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Day 3: Whiddon Down to Bridgewater

 frpfranks  Fr. Franks' Ride  August 7, 2018August 7, 2018 9 Minutes

Monday, 6 August: Today is the feast of the Transfiguration.

After Mass, we packed sluggishly and dragged ourselves to the café adjoining the hotel for breakfast.

I had the Dartmoor breakfast, which was basically a full English (eggs, bacon, sausage, baked beans,
mushrooms, grilled tomato, toast…) with a few non-essentials left out.

I also had a double espresso, in the hope that it would make me feel energized for the day ahead.  In
fact, I had some butter left after my toast, so I tried to make the famous “bullet-proof coffee” so
beloved by CrossFitters. I don’t really know what health benefits it purports to have, but sporty
people rave about it, so I didn’t think it could do me any harm.

It didn’t work. I let the espresso get too cold. Sheepishly, I fished the still solid (if somewhat soggy)
butter out of the cup, left it on my plate, and we went to load our luggage into the van.

On the way to our room, one of the most competent cyclists in the group queried, “How are you this
morning?”

“Alright,” I intoned, on autopilot.

“I beg your pardon?” the reply came.
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I came clean: “Wiped out!”

He reassured me, “That’s the right answer! I’m knackered!”

Knackered is English slang for extremely tired. It is a word that we have been using a lot, and I suspect
it will be with us for the duration of the trip. A horse too old to ride – being now good for nothing – is
sent to the knacker’s yard, where he is slaughtered and his bones used to make glue.

And We’re Off…

I was riding with Pete at the beginning of the day. A ferocious hill of 16% gradient started us off!
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Ten miles in, we made it into Crediton, where we were told there was a bike shop. We found it,
because I needed a new water bottle and I wanted to stock up on sustenance.

I don’t know if you are familiar with Mary Norton’s The Borrowers? They are little people who pilfer
humans’ belongings in order to survive. Well, I think they are stalking me!

So far I have “misplaced” one international adapter, a bike’s water bottle, and one newly purchased
pair of sunglasses. A rationalist, prejudiced against the intervention of these beings deemed
fantastical, may posit some absurd theory – such as leaving the adapter in a hotel, the glasses in the
pub, and the water bottle in a restroom somewhere. Such is the blight of our unpoetic age!

No. The Borrowers it most definitely must be. And if I know them, they may not be finished with
their little purloinings…

In the meantime, I needed a new water bottle.
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Honestly, I freaked myself out a little when I was telling you about the danger of a blood sugar crash
or “bonk” in yesterday’s blog entry. I was determined to take the means to avoid it at all costs.

In the bike shop, I bought a stash of power bars, energy gels, gummy chews, and such, all in quasi-
survivalist proportions. Never go shopping for power bars when you are hungry!

When he saw my stash, one of the group quipped: “You could make some cash at the rest stops with
that, Padre! You should set up a stall on the side of the road.”

Your Mother is Always Right

In fact, I wasn’t conscious of feeling hungry. But as soon as we hit the first hill, I ate some energy
chews. They are basically like English wine gums, but softer. What distinguishes them from mere
gummy candy, I cannot tell you!

But I must have been hungry, for I ate another… and another… until I ate the Whole Packet.

A few more hills.

Maybe I should top up again? I opened a little tube of gel and sucked it down. It had a strange flavor:
cherries, almonds, vanilla? What on earth?! I looked at the tube: cherry Bakewell flavor, imitating a
special sort of English confection called a Bakewell Tart. Well, I never!
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I pootled on, up the “slopes” and down again, and up again. And I felt fine!

Then, suddenly, I didn’t feel fine. I felt distinctly not-fine.

I pulled over. And sat…and sat.

I should have listened to my mother’s advice. Don’t eat your candy all at once!

Sights Along the Way

“After day 2, it gets flat…ter. Not flat. But flat-ter.”

After Crediton, the rest of the day until the last few miles was filled with little quaint villages linked
by undulating hills.
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Every village had its own church, often very ancient by English standards (always ancient by
American). There were frequent little architectural gems!
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A house that looked more like a castle. It would have been kitsch in America, but age was on its side
and it carried itself with a noble dignity.

Frequently, there were even stately homes, like a manor house with two large arches before it, that we
saw near the ride’s end.
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There were cottages, of course; and elegant old pubs (one from the sixteenth century).

There was even a thatched cottage-style bus shelter!
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Devonshire Hills vs. Cornish Hills

Devonshire hills are different from Cornish ones. Cornwall has short, sharp bursts of land, up and
down. Devon has long sweeping climbs, and long smooth descents.

The annoyingly amusing comment of yesterday of “That’s not a hill, it’s a slope” was ringing in my ears
all day. I came to appreciate that there was something to it, as an assessment of most Devonian hills.

Going Solo for a Bit

We prepared for the trip thoroughly. I got the books, I got all the right gear (even if I packed in such a
hurry that some of it was left behind!), we trained to the best of our abilities.

But there was one thing I had omitted.

It had not occurred to me to look up group biking etiquette in Debrett’s (or Emily Post). I had biked
often with small groups of two or three. Only the day before, I had biked in a staggering convoy of
ten or so.

