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Our Story of London-Edinburgh-London 2017, by Jack and Clint 

I got out of the Uber and helped the driver empty it.  He gave me a άƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪέ and drove off; leaving me on a gritty 

London sidewalk, sleep deprived in smelly bike clothes, with my CamelBak, drop bags, bike frame, and two wheels. Alone, 

behind my Airbnb, my nice expensive gear in a heap - having just completed the ride of my life. ςJack 

 

Riding the 1400KM London-Edinburgh-London (LEL) was something we had been planning for about two years, ever 

since we got spots in the early registration in 2015. Riding for SPP: Chip, Jack, Clint. Hoping to join us (but ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩt): Mike 

C and Scott C. 

Jack: This was the only item on my bucket list. I had been looking forward to it ever since I discussed the event with 

Susan Otcenas at dinner before the 2014 Lap of the Lake (LOL) 1000K. I had even gotten my boss to guarantee that I 

could have the time off, even if it meant he would have to give a major presentation for me.  I have to say I have never 

planned and prepared for something more carefully, or devoted so much time and money, into anything that did not 

involve family or work before.  

LEL was fully supported, with controls about every 30-60 miles that provided great food, drinks, showers, beds, 

massages, mechanical assistance, and drop bag opportunities.  You were allowed 2 drop bags, and since the route was 

essentially out-and-back, you had up to 4 opportunities to access your stuff, change clothes, restock on supplies, etc.  

With ф ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎ ƛƴ ŜŀŎƘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ carefully select those two controls! 
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Our main objective was to maximize riding during daylight hours in order to catch the scenery, and to minimize riding in 

the dark to avoid having to navigate strange and sometimes bad/narrow roads with an unfamiliar signage system.  

Because of the drop bag rules, our desire to minimize night riding, and the 10:45 AM start time we were assigned, we 

sent our drop bags to Louth and Brampton.  Louth would have us stopping just after dark on the first day, a short day of 

riding followed by a short sleep stop. That would set us up to ride during daylight and sleep during darkness for the rest 

of the Event. Days #2-#4 would each be ~190 miles (~300K), with nights #2 and #3 both in Brampton (reaching Edinburgh 

between those nights, with Brampton being analogous to Loudeac in Paris-Brest-Paris).  Night #4 would be Louth again, 

then finish the next day (hopefully), or thereafter. 

Two days before the start (Friday) we all arrived in London - Jack and Christine flying in from Baltimore, Clint, Sherri, & 

Nicole after a UK cruise from DoverΣ ŀƴŘ {ƘŜǊǊƛΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ after a week in Paris.  We all checked into an Airbnb in London, 

where the non-riders played tourist during the ride.  After assembling our bikes we went for a spin through London just 

to make sure everything held together.   

 

The elevator in the Airbnb building was a little tight 
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Shakedown on the streets of London 

On Saturday morning we took the London Underground and an Uber to register at the start location at the Davenant 

Foundation School in Loughton, a suburb northeast of London.  We picked up our άǊƻǳǘŜ ŎŀǊŘǎέ ŀƴŘ filled our drop bags 

with the stuff we brought.  Each drop bag was color coded for its control, so the accumulating bags provided a living 

histogram of rider preferences. We were not alone in our Brampton strategy, as was borne out by the number of pink 

Brampton drop bags. There were so many pink bags that there was also a truck filling up with them when this photo was 

taken. 

 

The histogram. Brampton is pink. 
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Jack and Clint with their two 5 lb drop bags filled to the max 

We managed to catch up with most of the 10 DC Randonneur riders at registration.  Here we are with DC Rand President 

Mike Wali. 

 

Jack, Mike, and Clint 
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Sunday morning was the start.  We posed for a quick photo and left the Airbnb for a train ride to the start.  

 

Departing our Airbnb in team colors 

During a previous business trip to the UK, Jack had ridden the London Underground from the Airbnb to the start to scout 

it out. Confidently, we took our ōƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭǎǘƻƴ WǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ /ƭƛƴǘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ǘƛŎƪŜǘ όWŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ άhȅǎǘŜǊ 

/ŀǊŘέ ǇŀǎǎύΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳƛȊȊƛŎŀƭ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŦǊƻm the ticket seller and question about our destination we headed down to the 

platform.  Right as we got to the platform an excited employee came running down to us.  At first it seemed he was 

going to tell us we would not be allowed to take our bikes on the train. Jack had checked out the bike rules ς technically 

ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƳŜŘƛŀǘŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǊƻǳǘŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ [9[ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜǊ ƘŀŘ 

responded to a query from Jack that this rule was rarely enforced. Instead, the employee told us was that one of the 

three trains we were going to ride ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ  WŀŎƪ 

missed this detail in his scouting because he had scouted on a Friday morning, and the previouǎ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǘǊƛǇ to register was 

ƻƴ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƭǳǘŎƘ ς he prevented us from starting on an ill-fated trip that would 

have had us miss our start, and got us on an acceptable alternative.  The only glitch in the planning, but no blood no foul. 

