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NEWSLETTER  
 

SUMMER 2015  
 

Blog: http://lancasterdynamo.wordpress.com 
 

YOUR DYNAMO SUBSCRIPTION  
IS EXPIRING 

 
Dynamo subscriptions expire at the end of 
October 2015.  To renew, please contact 
Patricia, the membership secretary – 
details at the end of this newsletter.  
Rates are £5 waged, £2.50 unwaged. 
 
You can pay your subs direct to the 
Dynamo bank account at Santander: sort 
code 09 01 54, account number 
56921087, reference Membership + [your 
name]. 
 

 

EDITORIAL 
 
Dynamo has been cycle campaigning locally 
for twenty years now.  Remember, if you can, 
that there was no cycle infrastructure before 
Dynamo (BD).  Naturally though, there have, 
been some impressive successes post Dynamo 
(PD).  The Millennium cycle and pedestrian 
bridge; district wide training and infrastructure 
achievements when Lancaster acquired cycle 
demonstration town status between 2005-11; 
and 20 mph residential zones are perhaps the 
major ones.    
 
With good support from Lancashire County 
Council, as the highway authority, there would 
have been more major victories for cyclists 
and pedestrians.  The authority has in fact 
been an impediment to improvements for both 
forms of human powered movement, choosing 
instead to shower vast sums on motorists.   
 
By way of some examples.  For a long time 
the County set its face against 20 mph 
residential zones.  More recently £5 million of 
Local Sustainable Transport funding to make 
the A6 sustainable has been squandered.  
Thus the 9-kilometre stretch of tarmac from 
Lancaster city centre to Galgate, which has 
been consistently rated the most dangerous 
road for pedestrians and cyclists in all the UK 
according to the Road Safety Foundation, 
remains a danger.   

However, attitudes at least may be set to 
change and for the better.  Lancashire County 
Council has appointed a new Transport 
Planning Manager, Hazel Walton, who from 
her public statements at the Lancaster Master 
Plan Meeting this March and from her 
subsequent closed discussions with Dynamo, 
clearly understands the important role cycling 
must play in a sustainable transport future.  
Moreover, Ms Walton has kindly agreed to be 
Dynamo’s guest speaker at our AGM this 
October.  So please come along, put your 
questions and views to Hazel, and get involved 
in shaping a brighter cycling future for the 
district.  Dynamo needs all the help from local 
cyclists it can get. 
                                                                             

 
Come to the review of the old cycling 

year, help to plan the next and 
renew your subscriptions at the 

 

DYNAMO ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
 

on Wednesday 21 October 2015 
at 7.30 p.m. 

upstairs at the Gregson,  
Moor Lane, Lancaster LA1 3PY 

 
followed by a talk by 

Hazel Walton, 
Transport Planning Manager, 

Lancashire County Council 
 

All welcome 
 

 
Freedom of Information? 
 
Dynamo initiated, for the first time in its 
history, a Freedom of Information request, 
FOI, on 1 April 2015 regarding Lancashire 
County Council’s spending of the £5 million of 
Local Sustainable Transport fund earmarked to 
make the A6 more sustainable at both the 
Preston and Lancaster ends of the A6.   
 
This FOI request was made because County 
Council officers had failed to supply detailed 
accounts of its spend.  In fact some of their 



 2 

responses were so vague as to be almost 
meaningless.   
 
However, instead of receiving an answer from 
the FOI officer we received a slightly more 
detailed response from County Councillor Fillis, 
who as Cabinet Member for Highways and 
Transport with the final say on how the money 
was spent, hardly constituted an independent 
party.  And in any case, he failed to supply the 
level of detail Dynamo had requested.   
 
Just to give three examples of items where 
large sums were spent, yet lacked meaningful 
detail:    
 
• Business Engagement, £668,744  
 
• School Engagement, £112,849  
 
• Staff and associated costs £170,080.  
 
Since Dynamo resubmitted its request for a 
more detailed response at the beginning of 
May the FOI officer has twice failed to even 
acknowledge receipt of our request and 
needed promoting on both occasions to 
acknowledge receipt.  Moreover the FOI Office 
has missed its own deadline twice.  Dynamo is 
still awaiting a reply.    
 

 
Check out the latest news on the  

Dynamo blog at 
http://lancasterdynamo.wordpress.com 

 

 
Lancaster Transport Master Plan 
 
Following Dynamo’s presentation at the public 
debate on the Lancaster and District Transport 
Master Plan (MP) at the Storey Institute in 
March, meetings took place with Hazel Walton, 
Lancashire County Council’s Transport 
Planning Manager.   
 
The upshot of the meeting was an acceptance 
by Lancashire County Council to incorporate 
Dynamo’s major recommendations for the 
plan.   
 
These can be summarised as follows: 
  
• Measures to improve cycling and other 

sustainable forms of transport should not 
be dependent on implementing major new 
road schemes and building new houses.   

   
• The planned so-called superhighway cycle 

routes along main roads should be 

exclusively on on-road cycle lanes and not 
on pavements. 

 
• The MP vision talked about a 

comprehensive, district-wide, off-road 
(cycle and shared use paths) network.  It 
was not, however, comprehensive.  
Outlying villages such as Overton and the 
Kellets also needed a link. 

 
• There were simple, micro measures, 

immediately implantable, that would reduce 
road danger and help cyclists, such as 
closing car rat-runs in Lancaster city centre 
at Queen Street and Dalton Square. 

 
• Confirmation that the Lancaster-Heysham 

off-road route, that Dynamo has 
campaigned so long and so hard for, is in 
the MP.   

