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The changing seasons caught me out the other day. 

I don't mind the getting wet, I was heading home knowing that clean dry clothes always await no 
matter what I encounter on the way. What I did mind was the rain bringing with it an early-evening 

gloom that had me wishing I'd remembered to take my lights. It wasn't as if it was pitch black, and in 
the same conditions in the middle of the day I can almost guarantee that none of the cars would be 

lit up. But on this particular evening they were, and I felt hopelessly out of place. 

The problem is, when it gets to that sort of gloominess, and all the cars around have lights on, you 
know that drivers are looking for lights. I kept waiting for an offended horn, or being told that I was 

invisible (I felt I had lost the moral high ground to point out that he'd seen me anyway). 

None of it came and I made it home in one piece. An hour later I was out again, and saw two more 
cyclists, now in the full dark of night, either caught out as I was, or oblivious to the need for 

illumination. At this point in the evening I would have been walking rather than riding without lights. 

With the clocks going back an hour at the end of this month it's about time now to dig out those 
lights which are soon going to be in use morning and night. 

Although I'll guarantee that to some it won't make me any more visible...  

.anth  
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“ At my back I always hear, a 4x4 not keeping clear ” 
A view from a bicycle childseat  

Cycling my son to and from school is brilliant. 

Most of the journey is avoiding the main road via back tracks that wind, bumpy and dusty (or in 
winter, muddy) through fields and wooded paths. On the way home, we go ‘exploring’ through 
fields, detour through a tiny area of wood and usually stop at the ‘Climbing tree’ that blew down in 
February and is now blossoming. Here, we often have a picnic of an apple or ginger biscuits and, 
between flying to Venus, I try to wheedle out some details of the school day.  

Each season is different, whether it’s wet, windy or sunny. Once away from the traffic, we can smell 
each month’s distinctive scent. Sometimes, the tang of brisk air, the damp of wood and mud, the 
richness of horseshit or the quiet wash of cow parsley. 

On the way, we wave at people who wave and smile at us. On the way home, children often invite 
my son to stop and play with them on the swing-park or in their dens made of old tyres and bits of 
broken fence. At the school gates, almost every child seems to know us and the bike is seen as an 
engine of wonder. 

We’re often asked if they can ride on it and they’re always amazed when I say we’ve cycled over 
two miles from home. It seems we live further away from the school than anyone. We’re very lucky 
to be able to have such fun, to and from, school. 
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Outside the school, many children walk home with their mums or dads. These are the ones that get 
to play in the playground with my son after home-time, and often like to remind me to ‘do his seat 
belt up’ before waving us off. These are happy kids. They don’t get to have picnics on the way 
home but they can feel the change in seasons each time they walk to, and from, home with their 
mates. 

There are other kids of course. The ones in cars. They don’t chat to their mates on the way in or out 
but they can, at least, shout to them when the doors are open and are visible through the windows. 
Their only knowledge of the seasons is through the windows and the brief sniff of the wind when 
they leave the air conditioned car to rush into the school.  

It’s the kids in the 4x4’s that really miss out. The ones perched behind reflective glass, high above 
the sight of their mates, and able only to sit in commanding isolation on top of the vast threatening 
pile of metal that glowers so threateningly at the other kids. These aren’t cars that other children 
wave at, nor are they ones that kids happily pile into to shout “Hello Mrs Davies!”. These are the 
cars that no-one can see around – not even the adults - and all children are told to give them a wide 
berth. “The driver can’t see you, you see dear.” 

Inside, the kids look out like bemused toads, trapped in a sterile box. 

 

Were we to go the way of the main road, the journey would be very different. In fact, the journey 
forces us to take the road at the beginning and the end. Then, we can’t talk to each other because 
the roar of traffic is too loud. 

We try to avoid breathing the fumes in and my son has learned the words ‘Exhaust’ and ‘Pollution’ 
because he wanted to know the words that fitted the experience of breathing in “Stinky smoke.” 
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Then there’s the terror... 

When you are a dad by choice, there’s little in the world more precious than your child. Everything is 
a potential means of making the centre of the universe into an unfortunate statistic. We’re 
continually alerted to ‘stranger danger’ which might happen once a year, whilst each week, 
hundreds of children are killed by cars.  

A car killing a child has not been news since the 50’s. 

We avoid the road, but at each end of the journey, we have to brave these machines. Some of the 
cars are driven by courteous, helpful people who give you space, smile and even wave you on. The 
cold-faced trophy wives, or men with something to prove, will not do these things. They snarl at all 
other vehicles and drive, surrounded by ‘idiots’, knowing that the machine they are driving comes 
with a guarantee they own the road. 

They, are in a 4x4. 

The car industry concentrates on the dangers to 
those inside the car... but it’s being hit by a 
massive tonnage of metal that tends to kill kids. 
Still, there’s little sales revenue in mentioning 
that the machine you’re driving is an efficient 
killer of children, or pets. 

On the way to the canal, we pass hoardings. 
More often than not, there’ll be an advert up for 
a 4x4. My son loves the pictures of “Cars 
turning into animals.” What boy wouldn’t? They 
appeal to their innate sense of juvenile 
shadenfreude. Unlike the breakdancing “Cars 
that turn into robots,” the ‘animals’ ones shout 
‘Menace!’, ‘Danger’ and ‘Threat’, as do all 4x4 
adverts. You don’t even need a 4x4 to be on a 
road to heighten the tension and fear. Their 
advertising spreads that feeling on its own. 

4x4’s are not advertised for the joy of motoring 
in a cheerful, co-operative environment. They’re 
sold as a defence against a hostile world of 
treacherous terrain and dangerous traffic. With 
names like ‘Warrior’, ‘Defender’ and ‘Patrol’ they’re chosen as a weapon by people scared or 
insecure enough to feel they need ‘Respect’. 

From a God-like height above the road, and the knowledge that everything on the road must defer 
to them, these machines are driven arrogantly, aggressively ... and invariably blindly. Not to edge 
quietly and give way, but to assert their RIGHT to get through. To drive in any way but aggressively 
is simply not using a 4x4 properly. 

There’s some Highway Code myth that cars must give a reasonable distance to a bike as they pass 
it. In the real world, cars are unlikely to see you and regard you as an intruder on their territory. If 
you have a child on the back, that just proves how ‘irresponsible’ you are to expose your child to 
their danger. For ‘Offroad cars’, this antagonism is multiplied by 4x4. 
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We cycle along the roads, fearful of cars. I indicate frantically to drivers that I know have no idea 
what the signals mean because they’ve never felt the need to learn them. I know that to a driver, a 
cyclist is ‘invisible’ simply because it isn’t part of a drivers feature-analysis. 

