
LEL was on my mind as I cycled home on Friday 23
rd

 July. 

 Saturday I collected my cycle from Saddle Safari in Marlow safe in the knowledge 

that my bike had been given a full service and was and ready to go! All I had to do 

was to check my kit; have my last meal of beef burgers and salad before departing for 

High Wycombe station. Dark clouds loomed as thoughts passed through my mind.  

 I cycled a leisurely pace; and once at High Wycombe station purchased a single adult 

ticket for Cheshunt as researched by my daughter Rowena. The route was High 

Wycombe ï Marleybone Station ï Liverpool Street ï Cheshunt.  

 Within two minutes I was departing High Wycombe and shortly arrived at 

Marleybone Station. I am an anxious traveller with regards to public transport but on 

reflection there was nothing to fear. Cycles are not permitted on the London 

underground and so I cycled via Pentonville Road and City Road from Marleybone to 

Liverpool Street. The ride was highly enjoyable as the sun shone and city folk went 

about their everyday business. On arriving at Liverpool Street I boarded my 

connection within 5 minutes. I met Peter; who was also riding LEL. Without warning 

another entrant appeared at the carriage door advising that we were on the wrong 

train. A little commotion ensued before boarding yet another train. Whilst departing 

the platform we were informed that the former train had no driver. What good luck! 

On reaching Cheshunt we were a few hundred yards from the Lee Valley Youth 

Hostel. Just a few minutes later we were given our room keys and I swiftly took a 

shower before cycling once again; this time to find a restaurant in Cheshunt.  

 It was 23:00 when I returned to room 205.Eight to the room. Peter and I slept on a 

mattress on the floor as the other six occupants had bunk beds.  

 Waking at 08:00 I went for breakfast. Ate well; maybe too much? Still I felt good and 

now just rested until 13:30. 

 I am love with my ASSOS Airblock 857 Early Fall Jacket as it functions well and has 

four deep sized pockets. The following items were loaded: Pocket 1: ASSOS Clima 

Jet rain jacket & mobile phone. Pocket 2: A short-sleeved multi season top & riding 

cap with night navigation light affixed. Two packs of AA Batteries. Pocket 3: Full 

length riding gloves and ALTURA over-boots for cycle shoes. Pocket 4: Travel 

toothbrush and toothpaste. Two inner tubes; along with any ointments and 

medications for chaffing. My bike bag contained two further inner tubes and a set of 

tyre levers. With that I cycled to the start to watch others depart before me and wish 

them well.  

 



 
 

Ready for the push at 14:15 Sunday 26
th
 July. 

 

 
 

Others prepare to depart. 

 



 
 

 
 

They are off!  

 



 
 

Not far to go then!  

 

Moments later I was to depart and soon to catch a few. (What a great sensation!) 

 

The first leg was to Gamlingay Community Centre at 64.8 Km with optional feeding 

station. I laughed thinking I would just pass through; but on arriving was glad of the 

food offered and it was good! Guess those hills built my appetite.  

 

 
Lee Valley Youth Hostel ï Gamlingay Community Centre. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The number of climbs began to reduce as we approached Thurlby Primary School and 

so far we had been lucky with the weather. John, George and a friend whose name I 

cannot recall; formed a chain gang of four. For me chain gangs are a real joy!  

 

We soon reached Thurlby Primary School having made good speed as confirmed by 

GPS. 

 

 

 
Gamlingay Community Centre to Thurlby Primary School. Good speed! 

 

From here we decided to remain a team and push to the next control at 

Washingbourough Community Centre. Once outside the weather began to deteriorate.  

 

 
Thurlby Primary School to Washingborough Community Centre. 

 

Before departing Washingborough Community Centre I sent a few short texts to 

various people including Trevor Bird at DHL. The message to Trevor read ñ151 ï 

Feeling good. Strong tailwindò. Later I received a reply text: ñIs that miles or 



kilometres?ò Oh how I wished it were miles that would be great! Alas the dream was 

soon shattered. No it was definitely only 151 Km. 

I had high hopes of achieving my 80 Hour goal. It was definitely possible. 

 

Next stop Thorne Rugby Club at 321 Km. 

 

 

 
Washingborough Community Centre ï Thorne Rugby Club.  

 

I think it was whilst travelling towards Washingborough that I had two near mishaps. 

Our chain gang was now larger in numbers. An Italian rider was poor at keeping his 

line; which caused problems for other riderôs further back. I tried to communicate 

with him using basic sign language and for a moment lost concentration. My front 

wheel rubbed the riderôs in front. ñHey what the é..ò was yelled out. Now I began to 

loose control and was soon riding the grass verge waiting for the inevitable impact. 

My heart thumped loud as if to explode. Once back on tarmac and back in position I 

shouted my apologies. Lucky for me George accepted them with no more comment. 

 The second mishap was more misfortune; my front wheel touched a wet man-hole 

cover and diverted my bike on to a nearby curve. Bouncing back onto the road I 

expected a damaged wheel or puncture at least. Obviously someone was looking after 

me! 

 

 

Here we were to rest a few hours before departing for Coxwold Village Hall. I had no 

drop bag and so slept in damp clothes while others had hot showers and felt a whole 

lot better. Still the food was good and the rest was much needed.  

 

Was this the first night or the second I asked myself?  Hours simply parsed as days 

and time become muddled. Without further thought we woke; had a good breakfast 

and reunited to continue onwards towards Coxwold Village hall at 411 km. We were 

nearly half way to Dalkeith already. How good was that! 

 

Riding into crosswinds had taken their toll. Our chain gang began to split when 

reaching the last few hills of the leg. Our average speed had dropped to a paltry 19 

Km/h. This was not good. Once at Coxwold Village Hall we decided to split three 

ways. John and George pushed ahead. I rested for one or two hours and left our fourth 