 
A further meeting took place with County at 
which Dynamo produced a detailed timescale 
for the implementation of these agreed short, 
intermediate and long term cycling measures. 
 
For more details of these measures and 
timescales see the Dynamo blog: 
https://lancasterdynamo.wordpress.com 

 
A6 
 
Lancashire County Council has spent – or, 
rather, squandered - the £5 million it received 
to make the A6 sustainable.  This, despite or 
possibly because of Dynamo’s persistent 
three-year-long campaign for good quality 
cycle lanes between Lancaster City centre and 
Galgate.  However, Dynamo may have 
salvaged some gains for cyclists from the 
wreckage.   
 
Last autumn the independent Road Safety 
Foundation identified the A6 between 
Lancaster and Galgate as consistently the 
most dangerous stretch of tarmac in the UK 
for pedestrians and cyclists, with the Heysham 
to Morecambe coastal road also in the top ten 
for killed and seriously injured (KSIs).   
 
These statistics only highlighted the County’s 
long-standing failure to introduce safety 
measures on the A6 to protect its vulnerable 
road users, especially as large sums of tax 
payers’ money had been earmarked under the 
Local Sustainable Transport Fund.   
 
These disturbing KSI figures prompted 
Dynamo in December to organise a massively 
supported, public petition calling for 
immediate, short term safety measures, and 
in the longer term good cycle lanes on the A6. 
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County’s Councillor John Fillis responded by 
meeting informally with Dynamo.  Worryingly 
it became clear that the County had little idea 
of the dangers for cyclist on the A6, despite 
employing at least two full-time road safety 
officers.   
 
It was agreed that road safety officer Paul 
Binks would ride the route with Dynamo to 
identify the most dangerous junctions and 
other incident black spots, with a view to the 
installing of immediate road safety measures 
on the A6.  Councillor Fillis also agreed in the 
first instance to install cycle lanes on both 
sides of the South Road stretch of the A6, as 
these were easy to do given the width there of 
the A6.   
 
In the spring Officer Binks, who has since 
moved on from his post, and Dynamo rode the 
route.  Consequently he promised immediate 
action at the black spots.  It is now autumn 
and next to nothing has been done, other than 
painting a box junction outside the BP garage.  
And from the near misses reported by 
Dynamo members at this site, this paint job 
has been ineffective.  Paint masquerading as 
infrastructure. 
 
Neither has the other part of the agreement 
that cycle lanes would be built on South Road 
materialised, although they have been 
included in the revised Transport Master Plan 
but as yet without any fixed date.   
 
In July the publication of Department of 
Transport road accident figures for 2014 
revealed a 14% increase in KSIs, in 2014 for 
Lancashire against a national average of 4%.  
Most disturbingly a disproportionate number of 
this increase were cyclists and pedestrians.  
Dynamo’s response was to issue a press 
release to the local media and to Councillor 
Fillis calling for immediate action to reduce 
road safety in a county whose roads have 
become possibly the most dangerous in the 
UK for cyclists and pedestrians.  How much 
longer will we be lumbered with a county 
council that persistently ignores its 
responsibility to protect them.    
   
Pedal cyclist casualties in LANCASTER, 
2010-14 by age Group 
 
Lancashire County Council is complacent 
about these figures for Lancaster.  Arguing 
that an increase of KSIs from 8 in 2010 to 19 
in 2013 and 2014 is acceptable, because there 
has been an increase in the number of people 
cycling.  Dynamo has asked the police for their 
KSI accident reports. 
 

Cyclists killed or seriously injured in 
Lancaster 
 

 Age Group  

Year 0-
5 

6-
10 

11-
15 

16-
19 

20-
25 

26-
64 

65+ All 

2010   1   7  8 

2011   1  3 5 1 10 

2012  2  2 2 9  15 

2013     3 14 2 19 

2014    1 2 13 3 19 

Total 0 2 2 3 10 48 6 71 

 
Time line of year’s major events  
 
• October 2014: Dynamo AGM  
• November 2014:  After lobbying by 

Dynamo, an Experimental Traffic Regulation 
Order comes into effect which now permits 
cycling in Lancaster’s pedestrianised area 
before 10.00 a.m. and after 5.00 p.m. 

• November 2014: Publication of Road Safety 
Foundation’s report - Lancaster end of A6 
most dangerous in UK 

• December 2014: In response, Dynamo 
organises mass petition calling for action 
from County Council 

• February 2015: Dynamo meets Councillor 
Fillis from County to discuss safety 
measures on A6  

• March 2015: Dynamo accepts invitation to 
present cyclists’ views on Lancaster Master 
Plan at public meeting  

• April 2015: Dynamo rides A6 with officer 
Binks from County to identify dangerous 
black spots 

• April 2015: Dynamo makes Freedom of 
Information request for County’s accounts 
of £5m A6 fund 

• May 2015: Dynamo meets County’s 
Transport Manager twice to strengthen 
cycle provisions in MP and then to workout 
a timescale for improvements  

• June 2015: DfT report shows road deaths 
and serious injuries up 14% in Lancashire 
and disproportionate number were cyclists 
and pedestrians  

• June 2015: Dynamo issues press release 
calling for action  

• August 2015: Dynamo still waiting for 
answer to FOI request and County to 
implement safety measures on A6. 

