London to Brighton Bike Ride 2011

By Austin Graham

Nobody likes to be taken for a ride, unless it is with a ‘bicycle buddy’ to act as a guide.

I was asked if I would do a ‘London to Brighton Marathon’ - on a tandem bike!

I guess some would say ‘go and take a hike’ 

Yet, the more I thought about it, I thought, this will be something I would really like.

You see, my name is Austin and I am registered blind and to me, KAB in the past has been, extremely kind.

So, before I decided to agree, I would need some clarity. 

And besides, what a fun way of saying thank you to a worthwhile charity,

Taking part in this London to Brighton Bike-a-thon dash, I was hoping to get friends and family to sponsor me and raise some needed cash 

So, race day was just over a week away, 

With only ten days left to prepare, I thought I’d best get under way.

We were sent the final details from the organizers of the event ‘Greater London Fund (for the) Blind’ 

And updated with the route we would take and the signs to find.

We were registered with numbers 258 and 256. 

One was put on my back and one on Nick’s. 

We were given white t-shirts by Katherine & Craig,

On the back it read: ‘Helping Blind People’ – nothing about it was in anyway vague.

K & C would be driving to Brighton once we had set off on our way, 

Taking any bags we had so that we could change clothes at the finish line. “Wayhay”!! 

Although it was forecast for rain and misery the day before, 

It was beaming smiles and sunshine galore

With 800 riders, the race started between seven thirty and nine 

But Nick and I were there ahead of time 

So we set off from Tooting Common at twenty passed eight, 

I was filled with so much excitement, I just couldn’t wait.

London to Brighton here we come, 

The only apprehension I had was whether, after this race, my bottom was going to be numb.

We were encouraged when Katherine said ‘she was really looking forward to seeing us at the Brighton peer, To treat us both for a celebration beer’.

The trek there was truly breathtaking. Ahh! The freedom and tranquillity, 

My eyes may be dim, but my heart was in rhapsody. 

Just listening to the birds singing and to Nick describing the beautiful countryside, 

Added to this wonderful experience of this sponsored ride.

We stopped off for a brief lunch at the community centre at Turner’s hill called: ‘The Ark’, 

Preparing us for the ascension we were about to embark.

The buffet was well organized and well appreciated. Leaving all that lovely, delicious food behind was the only thing I hated.

A big ‘thank you’ to those who prepared such nutritious food. 

To say ‘no thank you’ would have been quite rude

On the road again we knew we would have to face that hill. 

But we had to keep positive – Looking forward to coming down on the other side, we also knew would give us such a thrill.

It was embarrassing but no shame to see professional cyclists overtake us on the four hills we decided to walk. But it gave Nick and I a chance to talk.

After all this is a push bike I joked, so let’s push it for a minute or two

It’s been the only difficult part so far for me and you.

Yes! It’s been fairly straightforward on this great bicycle course. 

But our bottoms were a little sore, it felt like we’d been days on a shire horse.

On the horizon we could see Brighton!

But, wait a minute. What’s this that’s #?

If Turner’s hill was an elevation, 

Then what we next saw was a blinking mountain. 

A mile and a half of ascending twisting road, 

I’m sure we lost enough weight to lighten our load.

Yes! There it was, our knees began to weaken 

When we saw - ‘Ditchling beacon’!

The scariest part of the ride was coming down on the other side. 

We notched up about 40 miles per hour, 

My Dutch courage begun to cower.

Thoughts ran though my head like: ‘what if we get a puncture when coming down so fast? 

Or. If a car was to hit us coming the other way, I’ll be a thing of the past.

Exhilarating! To say the least, 

But when we made it to the bottom, the fear within me ceased.  

Yippee! We reached the finish line in just under five and a half hours, and forgot we were promised a beer on the peer. 

But, on a tandem, with Nick at the front and me at the rear what we did get from the crowd was a mighty loud cheer