We got to the start and were soon called into the start box just prior to 10:45 along with the other 50 riders in our start 

group, all of us whose rider numbers started with άwέΦ  As background, riders are pre-grouped in blocks of 50 starting 

with letter A at 6:30am.  B riders launch at 6:45, etc.  This would be important later to gauge our progress as we 

άŎŀǳƎƘǘέ ƭƻǿŜǊ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǊƛŘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǊƛŘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ opened at 10:45 

and we rolled out onto the course.   

Jack: The first few kilometers ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  ! ¦{ ŎǳŜ ǎƘŜŜǘ ǿƛƭƭ 

instruct you how to turn at an intersection by providing the direction of the turn and the name of the road to turn onto. 

In the UK, road names are not always present at an intersection. Instead what you frequently get is a signpost that tells 

you which town is down each road at an intersection.  As a result, the LEL άroute sheetέ has an extra column called 

άǎƛƎƴŜŘέ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻu what you might find on a sign pointing down that next road.  The route sheet also uses some 

different abbreviated instructions from what is commonly used on a US cue sheet.  For example: 

0.3 SO @ X [A1121] !CAUTION! BUSY ROAD (Brothertoft, Langrick) B1192 27.7 

5.3 R (Sibsey, Frithville) B1184 Armtree Road 33.0 
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To prepare for LEL, I had ridden the first few km on Google Street View back at home with the route sheet in hand to 

ensure I could navigate and the route sheet and the signs along the way all made sense. 

¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ {ǘ LǾŜǎΣ ǿŀǎ мллY Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ άwέ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ rode as a pack through gently rolling 

terrain.  However, after one turn there was some confusion as a couple of the lead riders suddenly stopped as if it was a 

wrong turn.  This caused the whole group to hesitate for a moment, however Clint and I were confident of navigation 

and kept up our speed.  Suddenly we were ahead of almost the entire group, then pretty much off the front. The group 

ride ended there, but losing the group was not a problem because of a nice tail wind.  The prevailing winds typically 

provide such a tail wind here, and a corresponding head wind for the return trip.  Our ride plan factored this in. Based on 

actual progress during LOL, our ride plan had us averaging (not including nightly sleep stops) 20 kph overall before 

stopping in Louth for 5 hours (all other sleep stops 6 hours), 17 kph until Edinburgh, and 15 kph for the return trip to 

account for anticipated fatigue and head winds.  We were flying and we felt great. We hit the first control and had a 

quick meal ς the cornish pasties were outstanding. The organizers tell you to label your shoes, because controls are 

ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ŦƭƻƻǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƭƪ ƻƴ ƛƴ ŎƭŜŀǘǎ.  People have lost their shoes to other riders who 

mistakenly have left in the wrong shoes. 

 

 

LƳŜƭŘŀ aŀǊŎƻǎΩ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ 

We continued to fly with the wind at our backs, ahead of plan.  Staying on or getting ahead of plan was important 

because we had booked hotels at our Louth and Brampton sleep stops for two reasons.  Although they provided air 

beds, controls were frequently overwhelmed with the number of riders looking to sleep during LEL 2013.  And LEL 2017 

had 50% more riders than LEL 2013.  Also, controls could not guarantee charging connections or Wifi.  Essentially none 

of the hotels you find along the route have a 24 hour front desk, so if you arrived after about 10-11 PM you might not 
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get to check in. We had hoped to get ahead of plan, and it was happening.  At one point along the way we encountered 

Bob Counts from DC Randonneurs, who snapped this picture of the two of us. 

 

We were soon in an area known as the Fens, a low board-flat marshy area with beautiful canals and views.  The ride was 

playing out exactly as envisioned ς fast and flat through the Fens. It was playing out so well that we were catching earlier 

groups: Q, P, O, even one rider from L!  Nobody from a later group passed us. 