 

 
Finished with your Dynamo newsletter?  
Don’t keep it to yourself: leave it in your 
staff room/favourite café for someone 

else to read. 
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BOOK APPRECIATION  
 

Cyclogeography: Journeys of a London 
Bicycle Courier, by Jon Day 
 
Bicycle couriers first caught my attention in 
the 1980’s when I heard a consultant from a 
London hospital describe them rather 
gruesomely as, ‘organ donors’.  The 80s and 
90’s had witnessed a massive increase in cycle 
couriers in the capital as a rapid growth in 
motorised traffic reduced average speeds to a 
medieval 8mph.  Jon Day, who bicycle 
couriered for three years, does mention the 
dangers of couriering, but he doesn’t dwell on 
them.  Though he does relate the tale of a 
courier who suddenly fell silent on the open 
radio circuit, which all couriers working for a 
particular firm have access to.  After a short 
delay the rider’s voice was heard to say.  ‘I’m 
here.  I’m alive.  I’m trapped under an HGV’.  
In fact, more couriers commit suicide than are 
killed on the job, according to Day.  Possibly 
something to with the social isolation, he 
surmises.    

Like running away to sea, or joining the circus, 
becoming a cycle courier felt like an act of 
rebellion to the author.  He also had the right 
genes: a Dutch mother and a car-phobic 
father.  Most of his fellow couriers, like him, 
are ‘young, male and slightly lost’.  Although, 
Jon is not typical in other ways.  He is 
couriering to tide him through academe, while 
many of his fellow riders are foreigners 
attracted by ‘the UK’S lax fiscal scrutiny’.  So 
it’s not just hedge fund dealers, non-doms, 
Arab sheiks and Russian oligarchs, then?  
(Apologies to any Dynamo members, or major 
donors, especially major donors, who may fall 
into any of those categories.  No offence 
meant.)  
 
Jon’s  first employers, a ‘no questions, two-
man firm,’ called Fleetway Flyers, operate out 
of an old railway arch in Hoxton.  His radio 
controller, Frank, ex-cabbie and blue-booker 
manages to juggle 40 or more riders at a 
time, barking out numbers with, ‘the efficacy 
of a bingo caller and the speed of an 
auctioneer’.  A brief transcript of dialogue 
between a rider on the move and Frank in 
Hoxton, nibbling at the rim of his Styrofoam 
cup of instant coffee, is pure Pinteresque.   
 
The title ‘Cyclogeography’ is a firm nod of 
thanks in the direction of the 
Pyschogeography school of writing.  In fact, 
the almost obligatory post-colon title might 
have been, ‘Journeys of a well-read bicycle 
courier’.  For Jon is never slow off the mark to 
relate his couriering to literature, and he’s 

read just about everybody worth reading on 
cycling.  Just checkout the Bibliography if you 
want to get started on reading about cycling 
outside those glossy magazines and trashy 
club newsletters.   
 
Psychogeographical writing, of course, 
features the ‘flaneur’, the author who just 
floats on his ‘Dérive’ or drift around cities, 
with no purpose other than to connect with it.  
Our man Jon styles himself, ‘cycleur’, a cycling 
equivalent.  Although he is under no illusion 
that as a courier he has the fully blown 
freedom of a bipedal flaneur.  He believes that 
while couriers can choose their routes, come 
and go as they please, wear what they want, 
ingest whatever drugs they need, it is 
essentially an ‘oppressive freedom’.  ‘We are 
the lowest in the economic food chain – 
capitalism’s foot soldiers, paid to pass the 
parcel around a massive financial circuit’.   
 
The author decides to courier his own letter of 
introduction to the house of the master of the 
genre, Iain Sinclair, the bard of Hackney.  Iain 
is prolific; he has authored such gems as 
‘London Orbital’, chronicling his year long walk 
around the M25.  A writer who cycles but 
mainly walks his books, ‘His amazing prose is 
hammered out in shoe leather’, as Jon neatly 
puts it.  Out of their discussion on cycling in 
the capital it emerges that Iain is deeply 
suspicious of ‘cycling’s appropriation by 
politicians and bankers, not as a tool for work 
but as a means of colonising the city’.  Sinclair 
is also critical of the MAMIL – middle-aged 
man in lycra –cult, ‘those professional men 
who charge aggressively to work with little 
concern for other cyclists or pedestrians’.  
Concerns that I’m sure many of us share.      
   
This view of the bike as once, ‘a tool of 
labour’, as ‘a slightly subversive machine’, as 
‘a friend of the worker, who depended on it to 
get to work’ - indeed my own grandfather 
cycled to the pit head every day for forty 
years – has morphed into a leisure toy.  This 
is a theme sadly that reoccurs often.  When 
Day refers to the bicycle as a subversive 
machine, he means specifically its role in the 
rise of socialism, via the Clarion Cycle Club, 
formed in 1894 to promote cycling and 
socialism – and still going strong, well 
strongish with 1,200 members and 29 cells.  
He might also have discussed cycling’s role in 
the rise of feminism and its role in the 
environmental movement, both of which are, 
or were, subversive in the sense of challenging 
the status quo.   
 
In his chapter, ‘Off the map’ Jon argues that 
most occupants of the capital, even born 
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Londoners as he is, never really connect with 
the city, if they generally follow maps, apps 
and Satnavs, which only reduce the landscape 
to a series of navigable coordinates.  Their 
mental maps are all mediated rather than 
actual.  Getting lost in the city is ignorance, 
losing oneself is something else, something 
that can’t be done following a map.  He floats 
the novel idea that, ‘bikes, like water, want to 
flow downhill’, and so cycling without a map 
tends to uncover the old waterways, the 
medieval ways and trade routes of the city.  
‘The pull feels elemental – your bicycle 
becomes a dousing rod’, he says quite 
magically.  And he claims that that this was 
how he discovered many of London’s invisible, 
covered rivers.   
 
All these flights of fancy are of course far 
removed from the hard slog of daily 
couriering, when, as he says, ‘you inhabit the 
gaps in the traffic, the slack in the 
metropolitan economy’.       
 