Every move I make on the road must be made on the assumption that I’ve ‘Come out of nowhere’ 
and that any one of those cars may well veer off to another lane without taking me into 
consideration. I also have to bear in mind that occasionally, there will be the nutter that will suddenly 
roar past me, too close for safety and blare their horns at me “To give the saddo a scare.” The 
drivers of these cars are annoyed that they had to give way to a bus or a lorry, and they’re going to 
make us pay . 

The government has a schizophrenic attitude to cycling.  

They recommend we use cycles more “Because it’s green,” but want a law to make it illegal to cycle 
without a comical and uncomfortable plastic potty on your head. 

 

That these lumps of expanded polystyrene in a crunchy polypropylene shell aren’t going to save 
you from machine tested on concrete walls, is not the point. The issue is that, if a driver piles into a 
cyclist, they can say “It’s his fault for not wearing a helmet.” This doesn’t make me or my son feel 
safe. 

Who in their right mind would let their kids anywhere near a road which is so dangerous that you 
have to wear protective clothing, which won’t in fact protect you? 

It’s illegal (And dangerous to pedestrians) to ride on the pavement, but motorists see the road as 
‘theirs’ (Though, in fact, it’s paid by poll tax) and drive with that in mind. 

Cycle lanes are only ever put down where it’s safe to do so... Never in the areas where they’re 
needed (usually at intervals of a few metres) and ‘cycle tracks’ are invariably put down on routes 
that go nowhere, but won’t get in the way of traffic. 
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Schools are supposed to encourage cycling to school, but in fact, many have a (sadly necessary) 
ban on cycling to school due to the dangerous roads – particularly around the school gates. 

I’d love my son to be able to cycle to school, or to visit his mates when he’s older, or – better still – 
go on adventures and explore his area, but the only way I’m ever going to let him do it is on the 
pavement. It would be suicide to do otherwise.  

Sadly, almost all parents feel the same and most teenagers know that only an idiot rides on the 
road.  
It will remain this way until the issue of people ‘expressing their freedom’ by having machines 
designed to kill other road users, is seen for the insanity it is. 

Lastly, amidst the constant awareness that cars kill, there’s something I’ve still not dared tell my son 
about the world.  

He’s 4 and, like most 4 year olds, he’s fascinated by dinosaurs and outer space. He’s now 
constantly asking me about whether we’ll become extinct like the dinosaurs and as to what would 
evolve afterwards. I’m answering most of his questions on a strictly scientific basis but there’s one 
big fact I’ve not dared tell him about yet. 

The reason we don’t know what snow smells like on the way to school. 

The reason there was no winter this year and we didn’t get to build as snow dinosaur, like I’d 
promised.  

The reason the ‘Climbing tree’ blew down in February, along with so many others in Rochdale. 

The thing called Global Warming. 

.sms    

Sms is an illustrator. His wife is a teacher and his son is a Cutasaurus from the planet Venus 
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Our monthly round-up of some cycling stories which hit the newsrounds 

 .the football cycle  

It can be a hard life being a football fan, but even by usual standards you've got to feel for Peter 
Woor. The 57 year old lifelong fan of Cambridge United cycled 170 miles to see his side compete 
against Altrincham FC - only to find himself locked out of the ground on arrival. After pedalling for 12 
hours Peter was 15 minutes late for the start of the match, and couldn't rouse anyone inside to let 
him in. He drowned his sorrows in a nearby pub, eventually getting into the ground with 20 minutes 
of the match left, and his side already 3-0 to the good. 

 .unicycle distance record  

Possibly the biggest cycling story of the month! Sam Wakeling was a man on a mission. The 24 
year old student at Aberystwyth University set out to beat the two-year old world record for distance 
covered by unicycle in 24 hours. That the record was held by a Kiwi should have hinted at the 
insanity of it all - any nation that invents bungee jumping is clearly a few spokes short of a wheel. 
Anyway, the record stood at 235.3 miles, with Sam aiming for somewhere between 250 and 300 
miles. In the end he recorded a distance, on his massive tri-bar equipped unicycle, of 282.1 miles. 

Frankly it's all just a bit insane, but well done Sam! 
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 .velib love  

For whatever reason the French have always been noted as the romantics of Europe. Paris has 
been destination for decades for young and old lovers alike to head to. And anyone who has seen 
the sublime 'Two Days in Paris' cannot doubt the effect the city might have. But it would seem that 
bicycles have become the latest pick up point in the French capital. The Velib bike scheme has 
been running for some time as a way of renting a bike to make your way around the city. And now a 
new culture of 'Velibataires' (a play on words of 'Celibataires') has sprung up, with young men 
waiting to leap to the aid of women who can't quite figure out how it all works. All of which brings 
about the ridiculously obvious and easy pun: anyone fancy a ride? 

 .police cycling ban 

Police in Greater Manchester have been banned from bike patrols following the tragic death of a 
police community support officer (PCSO), killed after being hit by a truck in Wigan. Not all patrols 
have been stopped, but only officers and PCSOs with less than a year's experience are those who 
have been stopped - around 300 officers in total. The move, however, has been criticised by some, 
including Tory MP David Davies who called the move 'daft', going on to explain that police cars are 
involved in accidents all the time and there isn't any move to ban patrols in cars. This perhaps 
misses the point that it's not all patrols that have been banned, and that there will clearly have to be 
all sorts of internal inquiries carried out. 

 .new lock scheme  

Students at the University of Portsmouth have reason to believe their bikes are going to be a bit 
safer on campus from now on. New bike locks have been given out which are connected to the 
CCTV system. If the locks are tampered with an alert will be sent to the CCTV control room, with 
operators there able to train their cameras on what has caused the alert. 

 .parisian trip  

Our third police story, and second Paris story. A group of twenty officers and staff from Lothian and 
Borders police rode 220 miles from Edinburgh to Paris in 4 days for the Auld Alliance Charity Ride. 
More can be seen at the Auld Alliance website. 
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.why I ride singlespeed unfixed  

1 
I like freewheeling. The whole point of cycling is that I can take little breaks along the way, yet 

continue to move forward. After all these years, this still seems like magic to me. 

2 
I don't like having to pedal. In fact I've never enjoyed pedaling. The only reason I put up with it is to 

build enough momentum to coast. 

3 
It's disreputable. Those riding multigeared bikes pity me and those on fixed think I require salvation. 

And Sheldon Brown disapproves. This puts me even further outside the pale, which is my happy 
place. 

4 
Hills are all pleasure and no pain. As someone who actually savours going up, 70" on a 1-in-3 (one 
can dream) is a bittersweet match made even more palatable by not having to madly piston my way 

down. 

5 
My chain can be as slack as my lifestyle. Maintenance isn't paramount. I'm less likely to land in 

A&E. 

6 
My cadence won't be improved or "smoothed out" - the experience won't make me a better cyclist. 

This is very important to me. 

7 
I'm not a part of my bicycle. I don't want us to form a mystical union, or to marry the drivetrain. 

8 
It's easier on my knees, which rather enjoy a splash of lactic acid. 

9 
It is not a gateway to enhanced silliness like going brakeless, which would otherwise appeal to the 

more reckless fringes of my nature. Endless trackstanding (read: grandstanding) is also out. 

