŀ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ΨǎƘƻƻǘŜǊΩ therefore I needed more practice. Another round of 

drinks was ordered, then another and another ς wŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ bŀƴŎȅΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƻΩ ŦƻǊ 

even more booze. How we pedalled back to our motel I will never know but I do know that I 

had one hell of a headache the next day. 

We cycled into Vermont to encounter more hills, rain and snow. Our route took us to a 

mandatory cycle path that paralleled the US 93 Freeway on which no bicycling is allowed.  

However, at the entrance to the cycleway, we were met by a cross-country skier! The bike 

path was under two feet of snow! We had to use the freeway.  Luckily, we saw no police 

patrol cars.        

No trip in ±ŜǊƳƻƴǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ .Ŝƴ ϧ WŜǊǊȅΩǎ ice-cream factory. Somehow, 

ǿŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ΨǿƛƴΩ ǘǿƻ ǘǳōǎ ƻŦ ΨChunky MƻƴƪŜȅΩ and not able to take it with us, we sat on 

the steps near the entrance, got stuck into the gallon buckets and did our best to empty 

them before leaving. 

We experienced more mechanical problems. For example, in Middlebury, we spent over a 

$100 for a new chain, chain-wheels and free-wheel cassette but we could not afford to have 

the bothersome headset replaced.   

We rode over Middlebury Gap at 2,150 feet onto Rochester and Pittsfield. We were 

inappropriately dressed for the continual climbing and descending in the freezing 

conditions.  I had a Gore-Tex breathable jacket but Maggie had only a plastic-coated cagoule 

over her cotton tee-shirt and sweatshirt. We sweated profusely on the climbs but froze on 

the descents.  By the time we reached Killington, Maggie was shivering like a jelly, so much 

so, that the whole bike was shaking in response to her trembling. ά²e have t-t-to f-f-f-find 

somewhere t-t-t-o st-st-stay t-t-tonight.έ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΣ άLΩƳ ǘ-too c-c-c-cold t-t-to c-c-c-

ŎŀƳǇΦέ           

We reached Turn of the River Ski Lodge. Two men were there but in response to our plea for 

a place to stay they told us, ά{ƻǊǊȅ but we aǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΦέ aŀƎƎƛŜ ǘƘŜƴ 

played her trump card, If all else fails, cry! Brandon and Dylan soon relented and found us a 

room. In the morning we were treated to muffins and jelly (toast and jam). Thanks guys! 

On our way back to Boston we stopped at a State Forest in Massachusetts. There, Wesley, 

the head ranger, although the campground was still officially closed, not only found us a 

pitch for our tent but brought a load of logs and made sure that we had a roaring campfire. 

In spite of the rain, snow and freezing temperatures; the split lips and fingers and an 

ongoing series of mechanical problems with the tandem; I wrote in my log:      

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ and so much in love.  I sometimes wondered if the reality of our trip would live up 

to the dream.  It is!  We are savouring every moment, the freedom, the adventure, the whole 
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experience. The only regret is that we are not sharing it with our family. Everyone is so hospitable 

and friendly.  We only stop for a ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ΨIƻǿ ȅŀ ŘƻƛƴΩΚΩΣ Ψ²ƘŜǊŜ ȅŀ ƎƻƛƴΩΚΩ 

ŀƴŘ ΨYƛƴŘŀ ŎƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ōƛŎȅŎƭƛƴƎΗΩ Few people pass without a friendly comment.  The tandem, I suppose, 

makes us a bit of an oddity but so far so good.  Here I sit beside the love of my life, in front of a 

blazing camp fire with a can of Budweiser ς what more could a man want?έ  MmmΧ a WadworǘƘΩǎ 

6X? 

 

 

 

 



19 
 

At the end of April, after three 

weeks and 900 miles in New 

England we flew from Boston to 

Seattle. We spent the night on the 

floor in the airport lounge ς one 

of many free airport ΨhotelsΦΩ Saw 

the sights of Seattle; Aquarium, 

Omnidome, Seattle Centre, 

Monorail and the 530 feet tall 

Space Needle. Here, on the west 

coast, everything was so verdant: 

an array of shades of green. Back 

in New England however, 

although buds and leaves were 

forming, the trees were still rather 

bare. 

From Port Angeles, on the 

Olympic Peninsula, we took a 

ferry to Vancouver Island in British 

Columbia. As we were 

disembarking in Victoria, a man 

pointed at us, turned to a small 

boy and said: ά{ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊǎΦέ We took his comment as a 

compliment, for as the famous travel writer Paul Theroux penned, Tourists ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 

where ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴΣ travellerǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ know where they are going.έ 

We spent a lovely day άtouristingέ round Victoria. It was a beautiful city, with an impressive 

museum, clean streets, plush houses and fantastic views of the Olympic and Cascade 

mountain ranges. Then it was north through Duncan City, which, they claim, has more 

totem poles than any other city. We shared campsites with deer, watched bald eagles, 

heron and woodpeckers and were woken in the morning by the barking of seals and the 

honking of geese. Idyllic countryside, woods, meadows and intoxicating smells of pine, 

gorse, sawn wood and maple enhanced our sojourn. 

After taking a ferry across to the Sunshine Coast on the mainland, we headed south towards 

Vancouver City. At one waterside camp, we were able to swop pedals for paddles and 

borrowed a Canadian canoe.  While paddling we spotted an American bald eagle perched on 

a branch overhanging the water. Suddenly it took off and like an arrow, with its wings 

flashing strobe-like in the setting sun, flew straight at us!  It veered off at the very last 

moment to swoop and, missing us by inches, took a fish from the water and flew off, the 

fish jerking helplessly in its talons. 

Pacific 

Ocean 

Santa Barbara 

Jasper 
BRITISH 

COLUMBIA 

ALBERTA 
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More mechanical problems! For quite a while, the rear cassette had been crunching and 

grinding. It finally gave up completely, leaving us with just one gear and no free-wheel.   But 

hey, we were in Canada and the Mounties would surely come to the rescue: and they did!  