He explains that the capital has grown in an 
unplanned way, ‘there has been no 
boulevarding, Parisian Haussmann to 
standardize it’, and so it ‘resists ownership of 
the gaze’.  But as a cycle courier he has been 
privy to a side of the capital that lies hidden to 
the majority.  He has had access to ‘a 
subterranean world of cavernous loading bays 
and car parks’, to ‘this backstage city of post 
rooms manned by neon-tabarded security 
guards, and massive commercial buildings 
that feel like city-states’ and some, ‘have their 
own private police force’.  A dark occluded 
region, indeed.   
 
Of course cycle couriering is not all about the 
bike, but there are certain bikes that seem 
most unsuitable for issuing through heavy, if 
glacially moving, traffic.  There is a trend 
amongst off-road riders to fit handle bars 
almost as wide as a bus.  While they may give 
you extra leverage on the trails they are 
pretty anti-social on narrow cycle paths, and 
most unsuitable for couriering.  Jon’s bars are 
high and narrow, so much the better to 
squeeze through gaps and survey the road.  
The aerial of his radio extends a few inches 
beyond his shoulder, which he says, ‘functions 
like a cat’s whiskers’, an indication of the fine 
margins he works to.  As for the rest of the 
bike he compares it to, ‘a child’s drawing of a 
bike’.  It’s minimal: a track frame, one brake, 
a fixed wheel.  The sort of machine that 
hipsters sporting single-strap bags and bonsai 
caps cruise around on.  Their bags are empty 
and they carry no radio.  Of course, imitation 
is the only sincere form of flattery.  His bike is 
vintage with only the saddle and frame 

remaining from the original.  Thus he muses 
whether this is still the same bike he began 
riding three years ago?  In a nice classical 
reference, that I needed to look up, he 
describes it as being like, ‘the ship of 
Theseus’.   
 
Cycle couriering is a not all about the pain 
either, and from time to time Alleycats 
happen: manic and anarchic courier cycle 
races across the city.  The prize is mainly 
prestige.  The race once over its party time.  
They adjourn to a local squat to drink cider 
and smoke dope.  There is also an annual 
‘Cycle Messenger World Championship’.  A 
semi-organised mix of trade show, music, 
gymkhana and of course racing.  Jon attends 
one in Warsaw.  Automobile phobics out there 
might enjoy his description of a car trashing, 
courier style.   
 
I found much to enjoy and learn in 
Cyclogeography, especially down the literary 
side roads Jon is only to keen to lead you.  It 
is so well written that what might have been a 
mundane description of a routine job is lifted 
clean off the page and into other realms.  I 
leave you with just one his many enchanting 
similes.  At the end of an Alleycat race,  while 
some riders are waiting for the rest to finish, 
he observes a female courier.  ‘She is fiddling 
with her wheels, tightening one spoke after 
another as though tuning a harp, until they 
pulled against each other in perfect equal 
tension’.  Perfect indeed.    
 

Dick Follows 
 

 

LOCAL RIDES 
 
Sipping in Chipping 
 
What a spangly, sparkly start to this early 
morning ride into the Trough of Bowland.  A 
cold night followed by sunrise rays meant the 
grass verges and ferns were spangled with 
dew.   
 
I left Lancaster via the canal and Deep 
Cutting, and in no time the first serious climb 
of the day reared up through the Hala Estate.  
Once over the M6 and past the Animal Care 
Centre it was disconcerting to see one of our 
drinking water sources, Blea Tarn Reservoir 
had downsized to little more than a large 
puddle. 
 
Once up on the top, the view was clear blue all 
the way to Yorkshire, with just a few flleecy 
whites for decoration.  Hardly a whisper of 
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wind to ruffle the leaves – a perfect morning 
for cycling? 
 
Once across Hazelrigg Lane height is quickly 
lost on a swift descent to the river Condor, 
where just beyond the bridge there is steep 
but short climb up Damhead – yes, that damn 
head!  The gradient soon calms down leaving 
you with a long steady rise across the 
Lancashire Cycleway, which surely needs 
rechristening ‘the Lancashire Motorcycleway’.  
A once pleasant, curvy road is one I now 
avoid.   
 
Cycling now on Procter Moss Road the climb 
continues until the arrow straight descent to 
Abbeystead Road.  You are now indeed 
privileged to be pedalling through part of the 
Duke of Westminster’s 18,000 acre estate.  So 
enjoy the neatly chiselled beech hedges on 
either side, and the splendid mature beeches 
and oaks as you approach Wyre valley 
bottom, where there is a privately endowed 
primary school and a scattering of some of the 
Duke’s tied cottages.  Enjoy them because the 
climb out of Abbeystead, whichever way you 
choose, is up a brutal 20%, that’s 1 in 5 in old 
metrics.   
 
As I was grunting up I was surprised to be 
passed in the opposite direction by a police 
patrol car.  I hadn’t thought this to be a high 
crime zone.  So I was even more surprised, 
that even before I had crawled up to the 
summit, it passed me again.  Perhaps the 
officers were betting as to whether I would 
make it to the top or not.   
 