Now questions occurred to me: if I started with one group, did I have a tacitly understood duty of
care? Could I speed off and join another group without flaunting convention? Was it the Done Thing,
to pass debonairly between different groups? Could I, in fact, annex myself to another little trio,
uninvited?
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To myself, I seemed at risk of committing scores of faux pas. This mildly perturbed pondering of
what would constitute social “good form” I take as proof that I have not ceased altogether to be an
Englishman.

As it turned out, I did start with one group and speed ahead. On hills, everyone has his
natural comfortable pace: to go faster is machismo, discouraged on our first day. To go slower is
equally tiring. I trundled up, at my own pace, and sped down the other side. There was no clear point
at which to wait, so I kept on climbing and falling.

At a certain point, I found myself riding alone.

At first it was fine. It was a reminiscence of my boyhood days of freedom of movement on my little
BMX. I put on Archbishop Lefebvre’s sermons and kept on my merry way. It reminded me also of
cycling at the Seminary, when it was so cold that I had to wrap myself in five layers and no one else
would come with me, or when I went out riding on retreat (with the retreat master’s permission),
listening to the conferences and sermons of our founder.

Pete was riding behind me with Jack, a gentleman from Louisiana, who had subsequently settled in
England. And I was off on my own. I began to feel a little trepidation. What if my GPS battery died?
What if it didn’t really know where I was, but only thought it did?
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I had to navigate my way uncertainly through a road block. The workmen were kind, and I walked
my bike through. But I was very uncertain of what to do for a few minutes.

At some point, we entered Somerset. There was no sign on our road, but I happened to catch a
glimpse of the sign on the motorway I was riding over.

Once I passed that, I climbed and sank into village after village, looking for somewhere to sit by the
roadside and pray some breviary while waiting for Pete.
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Here, pubs seemed universally to be closed on Mondays (like Parisian churches!), so I kept on in
hopes of a good place to wait. Nowhere. Being on my own had been a welcome novelty at first. But
now it was getting old. And I was still unsure if I had violated etiquette in leaving them behind, so I
was feeling very contrite (just in case!).

Meeting Up in Milverton

I finally pulled into Milverton and saw the friendly face of another rider from our group. I asked him
if I had been rude to ride off, and he gently set my mind at rest. “Oh no, it’s not really like that. You
just ride.”

Phew! Nothing worse than a unwitting departure from decorum… I am not the world’s champion
over-thinker, but I do have my moments.

In Milverton, I got some water, an apple and a yogurt from the local grocery store. Two minutes later,
Pete and Jack, the other American, pulled into town. The fellowship was reunited!

We took shelter in the shade. As we talked and rested, I took off my helmet and propped it on a pillar.
As I left to go, Jack called after me, “Want this?” I was probably the victim of some kind of advanced
Borrower mind-control…

Now that I knew there was no question of impropriety, I spent the rest of the day happily going at my
own pace, “leapfrogging” over the other two. Sometimes I was ahead, then I would stop to take
pictures.

I took some photos of steam trains! (Anyone wanting musical reflection of the romance and nostalgia
of that lost world, listen to the song The Slow Train, by Flanders and Swann.)
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Pictures taken, I would catch up with the others, overtake them, drop back, just as the whim took me,
and unperturbed.

The Quantock Hills

All was well, more or less, until we came to Cothelstone Manner (the handsome house with the two
rows of arches).

Then we had a gargantuan climb, one mile long, up a tall-forest-engulfed, “gently undulating” (ha!)
road.

We were on the Quantock Hills. I tried to get a picture of the trees to show the how sheer the
plummet down was, but my camera was inadequate to the task.
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This hill up to the top of the Quantock Hills was the first serious temptation to get off and push. I
hasten to add that there is no shame in getting off and pushing. But once you are off, it is well-nigh
impossible to get back on! And it slows you down considerably (although, at the rate I was pedaling,
I’m not so sure…)

Descending on Bridgewater

Eventually we passed the peak, to slide down the other side.

9 miles to Brigewater…8 miles to Bridgewater. 6 1/4  miles to Bridgewater…
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And then, while retracing my steps to take a picture of a dragon on a sign, I fell off again!

I was curious. Did that dragon mean they taught Welsh in the school?

My two water bottles came loose when I fell, incidentally. So perhaps that’s one mystery solved,
anyway?

When we got to Bridgewater, which is emphatically not a quaint little rural Somerset village, we had
to ride through to get to the other side. Finally, we pulled up to the hotel.

I was never so happy to see a place!

A Reunion of Friends
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That evening, I had the joy of seeing Justin and Emily Jasper and family. They were the first couple
whose wedding I blessed as a newly ordained priest.

Now they have little Peter, who is two months old! He is very sweet and was amazingly placid
during dinner, his first in a restaurant.
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I had cider (a Somerset classic), Stilton and Port Sirloin, and Jam Roly Poly pudding!
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I also met my new cycling hero, Justin’s grandma Evelyn. She told me how she and her husband had
biked 180 miles in one day, during the Second World War.