10 
It's simple without being hardcore. 

.sam walker   

Read more by Sam at BikeReader 
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The nights are drawing in. In a few weeks the clocks will go back and it will be dark as the 
Cyclologist leaves his ivory tower to pedal his way home. Needless to say the Cyclologist knows the 
law and his bicycle is fitted with lights front and rear, a nice hub dynamo for the front and a bright 
LED light on the back. But this year I have been a bit more adventurous. 

My children are reaching that age where they ride to various activities, many of them in the evening 
so in a fit of parental enthusiasm I found a cheap on-line supplier and we all now have EN-
something or other certified bright reflective vests with fancy stripes and a colour scheme a chemist 
would give his right arm for.  

"Be Safe, Be Seen" ran the campaign from the Department of Transport, encouraging the wearing 
of bright and reflective clothing. But last time I checked I was most certainly visible. In fact, had I 
become invisible I would have been most surprised. And all that is then needed to be seen is for 
someone to look at you. And distinguish you from the background. 

And this is where I am coming to believe that retro-reflectives have been the biggest failing in road 
safety in the modern era. And to see why we need to delve a little bit into the physics. Retro-
reflectives are a fantastic bit of design. They take the light shone on them and send it straight back 
in the direction from which it came. Normal surfaces spread any light in every direction. So if you 
are next to the light, the reflectives appear very bright and everything else appears much darker. 
The further away the object, the greater the effect. 

We've all seen it, that winding line of cats eyes down the middle of the road. The hazard signs 
warning us in plenty of time as we approach a bend. But then take a closer look. Like having a torch 
shone in your eyes, you saw nothing of the road, nothing of the bend, just the reflectives. Everything 
else is lost in the gloom, in the dark voids between the dazzling lights. But that is OK. We know 
where the road is so we can drive faster, pay less attention, drive on the bits we cannot see to be 
occupied rather than those we can actually see to be clear. 
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Put two cyclists together on a dark road. One with a reflective vest, one without. The one without 
becomes invisible because the other one has reflectives. Without reflectives, both are visible. OK, 
you might have to slow down a wee bit, but that is surely not a bad thing. The reflectives reduce the 
danger for one cyclist but massively increase it for the unadorned ones. 

If we want to improve road safety, especially at night, we need to get people to take note of their 
surroundings. Retroreflectives have the opposite effect. They allow people to drive faster whilst 
paying less attention, and as cyclists we have to visually announce our presence on the road as the 
drivers are no longer able to look for us in the shadows. 

We need to remove those signs, repaint them in normal paints so that the contrast with the 
surroundings is reduced, making the invisible visible. It is a battle I fear we cannot win. We are 
being forced into a role reversal. It is becoming forced upon us to announce our presence, rather 
than for those who pose the greatest risk to take the care they should. It shifts responsibility to the 
victim. We are also training drivers that cyclists wear reflectives and if they don't, well, it can hardly 
be your fault for running them over. 

The only way to avoid this is to wear normal clothes, make drivers learn to look where they are 
going. So what will I do? Will I be binning the reflective vest? This places me in a quandry. I know 
that I am safer now if I wear one. But I know that I am making the future less safe if I do. The short 
answer is 'No'. But I will make a point of all members in a group wearing one, or no one wears one. 
Wearing one next to someone who has no reflectives but is legally dressed for using the road is 
taking away their visibility and placing them in greater danger. 

.the cyclologist   

 
Do you agree with the cyclologist? Let us know at cyclologist@citycycling.co.uk 
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.the pashley tube rider  

With so many bikes out there to think about, whether they be weird, wonderful or downright 
extravagant, we're always happy to receive a point in the right direction for our Bike of the Month. 
And this month Trevor Grout was the man to pull the rabbit out of the hat. 

'Have a look at the Pashley Tube Rider', he said. So we did. And we weren't disappointed. 

The original blue and silver model encapsulates Pashley's own words on the bike: "The Tube Rider 
helps you kick back and go with the flow, life need not be a rush anymore." This is a cruiser. A 
picture on the website has a chap sitting on one on a beach prom, board slung under the arm 
(though in jeans and a jumper he doesn't look ready to hit the surf...). 

And now the range has been expanded with a few special editions. Bright colours make an 
appearance, with mudguards and chainguards added. The fun, relaxed nature remains. The 5-
speed hubgear maintains this laid back feel, and I find myself trying to make excuses to add to the 
current stable. 

There's something about that sweeping curved top tube, arcing perfectly into a rear stay; something 
about the fun nature of it that reminds me of whole days spent on a bike as a kid; something about 
the sheer absence of any true purpose, that brings a certain delight to this. 

It's all about the bike. Simply having it. Simply riding it. Simple as that. 

 

You can get more information on the Pashley Tube Rider from the Pashley website 
Prices start from £395 for the original to £445 for the special editions 

Tell us about a bike yu think we should feature at botm@citycycling.co.uk  
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In what is becoming something of an annual event for citycycling editor, Anthony Robson, the 
Edinburgh 'Commuter Challenge' once again caused surprise in some, and vindication in others. 

This year citycycling was asked to sponsor the event - we couldn't really say no... 

Three years I've taken part in this now. And lining up 4 miles distant from our final destination in 
Edinburgh city centre, there was no real reason to believe this would have any different an 
outcome. 

From four routes of differing lengths cyclists, cars and buses would do battle, contrasting and 
comparing commuting options. On one route a train would be added to the mix, and from two of 
them, for the first time, motorbikes would be pitted against us. 

The rules are simple. Get to the centre of town, as any commuter heading to work would do so. 
Cars, motorbikes and bikes had to abide by the rules of the road. Bus and train passengers using 
normal scheduled services. And cars and motorbikes had to find somewhere to park where they 
were allowed to do so for the entire day. 

The starting gun fired as the synchronised watches ticked to the appointed hour, and we were off. 
And then stopped. Damn red lights. What followed was as expected. On initially clear roads the car 
left us for dead, with the bus langiushing somewhere in the background as a group of old people 
tried to cobble together the exact bus fare before realising they were on the wrong service. 

Then the traffic starts to build, and the bikes eat into the car's advantage. A recumbent, piloted by 
sometime cc contributer David Gardiner, heading for the centre by a route using a large section of 
off-road cyclepath, rolled in first, with my direct route taking 27 seconds longer. Richard Evans 
made up our cycling trio, all of us home before sight of the driver. 
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He duly arrived 10 minutes later, having had to park at least ten minutes walk away to comply with 
the rules of the challenge. I pointed out that he had actually parked beside my office, and if the race 
had been to there would possibly have won, but this was small consolation, and we were still 
congratulating ourselves when the bus limped in. 