Anyway, I gave it not another thought until I 
was pedalling up the long steady climb to the 
top of the Trough.  For there, in a lay-by, was 
parked a large police van.  On reaching the 
top, where stands the old stone boundary 
marker between Yorkshire and Civilisation, I 
noticed a large sign in white lettering on a red 
background, ‘ No ways on to the fells 
shooting access required’.  The light bulb 
dimly flickered.  Of course it was the 
12th August – the Inglorious 12th _ when the 
Fells boom to the Duke and his paying guests 
blasting defenceless, feathered creatures out 
of the sky, just for fun.  At a time when police 
are threatening not to turn out for burglaries 
due to a shortage of front line officers, it 
seems a bit rich to see two police vehicles and 
at least three officers patrolling the Trough of 
Bowland.  Presumably the Duke is paying for 
this protection.  Then, Gerald, as patriarch of 
the Grosvenors – Gros Veneurs or Fat 
Hunters, to give them the name his forebears 
arrived with in 1066 – is currently the third 
richest Brit.  So he is not short of a billion or 

twenty seven, only $s mind.  Not bad for a lad 
who left Harrow with 2 ’O’ levels to his credit.  
Shootin’ and fishin’ perhaps?  Anyway, they 
were a lot harder back then.    
 
As I rolled steeply down through the Trough, 
alongside the youthful tumbling Wyre, I 
caught sight of three 4x4, tanky looking 
vehicles, disgorging their contents.  Tweedy 
men and women unloading some heavy 
weaponry, which looked powerful enough to 
bring down aircraft let alone young grouse.  
Jumping out of the rear hatch, like a snatch 
squad of SAS commandos, came golden rural 
rotties.  Soft mouthed dogs that can just as 
happily be trained to guide the blind,  fetch a 
man’s, or woman’s pipe and slippers, as a 
warm, dead bird.   
 
I might not have given the matter another 
thought, except that when I got safely home – 
a spoiler I know - I read in the Lancaster 
Guardian that four people from Leyland had 
been charged in connection with, ‘missing 
management equipment, such as snares, 
traps and Trail cameras’, from the Duke’s 
Abbeystead estate.  Or more precisely 
‘sporting estate’.  Not blood sporting estate, 
mind, or even unsporting estate, or killing 
fields but just ‘sporting’.  How can shooting, 
tamed animals or snaring wild ones you don’t 
like be called sporting?   
 
‘Management of the estate’ means that in the 
name of conservation gamekeepers have been 
shooting and poisoning hen harriers and 
greater black backed gulls, who feed off 
grouse chicks, as they are depriving shooters 
of their fun.  Natural England, a benign 
sounding government body, which is in fact 
stuffed with Tory landowners, actually 
approves this conservation measure, along 
with burning back the heather and gassing 
badgers.  Having already cycled over at least 
half a dozen, flat-packed grouse on the 
tarmac, it seems that the gamekeepers might 
be shooting at the wrong targets and it would 
be more productive, in the name of 
conservation to take out speeding motorists.   
 
Back on the road, still descending the Trough, 
I noticed an old mine shaft at the side of the 
road, and above it an abandoned quarry.  I 
don’t know what was once extracted here but 
one of the few buildings still standing there is 
‘Smelt Mill Mountain Rescue Centre’, which 
suggests lead or some other metal was once 
mined here.  Probably a good source of 
income for the estate owners.   
 
Rolling further down I left the Duke’s 
Abbeystead estate to enter the Duchy of 
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Lancaster’s, aka Her Maj’s, Whitewell estate.  
This felt like promotion up the privilege tree, 
from a Duke to a Queen.  The Whitewell 
estate is a mere 2,400 acres, but the Duchy 
itself, personal property of the Queen, covers 
46,000 acres, much of it, like Whitewell prime 
hunting territory.  That kind of puts Gerald in 
his place, don’t you think? 
 
However, I had not been pedalling through the 
Whitewell estate for long when I noticed that 
the road surface was rough and bumpy 
compared with the smooth Abbeystead 
tarmac.  When I get home I must dash a letter 
off to Brenda.  Forgive my indulgence, let’s 
get back to the ride.   
 
At the T-junction instead of turning left into 
the village of Dunsop Bridge I turn right.  The 
village  is claimed to be the geographical 
centre of GB, and, it will probably not surprise 
those who pedal round here throughout the 
year, that it holds the record for the heaviest 
90 minutes of rainfall ever in the UK -117mm.  
Mmm.   
 
On my left flows the river Hodder and we are 
flowing in the same direction, which is good 
news as its slightly downhill.  Usually when 
I’m heading for Chipping I turn off right at the 
second bridge, following the sign to Wild Boar 
Park.  The route is quite uppy and a bit downy 
but quieter than the Hodder valley road.  
Today, though, there is hardly any traffic – 
apart from police patrol cars - so for a change 
I go with the flow.  And of course there is a 
bonus.  You get to pass, or even drop in if you 
so wish, the Inn at Whitewell, where in 2006 
Her Maj stopped for a nose bag.  I preferred to 
pedal on, not stopping until I reached the 
village of Chipping.   
 
The Cobbled Corner Café has been a cyclists’ 
watering hole, at least since 1982 when I first 
came across it.  This morning at 11 o’clock, 
two middle-aged women, already mahogany 
coloured were spit roasting outside at table, 
their clunky e-bikes parked next to them.  We 
exchanged smiles.   
 
Inside, tea a similar colour to the peaty 
streams around these parts, was sipped and 
chocolate stickies of a similar hue were 
scoffed.  As I was leaving, three MAMILs on 
expensive Pinarellos came clattering on cleats 
into the café.  Passing me as they did without 
the slightest acknowledgement of a fellow 
cyclist.  But I suppose on reflection, what they 
do and what I do are probably considered to 
be different activities.   
 