In a supermarket we enquired about the whereabouts of a bike shop, there was none but 

we were advised to ask for the local Mountie, Tye Fraser, a cycling enthusiast.  We found 

Officer Fraser in the Royal Canadian Mounted Police station, his steed was a mountain bike. 

We followed him to his home where he built us a new cassette. Three cheers for the Royal 

Canadian Mounted Police. 

At Vancouver we took the highway Route 99 Ψ{Ŝŀ ǘƻ {ƪȅΩ through the ski centre of Whistler 

and experienced some hard, yet exciting, cycling.  Pine forests, white water rapids, 

waterfalls, snow-capped mountains and glaciers were our backdrop until, about twenty 

miles after Joffre, we enter a gigantic canyon with dark, foreboding walls. It was 

claustrophobic being entombed between sheer black, brown and grey cliffs. The road 

etched its way around the face of the cliff with vertical drops to the rapids below. We 

panted through Lilllooet, one of the original Gold Rush towns and now a Native Indian 

Reservation and into a semi-arid glacial valley. The mountains, through which we had 

passed, created a rain shadow for the valley and we found ourselves in acres of ginseng and 

heavily irrigated pasture and humming birds! 

tŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ΨDƘƻǎǘ ƻŦ ²ƛƭƘŀŎƘƛƴΩΣ ŀ ŘǊȅΣ ǎŀge bush valley, we learned that at one 

time it had been a fertile English settlement. In 1914 the men went off to fight in the Great 

War, only a few returned. A storm had ruined the irrigation canals ς and Wilhachin was no 

more! 

Some tough riding took us through the Monashee Mountains to Revelstoke by way of Eagle 

Pass. It was so named when, in 1865, Walter Moberly, a surveyor for the proposed Trans-

Canada Railway, watched an eagle fly through a gap in the mountains. Subsequently it 

became the route for the 3,000-mile railway and the ǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ψƭŀǎǘ ǎǇƛƪŜΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ 

linked the east with the west in 1885. The Canadian Pacific Railway was built using many 

thousands of European immigrant navvies, but in British Columbia workers from China, 

ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ΨŎƻƻƭƛŜǎΩ ǿŜǊŜ ƘƛǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƭŀǾŜ-labour and were made to 

perform many of the more perilous tasks such as working with explosives. Many were killed 

or received serious injuries. No compensation was paid to their relatives in China: nor were 

they even notified of the loss of their loved ones. 

The railway brought prosperity to the West with land being made available to settlers. 

British Columbia is four times the size of Great Britain but Ƙŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƛǾŜ ǇŜǊ ŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦YΩǎ 

population and half of those live in the Vancouver city area. 

We cycled through Revelstoke, Golden, into Alberta for Lake Louise and Banff, where 

Maggie worked as a waitress and chamber maid when travelling as a student in 1967; then 
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onto one of the most highly acclaimed bike rides in the world, the Icefields Parkway to 

Jasper. 

Paralleling the Continental Divide, the Icefields Parkway was built in the 1930s as a work 

creation scheme to help combat the Great Depression. No commercial vehicles were 

allowed onto the 230 Kilometre drive which offered some of the most spectacular views of 

the Canadian Rockies.  We were in Wonderland watching for bears and elk, as thunder-like 

blasts echoed warnings of avalanches tumbling down the snow-clad slopes onto glaciers and 

the unbelievable blue of Peyto Lake. 

At Jasper we made a U-turn and returned to Lake Louis which had not been seen by white 

men until 1882. It boasts a grand castle which hundreds of Japanese tourists use as a 

backdrop as they photograph each other. 

Continuing south between and sometimes over, snow-clad mountains, we left Kootenay for 

the billboards, motels and gas stations that you will not find in the national parks.  We had 

become accustomed to the tranquillity of the non-commercialised parks but now the fast-

food outlets would not go amiss. 

Leaving British Columbia for Idaho we said goodbye Canada, then hello to the USA. We were 

dive-bombed by ospreys eager to protect their new offspring as we wound our way 

alongside the Pend Orielle River and passed through Kalispell Indian Reservation and the 

ubiquitous car cemeteries. Wild lupins lined the verges, with roses, buttercups and violets 

thriving in the damp climate. Gradually however, the green vegetation became less 

abundant, it stopped raining and as we climbed away from the Coulee Dam, we entered an 

arid area of sage bush and cactus.   

We roŘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ²ŜƴŀǘŎƘŜŜΣ άThe Apple Growing Capital of the Worldέ in spite of the area only 

receiving an annual seven inches of precipitation, most of which is snow! Massive irrigation 

provides the needed thirty-six inches of water for the fruit. The cherries were yummy and 

scrumping was the order of the day as we rode through avenues of cherry trees and into 

Leavenworth before ascending the 4,100 feet Blewett Pass followed by the even higher 

White Pass.  

Our adventure continued, from Idaho into Washington State and over the Cascades 

Mountain Range. Then, as we approached White Pass, our journey almost came to an 

abrupt end.  Near the end of another long day and not thinking clearly, we approached a 

road tunnel.  We could see light at the end of the tunnel and in spite of having no fixed 

lights on the bike, decided that we would not need, or rather could not be bothered, to stop 

and take out our head torches. We pressed on regardless. The tunnel was longer than we 

thought and when we were about halfway through and engulfed in darkness and not able to 

see anything, a convoy of vehicles approached from behind. In the light from the oncoming 

traffic, I attempted to pull over onto the dark hard shoulder, which, we quickly discovered, 
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was nothing more than gravel and rocks ς crash! To the angry blare of horns and the squeal 

of brakes, the cars somehow managed to avoid our sprawling bodies, leaving us bloodied 

but luckily not broken. We have never been so stupid again! 