This was the same tale on most routes, though the motorbikes marked their debut by winning on 
both of theirs. In truth they would likely have won all four if lined up against us - all the benefits of 
the bicycle with the added bonus of an engine. 

Reaction to the event was predictable. 

The local press finally covered the story a few days 
later, and while the article was on the whole 
supportive, and understood the aims of the activity, 
the comments page on the website soon after was 
aflame. Fortunately the cycling community had 
come out in force and was particularly enthusiastic 
in rebutting all claims of cheating and generally 
organising things so the cars couldn't possibly win. 

And then things really kicked off. An email landed in 
my inbolx - I was third choice, but there was an 
invitation to speak about the event on local radio. 
Talk 107 is, it proudly boasts, the only talk station to 
be set up in the UK outside London. And as with 
most talk stations it relies on provocation and 
dispute to maintain an interest. 

I was to be the first guest on the show, explaining 
why the event had been run, and talking about 
commuting options in general. My five minutes went 
(I think) reasonably well. The two presenters 
adopting polarised opposite views of cyclists being 
a menace and shouldn't be on the road, to the city 

centre should be closed to cars and pedestrianised. I think, if anything, I was being too diplomatic 
and reasoned for talk radio. 

This thought was confirmed when the phonelines were opened and the usual bile and diatribe 
became the backdrop to breakfast. I almost fell to the floor in despair as their outside broadcast unit 
found one other cyclist to speak to, who admitted to riding on the pavement and jumping red lights. 

The world caved in and I turned off the radio. 

Potential planning for next year has already started. After an initially lukewarm media reaction this 
year there are ideas being bounced about to change things and maintain an interest. Tireless 
organiser Maggie Wynn (together with Edinburgh cycling stalwart Chris Hill) deserve all the credit in 
the world for keeping up their own interest in this year after year. 

Though it presumably helps that the bikes keep doing so well... 

 

Together and separately Maggie Wynn and Chris Hill are responsible for: 
trycyclinginedinburgh - changingpace - cyclingedinburgh 

and have run film festivals and organised european mobility week events 
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Cycling and Society  
Edited by Dave Horton, Paul Rosen and Peter Cox. Contributions from Peter Cox, Ben Fincham, 

Dave Horton, Tim Jones, Phillip Gordon Mackintosh, Glen Norcliffe, John Parkin, Paul Rosen, Time 
Ryley, Clare S Simpson, David Skinner, Justin Spinney, Nicholas Oddy, Frederick Van De Walle. 

Ashgate Publishing  

Who were the original ‘boy racers’? When was sex and sport first used to sell a mass produced 
product? How does a product change from being a luxury item to something that has lost it’s 
status? Is the ‘safety industry’ a danger to people’s health? 

Although sometimes academic in tone, much of ‘Cycling and Society’ is accessible to a broader 
readership. In fact the book is so diverse that even those that feel well versed in the history of one 
of the world’s most celebrated inventions will find lots to entertain and new information. 

Consisting of an Introduction and nine chapters, the book looks back to when bikes were a sought 
after ‘aspirational’ item (19th century), through to becoming a useful means of transport for the 
mass market in the first two decades of last century. (Much of what happened with the bicycle could 
apply to it’s transport successors or even a modern invention like the mobile phone.) ‘Cycling and 
Society’ sets out to clarify where cycling has fitted into general mobility and aspirations, as part of 
everyday life. 

Every reader will have favourite chapters but all give valuable insight to areas that are not generally 
known about. The book also presents a modest collection of black and white illustrations and 
diagrams, although I must emphasise that this is not a ‘coffee table’ book but one where content 
counts more than visual appeal. An excellent reference section at the end of each chapter will help 
those keen to research further. As the product of fourteen contributors, the style and content pulls 
on a vast selection of experiences and references. 

Some chapters look back to the past and make parallels to how we view things today. ‘Women’s 
cycle racing in the 19th Century’ is one such ‘retro’ chapter. At this time cycling was still a ‘new 
sensation’. Most women that cycled did so on tricycles and in private. The spectacle of women in 
‘bloomers’ racing in public against each other drew huge crowds. The era of commercial 
sponsorship was born with these liberated women earning more than their male counterparts. 

The market for women’s racing was huge and had the tantallising contradiction of the fact that many 
in the audience were merely voyeurs with little interest in the activity. The true supporters came 
from the supporters of female social equality and ‘Rational Dress’.  
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Such races helped to promote the concept of the ‘New Woman’ - someone who of course would 
use the bike practically from day to day. Women’s cycle racing was in fact one of the first uses of 
sport and sex used to sell products to a new audience. 

Like much of the book it helps to remind us that cycling was a ‘hard nosed’ commercial activity and 
was unchallenged as the fastest way to travel on the road for many years. Following on from this is 
‘The Flaneur on Wheels’. (I didn’t know what one was until I read the book either!). This deals with 
the often neglected period between 1900 and 1920 and deserves commendation for it’s overview of 
the industry and social mores. ‘Men women and the Bicycle’ looks back to the 19th century and has 
some intriguing tales of early attempts to improve the image of cycling. 

For those that like to look at where we are now, the chapters ‘Barriers to Cycling’, ‘Hell is Other 
Cyclists’, ‘Fear of Cycling’ and ‘Bicycle Messengers’ give plenty of food for thought. Dave Horton’s 
chapter on ‘fear’ reminds us that the safety industry has a vested interest in making cycling appear 
more dangerous than it actually is. Compare and contrast with the earlier years when people took to 
the streets on bikes without adequate brakes! ‘Bicycle Messengers’ is an example of how apart 
from society one part of cycling appears to be. 

For those that like to dream and consider what the bike is now and may be in the future, ‘Bicycles 
don’t evolve’ is a great overview. This looks at where one form of transport ends and the other 
starts. It examines the current relationship of bikes to motorcycles, cars and velomobiles. The topic 
of how different means of transport work and how they are perceived is something that is rarely 
looked at in such detail. The whole world of human powered vehicles is covered well, pointing out 
that velomobiles are not simply ‘pedal cars’ or bikes with bodywork but a category in their own right 
that are continuing to be developed.  

This chapter considers the use of power assisted vehicles and whether we should re-asses the 
relationship between the different means of personal transport available. The diagrams here are 
good and challenge the belief by some people that the bike is obsolete and an anachronism. As 
with much of the book you’ll find yourself making connections to other chapters. The question of 
developing other types of vehicle was already a topic for the 1902 Scottish Bicycle Show in an 
earlier chapter. The programme for this event promised “this year the motor bicycle. the motor 
tricycle and a full complement of motor cars have been brought together with the charm of absolute 
novelty”. 

Finally I’ll return to the book’s first chapter ‘Cycling the City’. This deals with the abstract notion of 
‘place’ that each cyclist feels and how they view their environment from a bike. There is much 
pleasure shared on how riders ‘feel’ about their routes. The conclusion reached, however, is that a 
person on a bike looks at things differently from each other as much as from the view of someone 
driving a car. Cycling is a very individual means of getting about and has less ‘consensus’ maybe 
than that of powered vehicle users which define the traffic ‘norms’ in many cities. 