Mercifully there is no direct route up and over 
the fells and moorlands that rise defiantly up 
between me and Lancaster.  So I follow the 
lanes on their south side, a network of gentle 
climbs and descents, at least to begin with.  
Later there are a couple of steepish river 
valleys to fall into and climb out of near the 
tiny village of Bleasdale.  Before I attempted 
the first one over the river Brock I stopped to 
look at a grounded flock of  recently released 
young grouse by the roadside.  It is obvious 
from the large number that get flattened by 
cars that they have no road sense and it is 
equally pathetic to see these confused 
creatures running jerkily around to no obvious 
purpose, other than, I suppose, to be easy 
targets for the shooters.  Bred for passivity 
they probably had a life expectancy of days.   
 
The Bleasdale ‘sporting estate’ was also 
mentioned in the Lancaster Guardian report in 
connection with the missing snares and traps.  
The estate is a mere 6,000 acres and not even 
lorded over by an aristo’ – the untitled 
Duckworths own it.  So between them, Her 
Maj, the 6th Duke of Westminster and the 
Duckworths own pretty much all of this 
beautiful countryside that I am cycling round.  
And for the next four months, until mid-
December, rich shooters will be blasting toxic, 
hot lead at confused grouse and pheasants.  
And its all done in the name of sport and 
conservation.  Why do we tolerate them?  The 
French did away with their aristocracy over 
200 years ago and the Germans followed suit 
100 years later.   
 
Back on the tarmac, I took the right turn up to 
Oakenclough, which is the only really longish 
climb on this return half of the loop.  At the 
top, what had formerly been a great swathe of 
green forest had been felled.  The residual 
brown bald patch revealing what grows in the 
under storey when trees are planted so close 
together: absolutely nothing. 
 
Dropping down to the T-junction at the bridge 
over the River Calder I recognise the old mill 
chimney and the large factory shed which is 
now run by Bowland Country Feeds.  I recall 
several years ago, when the shed had been 
long abandoned, a group of thrusting 
entrepreneurs launched a wizard start-up.  
Unfortunately a cannabis factory was deemed 
to be taking free-market enterprise too far 
and they got busted. 
 
Having climbed out of the Calder valley I 
squatted on top of a gas pipeline inspection 
box in order to take in the massive vista over 
Morecambe Bay.  As I was convincing myself 
that I could indeed see Barrow shipyards on 
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the blue horizon, Team Pinarello scorched 
past, once again without even an ‘Hello or 
raised hand’.  The Pinarello boys probably only 
stop for cafes(refuelling), mechanicals or 
major organ failure.   
 
Having rollercoasted the lower slopes of 
Calder and Grizedale Fells before crossing the 
river Wye – yes, aren’t there a lot of rivers so 
close to home - rather than take the direct 
route past the Bay Horse pub I turned right 
towards Dolphinholme village.  At the Four 
Lane Ends mini-roundabout I headed towards 
Starbank.  On either side as you pass through 
the wood stand the ruins of wartime munitions 
sheds, discretely hidden beneath the canopies 
from the Luftwaffe.  At the end of the descent 
you emerge, having gained a lane, at Five 
Lane Ends.  Exit second right and you are 
soon rolling into Galgate.  Managing somehow 
to lose my second, trail banana, I was feeling 
hungry, so I took the direct route through the 
University, where students were already up 
and about.  I exited Deep Cutting about 
4 hours after setting off on this spangly of 
spangliest mornings.  This undulating loop is 
about 48 miles long.  Give it a go.          
 

Dick Follows 
_____________________________________ 
 

ALMOST LOCAL RIDES 
 
Merseyside to North Wales 
 
My recent Brompton tour was prompted by 
picking up a cycling map of the Wirral in 
Liverpool and noting that it was possible to 
cycle some 30 or so miles all the way round 
the peninsula on signposted and largely 
offroad paths.  The pleasant problem was 
what to do once I got to the Hawarden railway 
bridge over the River Dee.  I could follow 
Sustrans route 5 south east to Chester, or I 
could follow that same route into Wales along 
the Dee estuary to the coast proper.  The 
weather forecast was for two days – even 
three if I was lucky – of summer weather.  In 
August, of all months.  The seaside it was. 
 
My train to Liverpool continued as far as 
Liverpool South Parkway, so I thought I would 
visit the old Speke airport buildings for some 
Art Deco eye candy before heading to the 
River Mersey and cycling 4 or 5 miles to the 
ferry terminal in front of the Liver Building.  
Once you alight from the ferry at Seacombe 
there is a broad promenade all the way to New 
Brighton.  You can imagine what a real breath 
of fresh air it must have been for previous 
generations of Liverpudlians to escape from 
the docks and the city and head towards the 

end of the estuary where the Mersey meets 
the Irish Sea.  There is a lighthouse and a 
Napoleonic-era fort at New Brighton, but 
nothing else appears to be left from the days 
when it was such a popular seaside resort.  No 
pier, no tower no ballroom .  .  .  it makes 
Morecambe look really classy.  The favourite 
pastime for children of all ages was catching 
crabs from a large seawater pool.   
 

 
The Liver Building from the Mersey ferry 

 
The route hugged the sea for much of the 
way, apart from an infuriating detour across 
playing fields, housing estates and gravelly 
brookside paths to avoid .  .  .  what exactly?  
A path that seemed to be cycleable, except 
that cyclists weren’t allowed on it.  However, it 
eventually returned me to the coast and took 
me to a delicious tea room beside Hoylake 
station.  Then along a disused railway line to 
my first night’s B&B – a suburban Versailles 
outside West Kirby with wonderful views 
across the Dee estuary from the bottom of the 
road.   
 
The following morning I continued along the 
disused line to pick up Sustrans route 568, 
which took me across some RSPB marshes to 
Deeside Industrial Estate.  This surreal 
juxtaposition was embodied by the sight of a 
woodpecker on a telegraph pole.   
 