Earlier, near the town of Colville, towards the end of another hard, cold and wet day and 

while mending our tenth puncture of the tour, a man asked if we would like somewhere to 

stay.  Needless to say, we answered in the ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜΦ ! ΨǇƘƻƴŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ Ƙalf an hour later, 

Charlie arrived in his pick-up truck and we were off up a dirt road to North Star Farm, set in 

the deep, dark woods of the Cabinet Mountains. Charlie, a forester and his wife Maureen 

offered accommodation to passing cyclists at their 13-acre homestead. No tariffs were 

posted for the cabins and bunkhouses but guests were simply requested to make a 

donation.  A sign on the front door stated, ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ȅƻǳΦ CŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜ to 

come in and relax, poke around and make yourselves completely at home. There are cold 

beverages in the fridge. We are happy to share our home.... and look forward to cooking up 

some great food for you and ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜǎΦέ  Fully refreshed, we departed 

the next day feeling positive and enriched by the friendship and hospitality shown to us 

from complete strangers. 

I was also invited into another home a few days later. After Maggie and I had pitched our 

tent in Centralia City Park, I visited in the public conveniences where there were coin-

operated showers.  I undressed in a little cubicle, inserted my 25-cent coin and stepped into 

the shower.  Usually these showers would run hot for a number of minutes before running 

cold. I lathered up and just before I was about to rinse off, the water stopped, completely! 

Dripping wet and covered with soap and shampoo, I searched for another quarter but found 

none. The only thing to do was to exit my cubicle and rinse using one of the cold-water 

hand-wash sinks. This was not easy as the tap was a plunger-type which stopped the flow as 

soon as the pressure was released. Anyway, there I was standing stark-naked in front of a 

tiny basin trying desperately to rinse my whole body with one hand with the other pressing 

down on the plunger.  I became aware of a well-dressed, middle-aged gentleman standing 

near the door watching me. I instantly felt embarrassed and apologised profusely explaining 

my predicament but he was unabashed and very generously offered me use of the facilities 

in his condominium just across the road. I thanked him but said I was fine, washed off the 

last of the foam, dried myself and got dressed. The gentleman once more offered his 

facilities should I need them in the future, he smiled nicely and left. Back at our tent I told 

aŀƎƎƛŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΦ ά.ǳǘ !ƭƭŀƴέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǇƛǘȅƛƴƎƭȅΣ άLŦ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƴŘƻΩ 

nearby, why is he using tƘŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ǘƻƛƭŜǘǎΚέ     Which, I recalledΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΗ 

Looking at our itinerary we realised that we would have a considerable detour to see Mount 

St Helens but this was one of ouǊ άmust doΩsΦέ Therefore, we hired a car and then debated if 

we felt an increase or decrease in status?  On 18 May, 1980 Mount St Helens had erupted. 

The upper 1,300 feet of the once beautiful cone-shaped volcano was blown asunder leaving 

an ugly horse-shoe-shaped crater. Everything within an eight-mile radius was immediately 
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wiped-out following the explosion and the lateral blast flattened century-old trees, levelling 

the forests as would a gigantic steam-roller. Meanwhile, ash was blown twelve miles high 

and spread over 2,000 square miles. The devastation looked to be the result of a nuclear 

holocaust and affected over 200 square miles. Fifty-seven people died during the eruption 

and 200 homes were destroyed. It was sobering to witness the result of this catastrophic act 

of nature but, fourteen years on, we could see the first signs of life reappearing with 

splashes of green emerging from within this graveyard of ash. 

At a cafe in Castle Rock near the Mount St HelenΩs Visitor Centre, we were unable to receive 

service.  All the staff and indeed all the customers, were crowded around a television 

watching aerial shots of a car chase, cops pursuing a white Ford Bronco SUV, in which the 

famous American footballer and film star, O J Simpson, was being sought for the murder of 

his estranged wife, Nicole Brown and her man friend, Ronald Goldman.  Our question: ά²Ƙƻ 

was O W {ƛƳǇǎƻƴΚέ ǿŀǎ ƳŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜ incredulity! The car chase had brought the whole 

Nation to a standstill, as did the verdict of the ensuing trial a year later, when Simpson was 

acquitted. The verdict divided the country. A civil trial in 1997 found Simpson liable for the 

wrongful deaths of Brown and Goldman and he was ordered to pay $33,500,000 in 

damages.  Several indictments followed and in 2005 Simpson was sentenced to 33 years in 

prison for a number of offences including armed robbery and kidnapping. A few days after 

our Castle Rock encounter and back on the bike, we picked up a sharp steak knife by the 

side of the road. It is amazing what you can find when travelling slowly and since then, it 

ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǳǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ψh J KƴƛŦŜΩΗ 

From Washington we continued south into Oregon the cycle-friendly state; where at the 

entrance to tunnels, there were buttons which, when pressed, lit-up a sign reading ά5ǊƛǾŜǊǎ 

beware, cyclists in tunnelΦέ They also have weigh-stations for heavy goods vehicles.  These 

enable the authorities to collect the correct tax from commercial traffic. We rode onto one 

and weighed in at 420 pounds (lbs). Maggie clocked up 120 lbs and me 150 lbs, plus the bike 

with panniers weighing 150 lbs. Hence it was just as well the prevailing wind was from north 

and helping to push our HGV along.   

We had discovered from our previous trips the importance of travelling light. We were 

amazed by the amount of gear some cyclists carried.  For example, we saw tandems with 

four panniers like us but also towing a fully loaded trailer! Normally, we loaded our kit as 

follows:  in one of the front bags we stowed the tent and cooking stove, while in the other 

we put the billies, plastic cutlery and crockery plus food. The rear panniers held our clothes, 

books, first aid kit, tools and spare bike parts; the sleeping bags were stuffed into a dry bag 

which we bungeed onto the back rack. Not having expensive waterproof panniers, we 

always put our clothes inside plastic bin liners first. Our valuables were kept in the bar bag 

that was easily unclipped from the handlebars and accompanied us everywhere.     