All in all the book is an insightful read that leaves one feeling positive about the future, with a good 
look at the past and how cycling has fitted in. It’s worth remembering too that whatever the pastime 
or form of transport there will always be people that will misuse it and those that will want it banned. 
‘Souped up’ cars are merely a contemporary version of the anti-social road behaviour that started in 
our streets with ‘Scorchers’ speeding on high wheelers around 1880! 

Recommended reading for those that like to see how cycling was at the centre of much 
technological and social change in the past and how it may become so again in the future. 

.david gardiner  

Cycling and Society is part of Ashgate’s ‘Transport and Society’ series and is available to order 
online from www.ashgate.com 
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Freia + Thor’s Cykler Emporium - Odense  

“This formula, could there be more than one answer?” Detective Wallender’s eyes narrowed as she 
weighed up the options. 

Doctor Moeller replied ”Well... 30 times 14 equals 420 and 30 times 22 equals 660. Times that by 
0.33 and we get 220. Or 30 +14 = 44 and 30 + 22 = 52 x 0.33 = 17.6.” 

Overawed by the Doctor’s rapid numeric skills, Dawes coughed as a means of interruption. “Ahem. 
These mathematical explanation are about as dry as my throat, Doctor. What we need here is some 
big thinking from someone with a cycling frame of mind, if you excuse the pun.” 

 

The ‘Derailleur Code’ is a classic tale of good versus bad (writing). 

Cycling historian Professor Claude B Dawes finds himself hired by Dr Moeller (of the M7 
Human and Alternative Powered Vehicle Company) on a mission to hunt down Der 
Bromptonaut, an agent of the mysterious ‘Brotherhood’. This shady organisation is 

sworn to the elimination of all bikes that don’t fold and anyone that stands in their way. 
Dawes now believes that his evil opponent has been able to make a copy of the top 

secret M7 AM10 36 spoke hub - a bike part so powerful that it has to be kept moving to 
avoid going ‘critical’. 

The M7 party of Dawes, Dr Moeller and top M7 bike designer Lucyna, have just 
travelled from Amsterdam on board a specially chartered train to arrive in Odense, 
Denmark, where Der Bromptonaut has been sighted. Accompanying them on the 
journey are the elite Swiss Bike Patrol, Herr Braun (a quality control expert) and 

Detective Linda Wallender (a real fictional detective). 

Dawes has just made a strange discovery which they hope will lead them to their 
opponent. 
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Lucyna smiled, Dawes was talking about himself of course. Even though she had designed more 
bikes than he had read issues of VeloVision, Dawes always revealed his inherent sexism. 

Freia nodded in agreement with Dawes whilst adjusting the toolbelt around her slim hips. In her view 
Dawes was the alpha male purely on his bike knowledge alone. Her partner Thor could never match 
a man like that for truly detailed bike knowledge. Maybe she should keep in touch with him? 

“Ja, I think the Professor has got a point. We should think like the Bromptonman.” 

“Bromptonaut, you mean. You have an internet connected computer that I can use?” Thor gestured 
to Dawes to follow him to the backshop. The rest of the party including Captain Tobler followed, 
anxious to see what Dawes would do. 

Dawes spoke quickly and took out a little folded sheet of addresses from his Endura All Weather 
Harris Tweed Jacket. “These are all my significant web sites so I can dial in quickly. My very own 
battery-free, lightweight, instant access personal organiser. It never crashes though it does get dog-
eared from time to time.” Dawes looked carefully down the listings and then typed quickly. 

"www.sheldonbrown.com/gears/" 

A voice came from the back of the room. “I was wondering how quickly you would try that one, 
Professor. Do you not think it all a bit obvious? Plus I would have thought you would memorise such 
a simple address without prompting.” 

Herr Braun was a constant irritation to Dawes. His interventions always stirred up doubt in Dawes 
mind. First his untrue accusations of racism. Then his not quite as untrue accusations that the story 
was poorly written and researched. His only positive comment was that he was surprised at 
someone of Dawes calibre agreeing to appear in the first place. Like it or not they had achieved a lot 
long before Herr Braun had made his snide remarks. Above all the Netherlands had been saved. 
Surely Herr Braun as a German could appreciate that? 

“We are waiting, Professor. Time is ticking on. Just like one of Der Bromptonaut’s exploding hubs, 
Ha, ha.” 

He really does have a sick mind, thought Dawes. 

“Now what I propose doing is putting the data in as a real gear value calculation.” Doubt showed in 
Wallender’s eyes 

“But in what unit, Professor.The Brotherhood would use metric wouldn’t they?” Once again 
Wallender showed her ignorance. The Brotherhood (or Secret Folding Society as they were 
sometimes known) abhorred metricisity. The movement had begun in the 14th century in ale houses 
around Hereford. Their folding fixation quickly spread across the globe with all true believers 
preserving Imperial measures. This had been the case throughout most of the world until The 
European Union enforced the metric system and outlawed people with 12 fingers from holding 
political office. 

Dawes imagined what Der Bromptonaut would be saying if he could see them... “So ‘Mr Bike Know 
it All’. You think that merely solving my little code will save you? Everything will fold to my demands. 
Everything and everyone I tell you!” 
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Dawes crossed his legs - a bathroom stop was overdue. He hadn’t been for two episodes now. He 
pulled down the menu, selected 30 for chainring size and then selected the 7 speed freewheel 
option as this had a 14 and 22 on it. Not period accurate he knew but faster for inputting data. 

30 to 14 = 58 
30 to 22 = 36.9 x 0.33 = 12.3 

“These are maybe co-ordinates. But to where?” Captain Tobler rubbed his brow. 

58N, 12.3E, 18 hours earlier  

The Bikea® chain had grown quickly to become the number one choice for self assembled bicycles. 
On a vast out of town park sat the distinctive blue and yellow shed surrounded by row upon row of 
cars. It seemed that shopping for pedal propelled fitness had now reached another wider audience. 
This obscenely large store stocked a wide range of colours and components that allowed each 
person to make their very own Bikea® bike at a cost that could never be equalled by smaller shops. 

 

The attraction was that people could make bikes that didn’t function well but looked good. Until the 
arrival of Bikea® this demand had been met by other retailers (not named here for legal reasons). 
Many bikes were simply carried on large cars as a symbol of green living, never to go more than a 
few miles. The previous day had been busy as usual when a man in a long coat appeared at the 
sales promotion desk. He had with him a bike part that he thought Bikea® should consider stocking 
and left them his business card and a beautifully made rotating wheel model with a matt back hub 
as an exhibit. As he left he enquired whether Bikea® stocked folding bikes. The answer as usual 
was ‘no’. 