 
A woodpecker .  .  .  on some wood 
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One of the things I love about pootling around 
the countryside on a Brompton is the chance 
to see more of my country and the leisure to 
think about it.  Deeside Industrial Park was 
actually interesting.  Industrial parks (“parks” 
– what’s that all about then?) don’t contain 
factories, it seems, but units.  It’s a world far 
removed from the certainties of the Richard 
Scarry wordbooks of my childhood, where 
“industry” was synonymous with factories and 
belching chimneys.  But here the nondescript 
Toyota unit was right next to the bland Fine 
Foods unit (“created with passion”).  Which 
one had the heritage orchard?  Toyota, of 
course.  And then I passed a field with a lot of 
machinery and men in hi-viz jackets.  Building 
work, surely?  But no – a closer look and the 
distinctive smell told me that they were 
digging up leeks.  Well, I was in Wales by 
then. 
 
Then along the Dee on the Welsh side, passing 
the paper mill and power station that had 
been so visible from the English side.  I 
stopped at Flint hoping for another delicious 
tea room.  The man in the mobility scooter I 
asked didn’t offer much hope.  Plenty of 
chippies, though.  I eventually found a retail 
park with a café and realised that I was 
moving beyond the range of hummus, rocket 
and other middle-class delicacies.  My 
mistaken assumption was that a town with a 
castle would always have a tea room.  You live 
and learn. 
 

 
Brompton with Flint castle (but no tea room) 

 
One of these days, route 5 will take you from 
Flint to Prestatyn along the coast.  In the 
meantime, it takes you up a very steep hill 
indeed.  Only the views from the top could 
make up for the sweat and breathlessness.   
 
Prestatyn was another eye-opener.  It has a 
railway station, beautiful sand, Pontins, 
caravans and a long line of offshore 
windfarms.  But that seems to be it.  

Presumably it was originally a place where you 
went to spend a week in a caravan or on the 
beach.  (However, I recall those kind of 
holidays when I was a child and they were 
great.  Why wouldn’t you want to spend all 
day making sandcastles and swimming?)  The 
town has recently tried to rejuvenate itself by 
building an enormous retail park next to the 
railway station (where one can purchase 
hummus and rocket), and it appears to have 
high hopes for the proposed seafront yoghurt 
bar. 
 
The final day took me along the coast from 
Prestatyn past caravan park after caravan 
park to Colwyn Bay.  I hadn’t realised there 
were so many pebble-dashed bungalows with 
glazed extensions.  I stopped at Conwy to look 
round its magnificent castle, pleased to see 
something that pre-dated the railway age.   
 

 
Conwy castle 

 
From Conwy, I rode, then pushed, then 
carried my bike along a sandblown path to 
Llandudno.  Now that’s what I call a proper 
seaside resort.  It may not have the Prestatyn 
sand (in fact, the beach looked pretty green), 
but it does have the pier, the grand buildings 
– with some art nouveau touches - and wide 
avenues.  It also has a railway station that, 
with one change at Warrington Bank Quay, 
can deliver you home again in two and a half 
hours.  A couple of days older and a bit better 
informed. 
 

Patricia Clarke 
 

 

OVERSEAS TOURING 
 
In the 2012, 2013 and 2014 newsletters I 
sang the praises of cycle touring in the former 
East Germany, and I see no reason to make 
an exception for 2015.  This year’s tour in 
early May had the bonus, of course, of 
avoiding our UK General Election.   
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Our route started in Magdeburg on the river 
Elbe and ended in the farthest south eastern 
corner of Germany where it borders both 
Poland and the Czech Republic, in a small 
town called Zittau.  An area known 
transparently as ‘das Dreiländereck’ – Three 
Lands Corner.   
 
One feature that makes the old east such a 
great place to tour is its permeability.  For 
example, as the Elbe Radweg (cycle route) 
enters the city of Dessau the route signs direct 
you right through the middle of the world 
famous Bauhaus Art College campus.  
Germany deliberately seems to showcase its 
gems, such as this UNESCO World Heritage 
Site, for cyclists.  As you leave Dessau the 
route signs you through the extensive 
arcadian grounds, which were once owned by 
Fürst, or Prince, Franz but are now very much 
a public facility and yet another World 
Heritage Site.  What chance the Queen’s or 
the Duke of Westminster’s Trough of Bowland 
estates being bequeathed to cyclists and 
walkers?   
 
Yes, East Germany is refreshingly free of 
‘Keep Out, Private, No Access’ signs.  I seem 
to recall some years ago cycling through a 
former west German golf course, without 
being verbally abused by golfers, and cycling 
right through the heart of a large power plant 
at Karlsruhe.  It seems that both in east and 
west there is almost nowhere that is out of 
bounds to cyclists.   
 

 
Is it a beaver?  Is it rat?  No, it’s a coypu. 

 
In the UK we have converted some of our 
former industrial legacy into cycling facilities, 
and it is to be welcomed that many of our old 
railway lines that were axed by Dr Beeching in 
the 1960’s now serve cyclists.  The former 
east too, has not been slow to convert its old 
and even quite recent industrial hardware for 
the use of cyclists and walkers.   
 

Having left the Elbe Radweg we followed a 
much smaller river route, the Elster or Magpie.  
This rural track took us into ‘Tagebau’ or an 
open cast coal mining area, where we picked 
up the ‘Kohl, Wind und Wasser Radweg.  This 
route meanders through former mining 
villages, coal-powered energy plants, before 
finally emerging on the rim of a this vast 
desert that had been a working mine until as 
recently as 1996.  We know all this because 
we got chatting to former miner who had 
worked there until the mine’s very last shift.  
As he left us we exchanged ‘Glück auf’ – a 
lucky phrase miners wish each other before 
starting work.  Spontaneously, he burst into 
an old miner’s ditty – most of the meaning 
passed me by, but it was quite moving all the 
same.   
 