The early-morning sea fog tended to linger but at last we had no rain or snow.  Inland there 

was a heat-wave but here on the coast with our following wind, the weather was perfect.  
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We had slowed down, enjoying the beaches, although the sea was somewhat cold; then we 

ventured inland to visit some historical sights. Just south of Astoria was the settlement 

constructed by the explorers Lewis and Clark, who were the first American pioneers to cross 

the western portion of the United States in 1805. Fort Clatsop was named after a local 

native Indian tribe but just about everything else in this area was somehow connected to 

Lewis and Clark. An exception was the historical Indian village of the Yurack tribe. Not for 

them, the characterised buffalo-skin tepee, instead they built low wooden lodges around a 

pit.  Perhaps they found it easier to dig a hole than cut down a redwood? The men had 

separate lodges to the women and children; and come the summer, when the men shed 

their clothes in the warmer weather, pregnancies occurred. The resulting spring births 

happened at a time when food was plentiful and the weather benign. To me, this sounds 

like sensible family planning, although for the young bucks the winters must have dragged. 

The wild life in these parts was abundant. Among many the many species we failed to 

identify, we saw grey whales, sea otters, pelicans, bald eagles, ospreys, vultures, wild 

turkeys, herons, kingfishers, robins that were twice the size of those in England, snakes, 

racoons, chipmunks, turtles, ground squirrels, elk, deer and back in British Columbia, moose 

and grizzly bears. 

When we arrived at the Californian state line, it was like entering a foreign country. In a 

customsΩ shed, uniformed officials demanded that we relinquish all our fruit and vegetables   

in order to prevent the spread of disease into the Golden State. Instead we scoffed the lot! 

One of the joys of bicycle touring in the USA was the camping. Every campground pitch had 

a picnic table and often the views and surroundings were breath-taking; especially in the 

State Parks which boasted ΨƘƛƪŜǊκōƛƪŜǊΩ sites which guaranteed a pitch, often for as little as 

$3 per person ƛƴ Ωфп when we were there.  

We were now in the Redwood National Forest, home to the tallest flora on earth.  The 

tallest sequoia has reached 367 feet and the oldest has lived for 3,300 years. Cycling and 

camping in the redwoods was, as they say in these parts, άawesome.έ  The downside was 

the morning and evening fog which enabled the redwoods to thrive.  Some mornings the 

mist was quite thick, leaving us with a soaked tent and made cycling a tad risky; especially 

when a logging truck or RV materialised out of the gloom and roared past us. The resulting 

turbulence forced us to hang-on like a bronco-buster in a rodeo.  

In Orick we went to a rodeo and witnessed the real thing. There was άbronco-bustin,έ άsteer 

wrestlingΣέ άbareback ridingΣέ άcow-ropingέ and άbull-ridingΣέ although the latter never 

lasted for more than a few, often painful, seconds. This looked rather scary to me; I think 

ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ Ǌƛǎƪ ǘƘŜ [ŜƛŎŜǎǘŜǊ ¢ƛƎŜǊΩǎ ŦǊƻƴǘ Ǌƻǿ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƛǘ ƻƴ ŀ 1,000-lb bull for even a 

few seconds. Several of the riders limped out of the arena holding bruised ribs or clutching 

their nether regions. The paramedics had a busy day.      
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As we, in England have touch-rugby as a safe introduction to the grown-up game, so, in a 

similar way, the rodeo enthusiasts encourage their offspring in their chosen pursuit. For the 

really little ones, cowboys and girls of less than 3½ stones, their daipers are changed for 

denims, a cycle helmet is placed upon their cherubic curls and they are sat astride a sheep 

and told to stay on for a long as they can. Thus, we have άmutton bustinΦέ Their older 

siblings advance to calf riding.               

Relieved to be on a bike and not a bull, we returned to where we had set up camp: a parking 

lot with Portaloos on the outskirts of town. We had erected our little green tent on a grassy 

patch between two RVs (recreational vehicles or mobile homes.)  On waking in the morning, 

we noticed a large άsomethingέ pressing into the side of our tent. On emerging, we 

discovered the άǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎέ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ back wheel of a coach-sized RV.  During the night the 

driver had reversed into the gap between the other vans without noticing our miniature 

abode, or waking us. I roused our new neighbours and politely asked if they would mind 

moving their home off ours. Luckily our tent had a fibre-glass ridge pole which had bent 

under the pressure but did not break. Apart from the tyre-tread marks on the flysheet we 

escaped unscathed. 

An elderly gentleman shuffled across from his somewhat smaller RV and asked if we were 

alright.  He was short, stout and on top of his open-necked shirt, wore an ornate necklace 

embedded with, according to him, mountain lion teeth and elk horns. He introduced himself 

as Grey Cloud, the 85-year-old chief of the Piaute tribe. He had no sons and was the last 

Piaute chief.  He displayed his bracelets, telling us that one was 230 years old, dating back to 

before the white man came to this area: before even Lewis and Clark. Another bracelet was 

made by the grandson of Geronimo; the famous Apache warrior. During this interesting 

encounter, he made no attempt to sell us trinkets or to plead poverty; just the opposite, he 

appeared to be a very proud man. We were introduced to his wife and felt that we were 

experiencing the end of an era. This was rather sad but encounters like these are what cycle 

travel is all about. Somehow being on a bike exposes you to all sorts of experiences. 

We continued through the Redwood Forest to the ά40-mile Avenue of GiantsΦέ These trees 

were so imposing, almost overpowering being 300 feet tall.  The άImmortal TreeΣέ a mere 

youngster of 1,000 years, had withstood fire, floods, lightning strikes and even the axe.  

Further on was ǘƘŜ άEternal Treeέ which had a 20-foot living room built into its trunk and it 

still lived! We fouƴŘ ŀ ΨƘƛƪŜǊκōƛƪŜǊΩ ǎƛǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ wŜŘǿƻƻŘ DǊƻǾŜ ŀǎ ŀ ōǊŀƴŎƘ ŎǊŀǎƘŜd down 

from 200 feet to land too near for comfort. We hoped that we would be safe here. It would 

be just our luck for a 2,000-year-old tree to decide to expire on the one day that we were 

camped underneath. It is remarkable that the roots of these giants go no deeper than about 

six feet. Apparently, they spread out laterally and connect with their neighbours, a bit like 

we did with the recreational vehicle last night. The sad thing is that only about four per cent 

of the original redwood forests remain; but as each tree could be worth $80,000 and 

provide enough wood to build forty houses, it was hardly surprising. 
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²Ŝ ǊŀƴƎ WƻŀƴƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƎǊŀǘǳƭŀǘŜ ƘŜǊ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ нмǎǘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

ȅƻǳ Wƻ ōǳǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ Wƻ 

had spent most of her birthday in accident and emergency at Weston Hospital with Julie 

who had injured her neck on a trampoline.  What awful parents we are!  

