Bicycles are Twicycles as nice…

The village of Waddington, near Clitheroe in Lancashire is normally a quiet place. Very scenic (it’s won best kept village contests for years) with good pubs and eating places and friendly people, it’s the sort of place most people would like to live in. Recently, however, something stirred in the village, as things will from time to time. Every year they have a Scarecrow trail, which draws in many visitors and raises money for charity as people flock to see the ingenuity of the villagers and about a hundred scarecrows strategically placed about the village.

This day was different, and as we sat in the Country Kitchen café, often full of locals and cyclists, but never normally as full as this, expectations began to mount. This was the day the Tour of Britain cycle race was to come through, having started in Blackpool and covering in all a tortuous 150km route before ending for the day in Liverpool.

Spectators picked out vantage points and the village population was swelled considerably: Police vehicles and people with cameras were there in profusion. Then a flurry of activity… and a radio car told spectators that two leaders had broken away and were being pursued by the rest of the riders. Through the village they sped, hardly hearing the applause of the crowd, catching the Police vehicles which had to slow to stop other traffic and clear the way. A few minutes later and the main body of the riders, the peloton, rushed through….and finally, a few minutes after that, one lone rider, struggling to catch up after mechanical problems and attended by a team car support vehicle.

Then it was slowly business as usual, the crowd departing, the village returning to its slow daily progress…but with one exception. Someone…who is unknown at present…had stolen one of the cyclists’ expensive racing bicycle, the owner having forgotten to use one of the locking mechanisms helpfully supplied by the café. That thief has made a mistake, however, for the cycling fraternity know the bike and its details, and they have sharp eyes and long memories. …And one thing the thief will not want is to be cornered by a large group of super-fit enthusiasts with a grievance….
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