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Acorn Newsletter July 2020 

 
Editor, Ed Ward, 52 Shearing Hill, Gedling, Nottm. NG4 3GX Tel. 0115 9615477 edwinward@virginmedia.com 
 
 
LOCKDOWN 
 
We had a virtual committee meeting on Monday and, subject to approval by National and District 
CTT, agreed to restart club tens on Tuesday 14th July, starting at 7pm prompt. Please be there in 
plenty of time to sign on and be ready to ride. They will carry on until, 25th August - the last 2 
will start at 6.45pm. They will be for club members only, initially, until we get an idea of 
numbers. 
 
No entry fee will be charged - the club will pay the levies from club funds. You will be issued 
with a number to keep until the end of the season, so you will need to bring it with you each time 
you ride. You will also need to remember to bring a rear light, as you can’t ride without one. 
Social distance to be maintained at all times. There won’t be a pusher off. Start with one foot on 
the ground. Hand sanitizer will be available. Results will be published on Facebook and the club 
Forum, soon after the finish, to avoid the need for close contact at the finish of the event. 
 
League and handicap points will be issued and we will nominate an event as the club champs.  
 
Open events are still undecided but the Lighthouse 25 is cancelled this year. 
 
 
 12 HOURS IN HELL 
 
With all time trials cancelled Jez 
Willows has replaced his big aim for the 
year of riding the Yorkshire CF 12 hour 
time trial with a virtual 12h on his turbo 
to raise money for Beaumond House 
Community Hospice.  
 
He covered 240 virtual miles in the 12 
hours riding and that was a huge effort to 
sustain., Some years ago I did my 
longest ride on a turbo when heavy snow 
precluded road riding. I lasted 25 
minutes! 
You can donate through Just Giving at  
https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/jez-willows?utm_source=Sharethis&utm_medium=fundraising&utm_content=jez-
willows&utm_campaign=pfp-
email&utm_term=95234619046043ddb9034f89c45c68a4&fbclid=IwAR0U5klM8TUysRCuhBeQL1XWbkLGr3B1zCdQv0f7gQk6aNqxcXPWV
gnPekA 

 
 

Sherwood Cycling Club 
President: Mr Frank Beale 

 

Web site and Members' Forum:  
 www.sherwoodcc.org.uk  
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EVENING TENS 

I recently came across an old duplicate book used for recording times in our Evening Tens, with 
the first in the book being 18 May 1976, Margaret Perrin and I were doing the timekeeping. 
Margaret also rode the event starting 15 minutes before the next rider so she could help with the 
timing after she had finished. I didn’t ride that one as I was recovering from a collar bone broken 
three weeks earlier. 

We had 35 riders including 10 private trials and the fastest was Jon Kettell (then riding for 
Beeston R.C.) with  22:49 and the fastest Sherwood rider was Mick Perrin with 24:13. Of course 
this was before aero bikes – no tri-bars, aero wheels, helmets, not even skin-suits. It was a faster 
course though, starting from the Bulcote lay-by and turning at Oxton Island. Entry fee was just 5p 
then – no levy! 

I started to ride some of the tens usually with Margaret starting early, I would send off the riders 
until Margaret finished and could take over to let me start (I usually did about 25 minutes but was 
often recovering from racing up to 100 miles two days before). 

I can’t remember when I first started timing the tens, but I didn’t do them every year, as we 
shared out the duties. However, I think I have been doing them more or less continuously for the 
last 25 years. 

It has been a pleasure doing these, but I now find it a bit more difficult as my brain doesn’t 
function as it used to. Time for me to retire, so I will not be doing them from now on – sorry! 

SNOW IN MAY 

We have had all sorts of weather this year and May was the sunniest on record and hot at times. 
Unusual weather is not a new phenomenon.   

The other day I came across an old result sheet for the Sherwood Open 25 held on Sunday 18 
May 1969. I had entered and was all set to ride being off number 56 – I think it was probably a 
7.00a.m. start – I rode out to the start from West Bridgford to Oxton Lane (I didn’t have a car 
then). It was raining so I wore a big yellow, full length cape but wearing shorts and track mitts ( it 
was May). It felt cold and when I got to Redhill it started snowing. At the start it was white over, 
my fingers were numb and there was ice on my cloth handlebar tape. I could not face even 
attempting to race even though the snow had eased. 