Our bike was falling to pieces. Richard, our camp host at Hendy Wood State Park, very kindly 

took us on a sixty-mile round trip to Ukiah to source new rear bearings.  What a nice man! 

 

Bath time (bio-degradable soap of course) 

Between 1811 and 1841 the Russians had an outpost here. They owned Alaska at that time 

and used Fort Ross as a supply depot for grain and to supplement the sea otter trapping 

trade.  Sea otter pelts were very valuable and a thousand otters might be caught in a single 

month.  Needless to say, the sea otters were nearly hunted to extinction. 

Much of the coast road clings to the hillside overlooking the Pacific Ocean but, judging by 

the amount of re-routing and shoring-up works in progress, it was not clinging very 

successfully. Maggie and I followed the San Andreas Fault into San Francisco. All of 

California west of the Fault is slipping into the Pacific Ocean at a rate of two inches a year 

and a major earthquake, like the one that ruined San Francisco in 1906, is a distinct 

possibility.   

The Golden Gate Bridge into San Francisco is 1½ miles long, 220 feet high and was the 

longest single span bridge in the world, until we erected the suspension bridge over the 

River Humber in England, gotcha! Regrettably that record has gone with the longest now 

being in Japan with a span of nearly 200 metres. The Golden Gate has had over 700 suicides. 
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We heard a tale of one such depressed person who, after hours of negotiation, was 

persuaded to step down from the brink. Safe and secure inside the ramparts, he reached 

into his pocket for a cigarette and was promptly shot dead by a cop who thought that he 

was reaching for a gun.  Where else but in the US of A? 

In San Francisco we were accommodated by a guy named Jonathon, who we had met at a 

campground in Oregon. His flat was in Haight Ashbury where Maggie, with flowers in her 

hair, had visited as a student in the 1960s. Like all cities, San Francisco has its share of down 

and outs. On our first visit dƻǿƴǘƻǿƴΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ƘŀŘ ǊŜƧŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŜŀƭ ǘƻ ǎǳōǎƛŘƛǎŜ ŀ ƧǳƴƪŜȅΩǎ 

ƴŜȄǘ ΨŦƛȄΩΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ, άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŎŀǎƘ ƳŀƴΣ ƻǊ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳ Řead!έ Luckily 

ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ Thankfully the good guys far outweigh the bad and we had a ball cycling up 

and down the hills, cruising around the Bay ŀǊŜŀ ŀƴŘ CƛǎƘŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ²ƘŀǊŦ and exploring 

Golden Gate Park, which was an island of green within the City. 

We moved onto the Globe Hostel and arranged a trip to Yosemite. In a mini-bus full of 

students we were soon referred to as mum and dad. Our 200-mile journey took us through 

another forest, this one not of redwoods but of wind turbines which stretched as far as the 

eye could see.  In Yosemite the sheer 3,000 feet granite walls of Half Dome and El Capitan 

were a climberΩs paradise but not for the faint hearted as it took days, not hours, to ascend 

them. The climbers slept overnight in hammocks hanging perilously from bolts secured in 

the vertical rock face. It was not until January 2015 that climbers managed to scale El 

/ŀǇƛǘŀƴ ΨŦǊŜŜΩΣ that is without using previously attached anchors. Such was the difficulty; this 

little escapade took them nineteen days.      

In the High Sierra Nevada, we saw giant sequoias trees, a type of redwood not as tall as its 

coastal neighbours but fatter; in fact, the biggest living things on earth. 

Back in Ψcisco we shared our hostel room with an African, a German, a Swiss and a Canadian 

Inuit called Steve. The latter complained of being victimised by police in Texas and Los 

Angeles. This was because he looked Mexican but ironically, being a Native American, he 

had the right to go anywhere in North America unimpeded. 

We reclaimed the tandem from the roof of the hostel and headed south once more passing 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ IŀƭŦ aƻƻƴ .ŀȅΣ {ŀƴǘŀ /ǊǳȊΣ aƻƴǘŜǊŜȅ ŀƴŘ {ǘŜƛƴōŜŎƪΩǎ /ŀƴƴŜǊȅ wƻǿΣ from 

where sardines were nearly fished to extinction in the 1930s and Ψ40s.  From the redwood 

forests into a vegetable jungle, mile upon mile of cabbages, artichokes, peas, leaks, beans, 

sprouts and lettuces; then we passed an army of Mexicans harvesting hundreds of acres of 

strawberries. From Big Sur we continued hugging the coast with vertical drops to the Pacific 

Ocean below.  The highway was narrow and winding, as if were etched by a shaky hand.                                                   

Hearst Castle beckoned. W.R. Hearst, a media and publishing tycoon, the son of a rich 

industrialist and grandfather of the infamous Patty, built his castle at San Simeon. His family 

already owned 250,000 acres of the countryside, including fourteen miles of coastline.  
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Hearst Castle was quite large, it had fifty-six bedrooms, sixty-one bathrooms, nineteen 

sitting rooms, 127 acres of garden, indoor and outdoor pools, tennis courts, a movie theatre 

and even its own airfield. The Neptune Pool featured an original ancient Roman temple 

front. Indeed, much of the furniture and fittings were plundered from Europe, as were many 

of the volumes that filled the shelves in the library. Meanwhile, on the beach below the 

castle, a hundred elephant seals basked and trumpeted their disapproval of such 

extravagance.  