Photo by Bob Counts 
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Flying through the Fens 

We arrived at the Louth control at 9:21 PM then went to our nearby hotel with our drop bags, over an hour ahead of our 

ǊƛŘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǾŜǊ ф ƘƻǳǊǎ άǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘέ όbuffer ahead of the pace to make the time cutoff). The hotel was one of 

those British deals with a pub downstairs and rooms above it.  We checked in with the bar maid, who we asked about 

arranging to get into our room on the return trip if we arrived after the bar closed that evening (our plan had us arriving 

at 2:00 AM).  She was not very knowledgeable/helpful on this point, so we just ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ 

sleep.  The room was up several flights of narrow stairs, and the last one involved a turn too tight to get out bikes 

around, so we just stashed them as best we could on the floor below ours and got to our room, showered, and slept 3 

hours until 2:00 AM, then got up and got ready to roll.  

WŀŎƪΥ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŀȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ōŜƴt down to fasten my 

shoes water spraying everywhere around me.  It turned out I had lost the bite valve on my Camelbak somewhere, and 

even sitting fairly upright on the bike caused water to run out the tube.  So I drank down the Camelbak quickly and gave 

up on using it. 

We took our drop bags back to the control, got something to eat, and took off around 3:00 AM Monday.   

 

We made an impromptu coffee stop around sunrise, and shortly afterwards crossed one of the landmarks of the ride, 

ǘƘŜ IǳƳōŜǊ .ǊƛŘƎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǎǘ ǎǳǎǇŜƴǎƛƻƴ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƛƪŜ ƭŀƴŜΦ  As the sun 

rose on the River HumberΧ 
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Scenes from the Humber Bridge 

We continued on through the Pocklington and Thirsk controls.  
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Brunch in Pocklington 

Jack: the second day was a bit demoralizing for me ς I was slow.  Clint wanted to latch onto the groups that passed us, 

ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎǎ ǘƻ ƘŀƴƎ ƻƴΦ  {ƻ /ƭƛƴǘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ ŀǎ we were passed by what seemed 

like hundreds of riders, with letters towards the end of the alphabet, and then double letters ό!!Σ ..ΣΧύ.  I started to 

doubt my prospects for finishing, and contemplated sending Clint down the road without me (along with my AWESOME 

Wahoo GPS that was keeping the two of us on course).  However, at a control later in the day we were told that the 

majority of riders were still behind us, which salvaged my spirits.  

One of the more annoying bits of terrain along the way was in the Howardian Hills AONB (area of natural beauty).  Lots 

of short, steep stingers around a large estate known as Castle Howard. 
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Castle Howard 

The Barnard Castle control was memorable.  Not only is there a beautiful castle ruin along the way and the a beautiful 

control building, but we met Shab, wife of Hamid Akbarian όŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 5/ wŀƴŘ ǊƛŘŜǊύ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ 

enough for us, even getting Clint head-of-the-line privileges for a much-needed neck massage. 
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The Barnard Castle Control 
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Shab could not do enough for us 

 

Clint felt much better after the massage 

We then headed for the big climb of the ride, Yad Moss, a crossing of the Pennine mountain range that cuts across 

England. The summit is around 2000 feet, with a ŎƭƛƳō ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻǾŜǊƭȅ ǎǘŜŜǇ ōǳǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭŜƴǘƭŜǎǎΦ 
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Nearing the summit, sunset on Yad Moss 

From Yad Moss we descended into the town of Alston, doing about 35 mph when we were passed by a guy on a 

recumbent that must have been doing 50 mph. DƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛƴŜǎΦ  Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŜŜǇΧƳƻǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

later.   

A few miles later we were in Brampton for our second sleep stop, 15 minutes ahead of plan with 10 hours time in hand.  

It had been an excellent day, not as slow as it seemed. What made it even more excellent was our hotel.   

Jack: Thank God I had also checked Google Street View for the hotels because there is no sign along the road, just a long 

winding driveway into the darkness, leading to a stately-residence-now-hotel.  I recognized the concrete posts at the 

beginning of the driveway. 

Lƴ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŜƳŀƛƭǎ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǎǘŜǎǎ ²ŜƴŘȅ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿould put food in our 

room.  Boy did she ever.  Lots of sandwiches, chips, fruit, cheese, etc. for dinner, and more for breakfast for when we got 

ǳǇΦ  !ƭƭ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦ άWould you guys like some lagersΚέ  We lƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ άǿŜƭƭΧǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜΚΚέΣ ōǳǘ ǳƭǘimately 

decided to skip the beer for now.  Another LEL pair checked in a little later.   

After a luxurious 4 hours of sleep, we got up at 3:00 AM Tuesday and got ready for another day of riding.  We had the 

luxury of staying in our room again the next night, so we just left our drop bag stuff in there and headed north for the 

third day. 
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Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿe reached the Scottish border, where we found ourselves in a daisy chain of picture taking.  Upon 

reaching the sign you would find the last rider to arrive and ask them to take your picture. As you were about to leave 

the next rider would arrive and ask you to take their picture, etc., etc.  