Back on the train Captain Tobler looked at the large table map. With everyone on board the train 
rolled east rapidly leaving Fyn and surfacing on Zeeland as it approached Kobenhavn. Dawes 
thought back to the old days when crossing Denmark meant taking the train onto a ferry. Now it was 
all so different. No wonder the Brotherhood could move so quickly. With their folding bikes they 
didn’t even have to book bike spaces. The next link was Öresund where the train left Denmark to 
arrive in Malmö, Sweden. This was an even larger crossing that was a modern engineering triumph. 
So large was this bridge structure that it could be seen clearly from the outdoor stairway on the 
spire of Vor Frelsers Kirke in the city even though it was 20km away. 
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On reaching Malmö the train stopped and a party of Swedish police came on board to check 
everything was in order. They seemed to enjoy pointing out that carrying bikes on a train is not 
allowed throughout most of Sweden and that bikes should be removed and sent onwards by people 
known as the ExpressGods 

After an ill-tempered exchange Detective Linda Wallender angrily signed off the special dispensation 
and the Special Vehicle Coach remained untouched. On turning north the train headed onwards 
though the ferry town of Helsingborg, busy in the days before the Öresund link. Dawes had retired to 
the music coach where Tobler had commanded one of his unit to recite a Schubert Sonata in honour 
of him. The town of Ängelholm was soon reached as the train hurtled on. Everthing seemd to be 
going smoothly until some kilometres further on the lights flickered and the noise of the electric 
engine changed to a low whine as it lost power. 

“What was that?” Dawes looked out the window. The Schubert recital continued on the Bösendorfer 
- the pianist and instrument barely affected by the fault, the train’s emergency lighting having taken 
over with an eerie yellow glow. 

Minutes later Tobler entered the music coach and handed Dawes a piece of paper. The Schubert 
sonata continued, the pianist unaware of the drama that was unfolding about him. 

<<All trains north of Båstad are standstill. Complete power failure eastern Skåne region. Main 
Sydkraft powergrid interconnect damaged>> 

That is bad... very bad he thought. Dawes mood of relaxation had been shattered. The sonata was 
ruined. 

“Where are we and what do we do now?” Dawes looked lost 

“Båstad.” Tobler pointed at the map 

Dawes did not comment... “How far from the site of the incident? You say it’s at a large retail parkon 
the outskirts of Varberg?” 

“We have around 130km to go but no power for the train. We have the Swiss rail cycles but itwould 
take ages on them.” 

Doctor Moeller and Lucyna exchanged glances. This was exactly the kind of situation that the M7 
Institute had the answer to.“Let’s go to the Special Vehicle Car. I think we have the solution.” 

The others looked at them with doubt. The train was in a narrow cutting, miles from any road with 
complete darkness outside. Only the eerie glow of the back up battery lights allowed them to see. 
That and Dawes’ trusty Cateye EL300 light. “We can continue making progress in the velomobile - 
please help us lift it on to the tracks at the front of the train.” 

Dawes looked suspicious. How was it going to stay on the track? “Professor we simply extend the 
axles here so we are same width as rails and then lock it to the track with this.” Moeller initiated what 
looked like a large GPS device. A large screen showed a detailed map of Skåne with the main 
railway line clearly indicated. “We need to run on existing tyres directly onto the track to maximise 
performance. This GPS has an exact map of the Swedish Rail network including all junctions to 
allow us to stay on the track at high speed. A micro server-motor adjusts the steering to place us 
exactly on the track plus or minus 5mm. Corners on railways are minor so it really isn’t that difficult.” 
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“Brilliant. I was expecting wheels with flanges like a train...” 

“So you would Professor, You are, if I may say, a cycling traditionalist stuck somewhat in the 20th 
century. The M7 Ultra Carbon Tandem Velomobile guidance system allows us to concentrate on 
pedalling on a smooth albeit narrow surface. We should be in Varberg in under 3 hours. Several 
trains are at a standstill on tracks in front of us but we can carry the velomobile around them. The 
M7 30 Satellite Spatial Control System will merely reset when we are passed the blockage. Such a 
multi-satellite device allows very high degrees of accuracy as you may know. For this mission I 
suggest you and Lucyna will go alone. The Swiss Bike Patrol will follow up when they get their bikes 
to a road. I will stay with the train and Detective Wallander.” 

Professor Dawes looked pleased. “Lucyna and I can even listen to music on the iPod system!” 

“That, Professor, will sadly not be possible as the Satellite Spatial Control System currently uses too 
much power to use both at the same time.” 

And so the journey north began. For anyone that 
has ventured out that night they might have caught 
a glimpse of what loked like a large black scarab 
beetle scuttling noiselessly along the main railway 
line to Norway. What was it and how could it move 
so quickly? Why didn’t it just go on the road? In fact 
in this format the Velomobile was at it’s most 
efficient.The SON Schmidt hub powered the GPS 
system that in turn corrected the server-motor that 
moved the front wheels by the slightest of angles. 
The iPod system could in theory still have run but 
Moeller had to have some capacity built in for any 
system failures. What he hadn’t told Dawes was that 
this was the first long distance test of the Velomobile 
on rails concept. Lucyna had been a co-designer so 
knew exactly how it should work. 

The first 50km were covered in one hour everything was going to plan. Up ahead the tail light of a 
container train flashed. Lucyna braked gently. If the velomobile skidded then it could leave the 
tracks. Tee server-motor could only correct so much. There was a fail safe of locking pegs that 
would protect the vehicle. “Of course we are reliant on the state of track engineering to make the 
system work, Professor. Some countires have rails that are too poor for us to run on!” Lucyna was 
maybe referring to the UK? “Now we need to carry the velomobile past this train.” Dawes read the 
sides of the containers. 

Norfolk Line, Color Line, Volvo... the train went on forever. That night they came across four such 
stranded trains. Swedish rail was totally reliant on electricity with it’s services powered by 
renewables such as wind and hydro. The incident had been so bad though that no power could be 
routed whilst the interconnects were being repaired. In recent years this had become known by the 
American term ‘outage’. So much more technical than power cut! Outages always took longer to 
repair. 

 

... to be continued  
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It was my Emmelle Cougar 12 that started it really. Much as I'd loved my old Strika, and had 
covered every inch of my small town and the surrounding areas on my 'Highway' BMX, the Emmelle 
Cougar 12 was the first bike I had lusted after, the first bike I had specifically asked for. And it 
arrived one birthday. 

Okay, so it was made out of steel girders, but I loved that bike. And if I was to see one of those 
turquoise bikes again on eBay I'd grab the chance of owning one again without a second thought. 

Nostalgia isn't a new thing, but in the past ten years or so, with the expansion of the internet, an a 
lifestyle affording more disposable income than ever before, people of my generation are able to 
indulge very easily in nostalgic regression. 

And so it is with Retrobike. 