Maggie was suffering from a severe rash of poison ivy, probably received during one of our 

roadside natural breaks.   

On 1 August, our 24th wedding anniversary, we were cruising sedately along when suddenly 

overtaken with a whoosh and a, άIƛ Ǝǳȅǎέ ōȅ another tandem.  After a few hundred yards 

they slowed down and allowed us to catch up with them. Ed Rodriguez and Joe Sevilla 

talked us into following them to their homes in Santa Barbara and insisted that we stayed 

with them for a couple of days. Santa Barbara was a city unknown to us but we felt a 

spiritual connection as this was the home town of Barbara and Larry Savage who completed 

an around the world bicycle venture in 1980.  Their wonderful book άMiles From Nowhereέ 

inspired us to embark our own big bike ride.  

 We enjoyed relaxing and being pampered but all too soon it was time to move on.  We 

bade Ed and Joe a sad farewell not knowing that we were to share more cycling adventures 

with Ed in the future. 

          

 

Our route to and through Los Angeles was either manic or idyllic. There was heavy traffic on 

4-lane highways or quiet cycle paths along sun-bleached beaches. After Ventura we rode 

through a never-ending expanse of fruit and banana plantations, peach trees, lemon and 
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orange groves. These blessings of nature were so cheap that we could not afford to not buy 

some. Loaded with oranges, grapes, plums, cherries, nectarines, cantaloupe melons, 

peaches, strawberries, courgettes and an onion, we struggled to the nearest camp to enjoy 

a very healthy meal. 

From Malibu the paved cycle path stretched for fifteen silky-smooth miles along Baywatch 

Beach, Santa Monica, Venice Beach with its famous outdoor gym and Redondo Beach.  We 

shared the path with teems of walkers, roller-bladders, joggers and other cyclists while 

attempting, with difficulty, to keep my eyes on the path rather than the bikini-clad nymphs 

playing volleyball alongside. After eighty-eight tiring miles we arrived at a private 

campground at Newport Beach, only to be told, άbƻ room, we arŜ ŦǳƭƭΗέ Although there 

were acres of space between the luxury recreation vehicles, we and our little green tent, 

were not welcome. We were told, ά¢ƘŜǊŜ is a State Park just thirty minutes down the roadΦέ 

Great but that 30 minutes was by car! The eighteen miles took us almost two hours because 

a front pannier broke that required first aid in the form of a tent peg and duct tape. It was 

very dark when we eventually rolled up at Doheny State Park. A uniformed ranger greeted 

us at the entrance kiosk. He gave a long and grave look at our weary demeanour before 

shaking his head sorrowfully saying, ά{ƻǊǊȅ guys but ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŦǳƭƭΗέ        

Oh shit!  What were we to do?  We were so tired and it was too dark to venture further. The 

ranger shook his head sadly as he absorbed our crestfallen features. Then moments later he 

clutched his sides and burst into laughter withΣ άhƘ ƳŀƴΣ LΩƳ so ǎƻǊǊȅ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ 

You should have seen your faces!  Of course, we have room.  Here let me help you get set 

ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀƳǇΗέ  !ƭƭΩǎ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴŘǎ ǿŜƭƭ and ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜ ƴƻǘŎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ƻǳǊ ǘƘƛǊŘ ΨŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΩ ƻŦ 

the tour. 

The next day we rode through San Diego and over the border for a day trip into Mexico at 

Tijuana, from absolute affluence to extreme poverty. We were overwhelmed by hawkers 

and beggars, many of whom were mere children. At the customs post on our return into 

California we were stripped of the fruit we had earlier bought at a local market.  

We had more mechanical problems in San Diego but luckily in a city with an abundance of 

bike shops we were able to buy and fit new chain rings and spokes.  ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ CƛƴŜǎǘ /ƛǘȅέ 

also boasted several DennyΩs diners that offered great all-day breakfast deals: three eggs, 

three bacon rashers, three sausages, three pancakes, three hash browns and coffees, all for 

only $3. 

Time was running out and our five-month, 5,000-mile odyssey was coming to an end.  We 

returned to Los Angeles to stay at the Inter Club Hostel at Venice Beach, from where we 

arranged a day trip to Disneyland and another to Hollywood, the Sunset Strip and Beverly 

Hills: what a contrast to Tijuana! 
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!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ΨŦǊŜŜΩ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ [!· ǿŜ ŦƭŜǿ ǘƻ .ƻǎǘƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜǘ ōȅ ƻǳǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ 

Julie, who had returned to New Hampshire to complete her Camp America contract.  We 

left for home on an earlier flight than Julie but somehow, she managed to arrive back in 

England before us, once again passing in mid-Atlantic but this time both in the same 

direction! 
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Chapter 7 

West Row 

άIŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜƻǳǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ Ǌƛǎƪǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

Mohammad Ali  

1946-1964 

I was born at my mƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ƛn Inverness, Scotland in 1946. My mum and dad had met 

two years earlier during the Second World War. Dad was in the Royal Navy and mum was a 

Wren.  Dad had been orphaned at a very early age and sent to live in West Row, a small 

Suffolk agricultural village, with a relative, ά¦ƴŎƭŜέ Jack Butcher, and his auntie, the district 

nurse.    At 11 years of age my father was sent as a boarder to Kingham Hill public school in 

Oxfordshire. One year after the start of the Second World War, when he was just 17 years 

old, he dismissed himself from school and enlisted in the Royal Navy.                              

He volunteered ŦƻǊ ΨŎƻƳōƛƴŜŘ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀƛǊΣ ƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƴŀǾŀƭ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ 

together.  Consequently, as a pilot of an LCT (landing craft ς tank), he was involved in the D-

Day Landings, the greatest armada ever assembled; this led to Allied Forces gaining a 

foothold in France and subsequent victory in the war. 