 

Progress! 

We pressed on into Scotland, passing solemnly through Lockerbie thinking about the downing of Pan Am flight 103 in 

1988.  Then onto the Moffatt control.  We were riding well, moving quickly through light rain and fairly level terrain.  The 

sun came out by the time we took on the next big climb of the ride, the DevilΩs Beeftub, so named because rustlers used 

to hide stolen livestock behind the big hills. Sheep were everywhere during LEL, and were particularly thick here. 
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If we count sheep to fall asleep, what do sheep count? Answer at the end 

We got over the Beeftub with little trouble and stopped for coffee on the route, cheering on our fellow riders as they 

rode by. 
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Coffee stop enroute to Edinburgh 

Before we knew it we found ourselves at the halfway point, Edinburgh.  Jack had visited this location two years before, 

just to see what the halfway point looked like, and here we were.  One of the other Severna Park Peloton members, 

David Keith, splits his time between Maryland and Scotland.  He had us keep him apprised of our progress, so he could 

meet us at the control.  He also asked us what we might need, so when we got there he handed Jack a replacement bite 

valve for his Camelbak and Clint some lube and a rag for his chain. 
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Edinburgh!  With David Keith 

There was another big climb leaving Edinburgh, to over 1200 feet.  The Edinburgh control was not in downtown, but if 

you looked over your right shoulder as you were grinding up this climb you could see into downtown and see such 

landmarks as Edinburgh Castle ŀƴŘ !ǊǘƘǳǊǎΩǎ {Ŝŀǘ.  The ride back to Brampton was a series of climbs as well as beautiful 

remote valleys that invited you to forget the pain and the fatigue and the ŎƭƻŎƪ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ άǎǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ǊƻǎŜǎΦέ. 
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If you get too wrapped up in riding, you might just miss it 

We were a bit disappointed to not find the cakes and scotch at the subsequent Scottish controls that LEL 2013 ride 

reports delighted in, but we got over it.  tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǎǘ Ǌŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘǊƛǇ Ƙƛǘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻǊǊŜƴǘƛŀƭΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ 

was the only time that rain got into JŀŎƪΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊǇǊƻƻŦ sock covers.  The other showers we encountered were short-lived, 

light, and wind driven. Most times, if you decided to stop to don rain gear the rain would stop almost immediately. We 

felt way over-prepared for the rain encountered this trip, but learned later that had we been a couple hours behind our 

pace we would have encountered some real deluges during LEL.  We soldiered on towards our second night in our 

Brampton hotel. 

Jack: it was here that my most regretful part of the ride happened.  I was getting very sleepy, and told Clint that I wanted 

to go straight to the hotel and not check in at the control until we returned our drop bags the following morning.  We 

would arrive 30 minutes ahead of plan, with almost мл ƘƻǳǊǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛƴ ǳǇƻƴ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭΦ  

Besides, the hotel was before the control.  Clint said he was concerned that those who were tracking us on the LEL 

website, which displayed our arrival at each control, would be concerned that we had not checked in at Brampton that 

night. But we never made a decision on this.  Later, when I spotted the ƘƻǘŜƭΩǎ unmarked driveway, I turned in and told 

Clint to turn, but he did not.  I then yelled to him, but he kept riding towards the control.  Figuring he had decided to go 

to the control first, I went up to the room.  Clint arrived about 20 minutes later, although the control was only a couple 

blocks away.  He had not heard me and had gotten lost.   

Back in the room we feasted on restocked sandwiches, fruit, etc. and enjoyed the breakfast Wendy provided when we 

awoke. 
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Some of ²ŜƴŘȅΩǎ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅ 

We departed the hotel at 5:00 AM Wednesday, checked in to the Brampton control, and returned our drop bags.  

Jack: Clint and I joined two other riders coming out of the control and were rolling through Brampton when I noticed my 

legs were in trouble again.  Even on the gentle hills in town I could not keep up with the other three riders.  

Remembering that Yad Moss lie immediately ahead of us, and how steep the Brampton side seemed as I coasted down 

it two days ago,  I saw no way that these legs were going to get me over that 2,000 foot ridge today.  Despite the 

despair, I decided ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ŀ ƎƻΦ  LŦ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƻǳǘΣ LΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ and coast back into town and find a ride 

to London.  So off we went. Little by little we ascended Yad Moss.  Calista Phillips from DC Randonneurs passed us on 

the way up, which was a welcome surprise. As the summit came into sight, what started as despair was becoming 

jubilation.  I knew we were going to finish this ride ς everything else that lie ahead seemed trivial by comparison. 