Out of 109 entries only 34 riders started and one didn’t finish. Most were unprepared for such 
conditions in late May and those who did start most had probably arrived by car. We didn’t 
normally have Event HQs in those days you just left your surplus gear in the hedge bottom 
wrapped in your cape! 

On the Result Sheet it said “The Event Secretary would like to congratulate the prize-winners, 
especially Malcolm Johnson (who won in 57:17 from Derek Wood 1:1:28 and Frank Taylor 
1:2:15) on his outstanding ride in such terrible conditions and commiserate with the early starters 
who went off in a blinding snow-storm.” I think, today, Risk Management would have seen the 
event called off. 

TURKEY 1987 

After talking to the man (Edich) who used to own the Antalya Restaurant in Nottingham Pat and I 
decided to make Turkey our next venture for a cycling holiday. Turkey had not yet taken off as a 
holiday destination for Brits and when we told people we were going there on a cycle tour the 
usual response was “Turkey?!”. 

Getting any decent maps or information was not easy but I managed to get some brochures from 
the Tourist Board a few basic maps and books (no internet then!). We booked a flight from East 
Midlands to Antalya 12 May and rode out to East Midlands through wind, hail and rain with our 
pannier bags landing in Antalya at 8.45 p.m. The Customs were strict and they insisted on 
entering details of our bikes into our passports – there would be trouble if we didn’t bring them 
back. As it was now dark we had a taxi into the city and the driver insisted on taking us to his 
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uncle’s hotel. It was basic but we ate a good meal in the garden. The bill for the room and meal 
came to about £9. The exchange rate then was 1340 Turkish Lira to the £, it is now 8.6 to the 
pound – but the Lira was changed some years ago, with the new Lira being a million old Lira. 

We started our tour roughly following the Turquoise Coast to Fethiye with little developments 
and empty beaches. Places like Kas, which is now a big resort with many hotels and 
entertainment was just a small village with a couple of restaurants and limited places to stay. In 
fact the road was just being converted to a wider road and we were struggling to ride over loose 
stones when a rare car pulled up and offered us a lift to Kas. He was returning from hospital with 
his father and we managed to fit in his small car with our laden bikes roped into an open boot. He 
just happened to own a Pansiyon and we booked into a room there.  

Out of Fethiye is a pretty blue lagoon beach that is featured on the front cover of current holiday 
brochures and is a main holiday destination with things like paragliding. Then there was a 
restaurant/bar, a camping site and little else. 

We never saw any other cyclists or met any British people on our tour and attracted attention 
wherever we went – small children would run down from their houses to stand waving to us as we 
rode by. We came across a plethora of ancient sites dating back millennia and you could just 
wander into them and explore. 

Before we went we didn’t realise we would be there during Ramadan and many of the 
Restaurants we used didn’t serve alcohol. There were some German people holidaying in Turkey 
and they would take their own beer to drink with their meals – much better informed than us! 
Nights were often interrupted by the call of the mosque at dawn and sometime people march 
down street playing drums and trumpets. 

Most of the time our accommodation was very basic and we had taken our own sheet sleeping 
bags to overcome the often lack of clean bed linen. One day we went to Dalaman (it now has 
modern hotels, restaurants and an airport) we searched for somewhere to stay and asked a small 
boy (children were more likely to understand English) who gave directions to an “hotel”. He said 
“You have to be very careful” I asked why and he said “It is very expensive”. We stayed there 
and the owner sent out for tea for us to drink. It was a very basic place, but the people were so 
welcoming and friendly. Our bill for the room was £1.50. 

I had read about some rock tombs at Dalyan and we were not far from there on a quiet road 
looking for the way using my inadequate map and found the turn-off to Dalyan down a narrow 
single track road with no sign post. We were heading for Aydin where we knew there would be 
places to stay and decided there was no time to explore Dalyan. Some years later we did go to 
Dalyan and found a four lane dual carriageway had been built with a constant stream of coaches 
heading there. 

We stopped and had a small lunch at a simple roadside establishment and pressed on along a 
tough road in the heat and came across another restaurant. We fancied a cooling sweet, ice cream 
or something. Pat sat outside (as was common she was the only woman there) while I went in side 
and looked in a refrigerated display cabinet to see what I thought was a chocolate mousse and, in 
limited Turkish, I asked for two of those. I went out to join Pat, then the waiter brought out knives 
and forks and a basket of bread. It turned out that what I thought was a chocolate mousse was in 
fact liver! So, we ate a second lunch – and very nice it was! 