 After the war my parents moved to the village in Suffolk where my dad had been brought 

up.         I think that mum found the transition quite hard; the villagers of West Row probably 

viewed any stranger with suspicion. Mum was once reported as saying in response to some 

hostility, άYou might think that I am a barbarian but at least we have flush toilets in 

ScotlaƴŘΦέ  In West Row we did not.  I was about eight years old before I enjoyed a good 

ΨŦƭǳǎƘΦΩ 

In the winter of 1942 at the height of the Second World War, the brother of dŀŘΩǎ άUncleέ 

Jack was ploughing in West Row when he made an incredible discovery. Gordon Butcher 

unearthed a priceless cache of Roman treasure. It was not until 1946 that the discovery of 

the silver pieces came to the attention of the authorities. It was promptly declared a 

treasure trove and is now on display in the British Museum, and is known as the Mildenhall 

Treasure, although the ΨWest Row TreasureΩ would be more accurate. 

wƻŀƭŘ 5ŀƘƭΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǿǊƛǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴ, was a fighter pilot in the Royal Air Force 

and visited RAF Mildenhall, an airfield adjacent to the field where the treasure was 

unearthed.  Dahl read about the remarkable event in a local newspaper and conducted his 

own investigation; he then wrote, ά¢ƘŜ aƛƭŘŜƴƘŀƭƭ ¢ǊŜŀǎǳǊŜΣέ a non-fiction story and one of 

5ŀƘƭΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǿǊƛǘŜǊΦ  As a boy, I often wandered across that field but never made a 

single discovery, unlike my brother Colin who was always digging up arrow heads, scrappers 
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and other stone-age implements.  Colin followed his passion and became one of the 

/ƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ leading archaeologists.   

My childhood was idyllic. West Row was situated on the edge of the Fens and I spent every 

free moment playing outside. There was little traffic, no barriers, I had absolute freedom to 

play as and where I liked. One of my hobbies was bird nesting; this entailed ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƴƎ ōƛǊŘǎΩ 

eggs, which, to my knowledge, was not illegal at that time. I had accrued a sizeable 

collection. One species I did noǘ ƘŀǾŜΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴΣ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊƻƻƪΩǎ ŜƎƎΦ 

Rooks built their nests in the uppermost branches of very tall trees, branches that were 

unlikely to take the weight of even a small boy. However, needs must and one day my friend 

wǳǎǘȅ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ ŀ ǊƻƻƪΩǎ ŜƎƎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ wǳǎǘȅΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ōǊŀǾŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

me, ascended the tree, spreading his weight carefully between the ever-slender branches. 

He got within touching distance of a nest, reached up and shouted down, ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ 

three eggs in but ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƭŘΦέ {ƻ, Rusty claimed all three eggs, placing one in each side 

pocket and one in his mouth; the accepted safe place for an egg when climbing trees.  

Crack! A branch gave way and down he plummeted, coming to an abrupt and undignified 

halt astride a more substantial branch. Rusty squealed, gagged and spat. The egg in his 

mouth had broken and was rotten, as were the eggs in his pockets; hence, we never did get 

ŀ ǊƻƻƪΩǎ ŜƎƎ and phew, did he stink!   

We spent a lot of time in or on the River Lark, which flowed by the village. One beautiful 

sunny day we decided to go for a swim. As it was February, I was unlikely to get permission 

from mum, so I smuggled out my swimming trunks and cycled to the river with Rusty and 

my other mate Meady. The latter was blessed with a somewhat corpulent physique, he 

waded into the river, shivering but persevering. Trying to outdo him I dived in headfirst.  

ΨOh, thee of little brain!Ω Cold, cold, cold, the pain in my temples was indescribable. I barely 

managed to crawl out, and lay on the river bank expecting my head to implode. Rusty also 

lay on the grass but he was curled up with laughter. He had more sense than to swim in 

February but, after all, he was a grammar school boy! 

Whilst on the subject of schools, I have very few recollections of my time at West Row 

Primary School apart from getting the cane from the headmaster for spilling an ink pot over 

his desk with a football. Even worse, I was banned from the forthcoming football session.                                 

I failed the 11 plus and was sent to Mildenhall Secondary Modern, which was ideal for 

football but, regrettably, little else. No, I take that back. It was good if you wanted to be a 

horticulturalist or a handyman. Boys spent a whole day, every week, every term, in every 

year gardening and woodwork. Languages, literature, chemistry, physics and Latin for 

example, were not in the curriculum. But we had a good football team, often winning the 

County Championship. I was a reasonable player and consequently enjoyed a raised status. 

The headmaster, Mr Star, ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜŘ Ψ¢ǿƛƴƪƭŜΩΣ ǇŀǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀȅƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ playtimes with a 

ramrod straight right arm. The reason for this was that his sleeve was a scabbard for his 
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cane which, at a flick of the wrist, would appear in his grasp to be wielded in a manner 

befitting a cavalier.                                                                                                     

One rainy day we were being shown slides in the gardening shed about άdouble diggingέ or 

something equally important.  Our gardening teacher, Mr. άBogeyέ Ward, so-named 

because of an ever-present dewdrop on the end of his nose, dimmed the lights and as he 

started projecting, a voice came out of the darkness,                                                                      

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǎŀǿ ŀ ōƻƎŜȅƳŀƴ ŀ ŎǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƳŜΣ L ŘƛŘ L ǎŀǿΦΦΦΦΦέ?                                         

The ditty was stopped mid-chant as the master roared, ά²Ƙƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ                            

άaŜ {ƛǊέ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǳǇ wƻōōƻ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ Peter Robinson was a Fen Tiger, he lived deep in the 

Fens and was as hard as nails. He was probably one of the kids that got sewn into his liberty 

bodice in autumn and not cut out of it until the spring.                                                           

άIƻƭŘ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘΗέ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ .ƻƎŜȅƳŀƴ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴŜ: whack!                  