 
Open cast desert with horizontal Eifel Tower 

 

These open cast mines, that continue to 
produce highly polluting, brown coal, really 
are an eyesore.  A reminder of the gungho 
approach to the natural environment in the 
upper echelons of the former DDR Politbureau.  
That evening though, we rolled into the town 
of Senftenberg, on, what has to be said, some 
top quality cycle infrastructure.  The small 
town is situated by the side of a huge artificial 
lake, which until 1973 had been an open cast 
mine like the one we had seen earlier.  In fact 
the lake is linked to 23 other newly built lakes, 
or flooded mines, in the region.  The water 
quality is excellent, it’s a popular outdoor 
activity centre, and naturally it is ringed by 
kilometres of sealed cycle lane.   
 
Germany seems to have had more than its fair 
share of modern history, and there is no need 
to go looking for it either.  Pedalling along a 
rural stretch of the Elbe we spotted a newly 
laid Denkmal or memorial.  A simple ring of 
marble stones, some floral tributes and an 
information slab.  It stood next to the village 
of Griebo, which had been one of the earliest 
and biggest Nazi Slave Labour camps.  It 
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accommodated 1,500 prisoners and 150 of 
them were housed on a barge in mid-stream.  
Their task to dredge the Elbe and supply the 
nearby IG Farben chemical plant with gravel.  
Women were also imprisoned here.  In 1951 
the chemical giant was separated into 
successor plants such as AGFA, BASF & Bayer, 
which remain huge producers of chemicals.  
  

 
Jewish ‘Denkmal’ or Memorial 

 
Several days later we spotted at the side of a 
Radweg a rusty, train carriage axle and 
wheels.  Next to it was another Denkmal or 
memorial.  This time to 51 Jews who in April 
1945 while on a forced march from Belsen 
Extermination Camp had been caught up in 
the Soviet bombardment that rained down as 
its armies advanced toward Berlin.   
 

 
Bautzen Prison 

Then three days later we finished the day’s 
ride at the town of Bautzen on the Saxon 
Städtekette or Linked Towns Route, where we  
discovered a prison built in its rather affluent 
suburbs.  Sited here in 1909 as humanitarian 
project to educate and rehabilitate prisoners, 
it had been taken over first by the Nazis and 
later by the Soviets, who both introduced 
barbaric prison regimes.  Later under the DDR 
regime it was used as the Stasis’s only prison 
for political prisoners, who were also kept in 
pretty brutal conditions.  I suppose, that is the 
chance discovery of these horrors in an 
otherwise innocuous landscape that imbues 
them with a dark fascination.   
 

 
Slick ad for your back garden Nature Reserve 

 
Towards the end of the tour we reached 
Germany’s most easterly town, Görlitz.  Most 
towns in east Germany were badly damaged 
during the Allied bombing raids of WW2 and 
shelling from the Soviets, yet somehow Görlitz 
survived most of that.  So it remains a rare 
sight: a German town that has not undergone 
extensive post-World War 2 reconstruction.  
And it is indeed beautiful.  A visit to the 
Hauptbahnhof, or main railway station, whose 
ceramic ceiling put me in mind of Istanbul’s 
Blue Mosque, alone makes the visit 
worthwhile.    
 

 
Görlitz main station 
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There we go, space filled and no room to tell 
you about the coypu, the storks, and 
goshawks and other wild creatures that are 
not so easily seen around Lancaster.  Perhaps 
for 2016. 

 

 
One family’s record, 1997-2015 of stork 

arrivals and storklet production in village of 

Walternienburg 
 

Dick Follows 
 

 

NEWS IN BRIEF 
 
• Leisure Lakes in Penny Street, Lancaster, 

now offer bike hire.   
 
• The Morecambe Bay cycle way is now 

officially open.  The route connects Walney 
Island with Glasson Dock.  Fine out more at 
http://www.morecambebay.org.uk/bay-
cycle-way. 

 
• There is a new cycle contra-flow lane on 

Spring Garden Street in Lancaster.   
 
• The Department for Transport’s Active 

People Survey for 2013-14 (see 
https://www.gov.uk/government/collection
s/walking-and-cycling-statistics) suggests 
that the number of people cycling to work 
in the Lancaster district increased from 
2,124 people in 2011 to 2,551 people in 
2011, or 4.1% of the workforce.  Moreover, 

cycle flows as recorded by Lancashire 
County Council’s cycle counters show an 
11% increase between 2011 and 2013.   

 
• Sustrans are looking for volunteer rangers 

in the Lancaster and Morecambe areas.  
See 
http://www.sustrans.org.uk/volunteer/get-
involved/vacancies?region=89 for more 
details. 

 
• New traffic light signs are appearing in 

Paris, which permit cyclists to “jump” red 
lights in the direction indicated by the 
arrow if the way is clear.  Not sure that 
Lancaster or Morecambe is ready for this! 

 

 
Photo from BBC website 
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• Write to Dynamo at c/o 123 Scotforth 

Road, Lancaster LA1 4JN 
• Email Dynamo at 

dynamocycle@btinternet.com 
• Blog: 

http://lancasterdynamo.wordpress.com  
• Annual membership: £5 waged, 

£2.50 unwaged 
• Let us know if you would like to pay by 

standing order 
 
The views expressed in this newsletter are not 
necessarily shared by all members of the 
Dynamo committee.   