“He had one more day of leave, so we had to get home!” All on a bike with three gears! They had to
bike, because that was the only way they had to get around the country.

They sure don’t make ‘em like they use to…



11/08/2018 Day 3: Whiddon Down to Bridgewater – End to End

https://frfranksrideblog.wordpress.com/2018/08/07/day-3-whiddon-down-to-bridgewater/ 19/26

Stats

Miles: 58.9 
Total Miles: 185.8 
Climb: 3874 ft. 
Percentage of days I have fallen off my bike: 100% 
Happy reunions of old friends: 1

Spread the Word!

You can help spread the word about Father’s End-to-End ride, a fundraiser for Mary Immaculate in
Wichita, by sharing Fr. Franks Ride (https://href.li/?http://frfranksride.com) with your friends and
family.

Donors have exclusive access to this blog, where they can keep up with the adventure. Father is
offering each Mass along his journey for the intentions of the donors, so it’s a win all around! Please
donate today!

Next…

Look for the Day Four update tomorrow! Will it be easier? Or are there more challenges yet to come?
Check in tomorrow evening to find out!

https://href.li/?http://frfranksride.com
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12 thoughts on “Day 3: Whiddon Down to Bridgewater”

Leo Traverzo says:
August 7, 2018 at 11:51 pm
Most intetesting and highly educational travelogue! Next best thing to biking along with you,
Father! Glad to hear The Borrowers will, in your case anyway, remain fiction! What was most
interesting to me was gaining an idea of differences in English cultures and etiquette between the
U.S. and English. And your choices of food and snacks! Photos are wonderful! What a history
lesson in pictures! Keep up your strength, Father.

Reply
jmjselina says:
August 8, 2018 at 12:00 am
180 miles in one day?! That’s amazing! What an inspiration that would be for you! (And for me as
well!) 
I sincerely wish the best of God’s grace for you tomorrow; hopefully it is a easier day! Be assured
of my prayers.

With much gratitude for your updates, through the most Sacred Hearts of Jesus and Mary,

~Selina

Reply
jmjselina says:
August 8, 2018 at 12:02 am
You are so close to reaching your fundraising goal! I’m so happy for you!

Reply
4wichitachurch says:
August 8, 2018 at 12:10 am
Churchill speech on Oct. 29, 1941.

He visited Harrow School, his alma mater, and made some remarks, including these words:

“Never give in, never give in, never, never, never, never-in nothing, great or small, large or petty –
never give in except to convictions of honour and good sense. Never yield to force; never yield to
the apparently overwhelming might of the enemy. We stood all alone a year ago, and to many
countries it seemed that our account was closed, we were finished. All this tradition of ours, our
songs, our School history, this part of the history of this country, were gone and finished and
liquidated.
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“Very different is the mood today. Britain, other nations thought, had drawn a sponge across her
slate. But instead our country stood in the gap. There was no flinching and no thought of giving
in; and by what seemed almost a miracle to those outside these Islands, though we ourselves
never doubted it, we now find ourselves in a position where I say that we can be sure that we
have only to persevere to conquer.”

Reply
4wichitachurch says:
August 8, 2018 at 12:11 am
The bike ride reminds me both of Churchill and The Little Engine that Could.

Reply
bdette87 says:
August 8, 2018 at 1:59 am
We are thoroughly enjoying your updates each day Fr! You are in our prayers! Best wishes as you
continue on your journey.

Reply
John Horgan says:
August 8, 2018 at 1:59 am
We are remembering you in my daily Mass here at my parish in North Vancouver, BC Canada! I
am invoking Saint Expeditus on your behalf. The blog entries are great fun and a wonderful way
for your friends and supporters to follow along. I especially enjoy your descriptions of “pub fare”
on the journey.

Reply
duffin246 says:
August 8, 2018 at 6:49 am
It was great to see you Father, good luck with the rest of the trip!

Reply
mrsdoc83 says:
August 8, 2018 at 1:04 pm
Your blog is so charming, human and inspiring, Father! I’m going to miss it when you finish…
Prayers from St Mary’s daily for you all!

Reply
Kamela Gleason says:
August 8, 2018 at 1:47 pm
+JMJ+ I am thoroughly enjoying your witty journaling, but I must admit that I do feel a twinge of
guilt as I leisurely sip my morning coffee while reading about your adventurous and often
difficult travels. I have also had to drink cold coffee, but never with chunks of butter floating in it! 

 God bless you and Pete today!

Reply
cajuninks says:
August 8, 2018 at 3:57 pm
Dear Fr.Franks, 
I am excited to read about your adventures each evening. I’m reading more about you lately than
Paul Revere!  Now I want to visit England too! I told my dad that maybe I could go on a ride
like you when I am grown. It looks thrilling! 
We are praying for you and Mr.Pete to have a good ride.
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William

Reply
jamindawave says:
August 9, 2018 at 6:26 pm
Is there such a term defining the opposite of “bonk”, the state you’re in when your blood sugar
goes the opposite direction? Are you planning to do a slide show of your ride when you return to
St. Mary’s?

Reply

Blog at WordPress.com.
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