ά.ǳƎƎŜǊ ƳŜΗέ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ wƻōōƻ ǎǳŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴΦ                                   

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚ IƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōƻȅΗέ ²ƘŀŎƪΗ         

ά.ǳƎƎŜǊ ƳŜΗέ                   

ά!Ǝŀƛƴ wƻōƛƴǎƻƴΗέ Whack! ά.ǳƎƎŜǊ ƳŜΗέ ²ƘŀŎƪΗ ά.ǳƎƎŜǊ ƳŜΗέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƎŀƳŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ 

until eventually Mr Ward, exhausted and taunted by the cheers and laughter from the rest 

of the class, had to relent and sent Robinson to face the headmaster.    

One benefit from my time at Mildenhall Secondary Modern was that I learned how to box. 

During my fourth, and final, year at school we had an ex-army physical education teacher, 

Sergeant Lawrence. He introduced us to the noble art and I took to it like a fish takes to 

water. 

During my last term at school, Mr Lawrence took up employment at a private school in 

Bedford and shortly after I received an invitation to take part in a boxing demonstration at 

Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΩǎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ŦŀƛǊΦ ! ōƻȄƛƴƎ ǊƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ erected amidst marquees and stalls in 

the sports field. When it was my turn to box, I climbed up into the raised platform and 

glanced across at my opponent. He looked back at me with a grin through his gum-shield 

and shrugged off a bright red dressing gown to reveal a school singlet and shiny blue silk 

boxing shorts. He shadow-boxed in his corner, Ali-shuffling in black calf-length boxing boots 

while I quaked wondering what I had let myself in for. My gear consisted of a white vest, 

football shorts and plimsolls. Anyway, I could not have done too badly for at the end of the 

bout Mr Lawrence, rather generously, declared a draw. Suitably encouraged by my first 

fight, I joined Ely Amateur Boxing Club, the nearest club to West Row but fifteen miles away.                

Although this was my last year at school, I had no idea what I would do when I left, I had not 

really thought about it. I started to panic when farmer Ford, for whom I worked during the 

9ŀǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅǎ ΨǎƛƴƎƭƛƴƎΩ ǎǳƎŀǊ ōŜŜǘΣ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƳŜ ŀ Ƨƻō as a farm labourer.  A job?  I did not 

want a job! I wanted to continue playing football, cricket, going fishing, that sort of stuff. 

However, I was leaving school next term so what to do? The answer, of course, was to stay 

at school. But my school did not even have a fifth yearΣ ȅŜŀǊ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣ 
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never mind a sixth form. Thanks to the dogged determination of my dad, I wangled a place 

at Cambridge Technical College in the next county.  It meant a fifty-mile round trip by bike, 

bus, train and foot: but at least I did not have to work for a living. 

I signed forms for Cambridge United Football Club but after half a season only playing the 

occasional game in the reserves, I chucked it in. The senior professionals in the club treated 

us juniors with contempt; they swore like troopers, smoked, spat and offered a regime of 

which I just did not want to be part. On the other hand, the environment provided by my 

boxing club in Ely was respectful, caring, encouraging and friendly.  I was doing quite well 

and that helped.  Unbeaten as a junior, I then lost my first two senior bouts but went on to 

win a London divisional title and the Eastern Area Championships three years in a row at 

three different weights.           

The trips to and from Ely for training during the winter of Ψ63 tested my resolve. 1963 was 

the year of the άBig FreezeΣέ the coldest winter in the 20th-century. We had sub-zero 

temperatures for months in a row and not until March did Britain record a day without 

frost.  I had a fifteen mile journey each way and travelled on my Lambretta Scooter. I wore a 

thick US Air Force flying jacket but even so, needed a brisk rub-down with a coarse towel in 

front of a hot stove when I arrived at the club. The twice weekly trip across the Fens became 

more bruising than the boxing. I regularly hit icy patches and fell off the scooter. On one 

occasion, the accelerator twist grip was broken leaving the metal interior exposed to the 

elements.  Then, if I did not continually rev the engine, the throttle would freeze and I would 

be unable to slow down. This happened frequently and in order to stop, I had to steer into 

one of the snow drifts that flanked the sides of the road. Sometimes I was lucky and 

received ŀ ΨǎƻŦǘΩ ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ: sometimes not. 

Another memorable boxing experience occurred in Jersey. I was representing the Eastern 

Counties in a contest against the Channel Islands and was matched with a Commonwealth 

Games representative and the local hero. Our bout was an ugly affair. My opponent was 

shorter than me and dangerous when he got in close; I tried to keep the fight at long range.  

Whenever my adversary did get past my jabs and hooks, I clinched and held on. The referee 

had a busy time having to continuously break the clinches but, at the final bell I received the 

decision. For the first and only time in nearly a hundred fights did my opponent refuse to 

shake hands, I shrugged and thought άpoor loserέ. After the tournament, as I was leaving 

the auditorium with my team mates, a bulky youth stepped forwards and head- butted me 

in the face. I was still on an adrenaline high so automatically swung a right hook that 

ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ŦƭǳǎƘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŀƴǘŀƎƻƴƛǎǘΩǎ Ƨŀǿ sending him sprawling to the ground. This was not 

an act of bravery, just a reflex action. As the thug staggered to his feet, I saw the glint of a 

blade in his hand: so much for heroics, I just turned and ran. I did not stop running until I 

was waved down by a police car. When reliving the event later in the hotel, the rest of the 

team admitted to taking a similar course of actionΣ ƴŀƳŜƭȅ ΨƭŜƎƎƛƴƎ ƛǘΦΩ However, on our 

return to the mainland a local newspaper, the Bury Free Press, reported how one of our 
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team, middleweight George Bayliss, had held back our aggressors by wrapping his coat 

round an arm as a shield against the knife attack, thus enabling his team to escape.  George 

was a good boxer and also modest, for he never once mentioned this act of bravery to us at 

the hotel. 

While studying at Cambridge Technical College, I went out with a lovely blonde girl called 

Christine. We were together for over a year and I was very much in love but living twenty-

five miles away and studying for A- levels made regular intimacy a rare thing.  In your teens 

absence does not make the heart grow fonder and Christine dumped me for a work 

colleague who had more time on his hands than a boring youth who spent most of his time 

studying or boxing.  

 

                West Row 1963 

 

 

 

 

 

 