With a definite mountain bike slant, this site provides a window on the past. The market for this is 
clear as each month another bike is put in the spotlight, lovingly maintained or restored by a reader, 
and given a spot in the limelight. I defy you not to get drawn into the archive and find yourself falling 
out the other end wondering where the past hour went. 

There is simply something much more attractive in the simplicity of the old steel frames, compared 
to 'hardcore' freeride rigs adorning the pages of mountain bike magazines the world over. 

But Retrobike isn't just about standing back and admiring. These bikes are for riding, and in many 
cases for racing. There's something nice about the fact that the simplicity of these earlier mountain 
bikes is pitched against the weight of design and technology behind modern bikes. And I thought I 
was retro riding a hardtail... 

The forum shows this to be an active community, with meets arranged and advice sought and 
found. 

Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to go and trawl the net for a Cougar 12... 

 

You can visit the Retrobike website here 

Seen a website you think we should check out? Drop us a line at wotm@citycycling.co.uk 
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Take a look down any main street in a UK town and what will greet you will be the same the country 
over - a proliferation of road signs; railings separating pedestrians from the traffic; a general mess of 
delineation and clutter. 

But it's all needed right? Well, maybe not. 

A lot of the current ideology comes from a 1963 report by Colin Buchanan called 'Traffic in Towns'. 
The separation of traffic from people is put in place in order to create safety, because clearly mixing 
cars with people is dangerous. 

That ideology is, however, coming under increasing contradiction. To see this in practice we need to 
hop over to the Netherlands to the town of Drachten. The town became subject of a remarkable 
traffic experiment in 2003 when all traffic lights and signs were removed from the town centre. It 
seemed so contrary to common sense; so probably fatal; so lacking in logic. 

The theory is simple. Without street 'furniture' to guide drivers, even going as far as raising road 
levels to be on a par with pavements and removing the clear separation between the two, those 
drivers basically must pay more attention to their surroundings. In doing this the speeds are 
naturally reduced, and by focussing the minds of drivers they are more aware of pedestrians, 
cyclists and other vehicles. 

The theory is great, but does it work? 

We wouldn't normally put a huge amount of faith in statistics, but from an average of eight accidents 
a year in the town centre before the plan was put in place there is now an average annual accident 
rate of precisely zero.  
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The man behind all of this is Hans Monderman, a Dutch traffic engineer responsible for the Shared 
Space model. Monderman is not someone who wants to get rid of the motor car, recognising that 
fact that it's here to stay. Instead he has developed theories, especially for busy intersections and 
so on, that it's safer for road users to be paying attention to each other rather than signs and lights. 

And as Drachten shows, it works. One particular 
main intersection in Drachten, the Laweiplein, 
carries 20,000 vehicles a day, on which there used 
to be two sets of traffic lights. With the lights 
removed a flow is created where before there was a 
stop-start motion. Before Monderman's theories 
were put into practice the average time to cross this 
intersection was 50 seconds; this has dropped 
significantly to between 10 and 30 seconds. 

So what we have is a more constant flow of traffic; 
at overall slower speeds; but overall faster times; 
and all road users and pedestrians actually keeping 
a look out for each other. 

Even buses, which before the lights were removed 
were fitted with transponders to change the lights in 
their favour, have had route times reduced. The 
removal of lights has also seen a resurgence in the 
use of roundabouts, again with a huge affect on 
travel times - something which sticks in the throat in 
the UK as we see roundabouts removed to make 
way for traffic lights. 

And it's not just traffic which finds all of this easier. Pedestrians hardly have to pause to cross a 
road, and find that traffic, moving more smoothly and with less stress, generally cedes to them. 

The lead of Drachten is now being followed in Germany by Bohmte (with EU-funding help); and 
from small seeds? If a second town sees a similar effect on accident and injury rates by adopting 
the unconventional methods of Monderman then the theory starts to gain even more legitimacy, and 
from there the snowball may gather pace. 

It remains to be seen whether the UK will be able to forget more than 40 years of entrenched 
transport engineering.  
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.the citycycling gallery is a great display of the bicycle as an art form - forget the Turner Prize, have 
a wander through our Flickr group and you'll discover another reason why we all love cycling... 

And if you've got some great cycling photography why not contribute by joining the group and see if 
your pictures make it onto our gallery walls in the next issue? 

 

 

 



.citycycling homepage

 

previous page  - page 26 - next page  

 

 

 

 



.citycycling homepage

 

previous page  - page 27 - next page  

 

 

 

 

 



.citycycling homepage

 

previous page  - page 28 - next page  

 

.the junction  

  

 

So I wait 

Tempting fate 
I'd decided to go this way 
Thinking the right hand turn 
Would be made with ease 

Should I squeeze 
Myself out before this bus 
Ah no, there's a white van 
Just come round the blind turn 

The chance is spurned 
The fast-moving queue lengthens 
Strenthens its hold 
On the road 

Yesterday flowed 
Straight out, no worries 
Today, wholly different to that 
No gap appears 

Feels like years 
These last few minutes 

Waiting patiently for my turn 
As the BMW flies by 

There! Now! Let's try! 
Across three lanes 

(Two normal, one crawler) 
I've made it, I'm out 

Then the shout 
'Be more careful!' is declared 

As he then cuts in in front 
Braking just before the queue 

Expletive-ridden invective is due 
But I just ride on 

Knowing I was right 
The lights ahead turn red 

So I stop 
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In the UK there is one cycling organisation which has seen a massive surge in its popularity, funding 
and clout in recent years. Sustrans (Sustainable Transport) is responsible for the National Cycle 

Network, Safer Routes to Schools and Bike It. Yet despite the high profile and national reach, 
Sustrans is not winning over every cyclist in the country. Here Anthony Robson looks at the 

background, the growth and the perceived pros and cons of the organisation. 

.a short history lesson  

In 1977 a group of people in Bristol founded Cyclebag, a charity possibly before its time, aiming to 
educate on ways to improve our health and the environment. Cyclebag later became Sustrans, and 
in 1984 the charity's first section of cyclepath was opened - a 17 mile traffic-free route along the 
Bristol & Bath Railway path. 

And so was born a precursor to the National Cycle Network (the NCN) (officially begun in 1985). 
With an initial aim of 2,500 miles of signed routes in the country to be achieved by 2000, the target 
was easily surpassed, and in 2005 a remarkable 10,000 miles of route had been signposted. 

The figures in support certainly stack up - in 2005 some 232 million trips were made on Sustrans 
routes. And it is now claimed that 75% of the population lives within a couple of miles of a route, and 
50% within one mile. Whichever way you look at it, those numbers are impressive. 

With such popularity it becomes easier to obtain and maintain a high profile, and Sustrans has used 
this profile to excellent effect. The 10th Anniversary of the NCN saw a lottery donation of some 
£43.5M (€62.5M), and the NCN is proudly claimed to be, "the nation's favourite lottery funded 
project." 