Eventually we headed inland to Denizli to visit nearby Pamukkale (means cotton castle) with its 
calcified hillside as water flows down the hillside. At that time you could just walk all over and 
paddle but it later became a World Heritage Site and the public lost access. 

Then it was over to Dinar where in the evening a young local man offered to buy us a coffee and 
show us around his town. He was honest and we stopped and bought him a beer sitting in a park. 
Years later Dinar was badly affected by an earthquake and would be unrecognisable to us. 

Heading back towards Antalya, we had a long ride (90 miles) to a village where my Firestone 
map indicated an hotel. We got there about 6.30 p.m. and couldn’t find the hotel indicated by the 
main road, so we went into the village to be surrounded by a group of inquisitive teenagers. I 
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asked about an hotel but they said there was no hotel around there. Antalya was the next big place 
45km away and we started up a long climb and started catching a lorry struggling up the hill. I 
caught it up and asked the driver if he could give us a lift. He indicated that he couldn’t stop on 
the climb but could at the top. So we loaded the bike in the back and sat in the cab with him. I 
conversed a bit with him in German (many Turks had worked in Germany) and he told me he 
hadn’t eaten since before sunrise. It was quite a frightening descent to Antalya and he send he 
wasn’t allowed to drive into the centre so we thanked him, said goodbye and pedalled into the 
centre to find a nice place to stay. 

We still had a few days left and had a look around the area and to the spectacular Duden 
Waterfalls where the river falls down a cliff into the sea. There was a massive amount of building 
development going on. After finding an hotel to stay we decided to ride over to Side with a few 
diversions off the main road then we were offered and accepted another lift in a lorry for part of 
the way. Side was one of the most developed places we stayed but a fraction of what it is now. A 
quick visit to some of the ancient sites then headed back towards Antalya stopping off at the 
ancient city of Aspendos where wandered unhindered around the huge spectacular site. There 
were only a few other people there, but I imagine you now have to buy a ticket and share with 
coach-loads of tourists. 

We rode 890 miles in the two weeks, ate well, enjoyed spectacular scenery, became blasé about 
“rock-watching”, were welcomed by friendly, generous people, endured some very basic 
accommodation – more of an adventure and exploration than a holiday. We went three more time 
exploring more areas but traffic increased a lot and the roads were becoming dangerous. It will 
never be the same again – watching the Tour of Turkey on television reveals the vast 
development and big new roads in the area. 

CLUB KIT UPDATE  

The Club member rebate is still 20%.  Choose from the Registered Club, Training or TT designs; login using the 
Club code SHWDCC1304 at the ImpSport website - http://www.yourclubshop.co.uk.   
 
For individual orders, buy online from ImpSport and it will be delivered directly to you.  Then email a copy of your 
invoice to me and we’ll send you a Club cheque for 20% of the invoice value as your Club member rebate. 

Existing Stock - Club Kit  Size 
No. 

Available 
Unit 
Price 

Leisure T- Shirts blue XL 42" chest 1 £1.00 

 Fleece Jackets L 40" chest 1 £1.00 

 Sweatshirts XL 42" chest 1 £1.00 

ProVision Bib Tights - no pad 1 S 30" waist 1 £10.00 

 Bib Tights - no pad 3 M 32" waist 1 £10.00 

ImpSport      

BC Registered Bib Shorts M 32" waist 1 £40.00 

BC Registered T1 Bib Shorts M 32" waist 1 £53.28 

BC Registered T2 Bib Shorts L 34" waist 1 £72.00 

BC Registered T2 S/S Road Jersey L 40" chest 1 £63.36 

BC Registered Sportif S/S Road Jersey S Ladies 1 £33.60 

BC Registered Winter Jacket Full Zip S 36" chest 1 £90.72 

Training Gilet Windproof S 36" chest 1 £46.56 

Training T1 S/S Road Jersey M 38" chest 1 £41.28 

 
 
Contact me for further information  John Church    Email: john.church.fca@gmail.com 

----------------------------------------- 

Contacts: (click on name to e-mail)   

Secretary, Trevor Adams, 21 Glendoe Grove, Bingham, Nottingham NG13 8SJ Tel. 01949 831427  
Treasurer, Martin Edjvet, 4 Teesdale Road, Sherwood, Nottingham NG51DB Tel. 07944 047450  
Membership Secretary, Howard Clark  212 Southview Road, Carlton, Nottingham NG4 3QU Tel 0777 5768400 