So just why does Sustrans come in for such a hard time? 
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.the backlash  

The arguments against Sustrans come thick and fast, and trip off rather easily. I know all of this 
because they are arguments I have used all too often in the past. They can start at a very basic 
level to do with the routes themselves:  

"the surfaces are often inadequate, verging on unrideable, for many types of bikes with tyres 
narrower than those on a mountain bike; 

the signs can go missing, leaving you lost if you don't have a map, or the distances are innaccurate 
(on a recent ride in Newcastle we passed one sign saying 6 miles to our destination, rode a mile, 

then came across another sign saying we had 8 miles to go);  

and most frequently, that the routes taken meander aimlessly, adding miles to a journey, and often 
through the more 'undesirable' areas." 

It doesn't help when the Sustrans leaflet about a particular NCN route states that it is suitable for 
'most' bikes, becoming clear later on that this means 'only suitable for mountain bikes' (sections of 
Aviemore to Slochd); or that it is not hilly, with only a short climb at one point when the novice I was 
accompanying found herself walking up a couple of the hills (Perth to Dunkeld). 

 

Sustrans as an organisation doesn't escape either. Though it has to be admitted that often the 
arguments aren't necessarily a fault of Sustrans, but more of perception. It has been said that 
encouraging off-road paths and 'quiet' roads backs up the idea that 'roads' are dangerous for 
cyclists; that this gives weight to the motorists' argument that cyclists shouldn't be on the road; and 
that the fascination with Sustrans is to the detriment of other cycling organisations. 

That Sustrans has effective marketing really cannot be argued with. The website is full of self-
congratulation, but then, should we expect any organisation to advertise its problems in the public 
arena? Equally the mapping on the website is simply indicative, rather than something you can rely 
on, precisely because Sustrans sells maps of its routes. Cynical or simple commercial sense? 

Anecdotal evidence suggests that even novice riders recognise the pointlessness of many Sustrans 
routes. They know the distance between two places by car; they recognise that going by bike can 
mean anything up to twice the distance; they take the car. But again, is this the fault of Sustrans? Is 
anyone forcing the NCN on cyclists? Is the marketing so good that new cyclists think that the only 
place they can cycle is an officially marked route? Am I starting to turn myself round to Sustrans? 
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.the defence  

We have a liking for complaint in the UK. The best movie reviews, the best restaurant reviews, the 
best reviews full-stop, are the bad ones. The reviews where something or someone gets slated. 
Could it be that this maxim is applied to anything Sustrans does? 

As has been stated already, for a start, no-one is forced to use a Sustrans route. Despite the 
attempted prosecution of Daniel Cadden for riding on the road, the law remains unchanged, bikes 
are still welcome (legally speaking) on the UK's tarmac. That some think this is not the case 
because of anything Sustrans has done or said must surely be wrong, and instead of stopping 
Sustrans in their particular promotion, more should be done to educate and make people aware. Is 
it possible to have the best of both worlds? 

The cyclepath argument is also countered by the simple fact that it's not all that Sustrans does or 
aims for. Anyone who has followed a Sustrans route for any distance will have been placed on 
roads, generally quieter country roads, or residential streets. Will this result in meandering? Of 
course. Was the NCN set-up with the primary purpose of providing fast links between places? The 
very first route would suggest not, but rather as a leisure network. 

 

The routes are also, to a large extent, dictated by the local councils, by the land they will give up to 
Sustrans, and by the routes they are willing to accept through their turf. And then these routes are 
manned by a large group of volunteers, this is a charity after all. 

Perhaps the problems come with cyclists wanting to see the NCN and Sustrans as all things to all 
people, mainly because it is the most high-profile cycling organisation out there, because their signs 
can be seen so frequently. Practicality and reality dictate that it cannot be all of these things 
however, and that at its core will always be leisure routes and family cycling. 

Indeed I have my own pro-Sustrans anecdote which involved getting my partner cycling again on 
some off-road paths before progressing to the road. Sustrans was a means to an end, rather than 
the end itself. 
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.the conclusion  

When I first started looking into Sustrans I thought there was an open-and-shut case. Firmly of the 
belief that Sustrans simply wanted to get us off the road, and that it was detrimental to cyclists as a 
whole, I had my views swayed by some people who are willing to admit that it's not perfect, that 
some routes are actually pretty awful, but that we're all looking at this from a slightly skewed 
viewpoint. 

It's not intended for everyone, but that doesn't mean it shouldn't exist because it is at least 
promoting some form of cycle use. The routes meander often, but you don't have to stick rigidly to 
them if you don't want to. And you can't really complain about marketing being successful, it's surely 
up to others to, if you'll pardon the horrible management-speak, step up to the plate and try and 
match that. 

 

Where it doesn't work there are possibly the means to improve. Mapping or signage pointing out 
poor surfaces, and offering alternatives, would be a great start, as would a clearer statement of the 
intention of Sustrans. At the moment a vague notion of helping the environment and making the 
streets safer is woolly at best - where Sustrans can succeed is by suggesting that their routes are, 
in the main, intended as leisure routes, good for families, or for bringing novices into or back to 
cycling. 

Until this happens there will still be a large portion of cyclists who will feel persecuted, feeling that 
they are being told that they should be cycling on routes where the surface is poor and the distance 
circuitous. It's manifestly untrue, but not obviously so. 

If a school report were to be written it could easily say, 'Shows promise, but could do better.' We 
wouldn't expel a child from school for such a report card.  

.anthony robson   
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Working with German print-on-demand company 'Spreadshirt' we try to bring you some of the most 
fun, irreverent and sharp cycling-themed t-shirts around. And with high quality printing on high 

quality shirts you can always be guaranteed to be happy with your choice. 

This month we have some new designs for you to choose from. Clicking on any of the designs 
below will take you to our store where you can see even more. 

And remember, being a print-on-demand service, if you don't like the colours, or style of shirt, drop 
us a line and we'll see what we can do for you. 

 

 
.fakenger  

 
.fold here  
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.citycycling has been going strong for over 2 years now, and that gives us 24 past issues stuffed full 
of insight, humour and antagonism. You can access all of our previous outings at our back issues 

page of the main site, or even search for specific articles, but below are some of the past highlights 
you might have missed. 

You might also have noticed, round here you don't have to pay for back issues.... 

 

 

Our second issue 
supplied a route around 

our home town of 
Edinburgh, had a rant 
about cycle lanes and 
looked into the latest 

cycling innovations on the 
market. 

 

Issue 12 and our editor 
was suffering the 

frustration of not being 
able to ride as he 

recovered from a broken 
arm. Elsewhere cycling 

was debated in 
parliament and we 

learned about diabetes. 

 

We took to the air in issue 
21 with the RAF cycling 
team, before falling back 
to earth with a classic old 
bike. We also saw bike 
stands redesigned and 

some anti-cm sentiment. 

 


