
Warrening 

A journey mostly up and down, the length and breadth of the UK 

 

It’s hard to untangle when, and why, the obsession with hills began; it’s a thread 

running through five years of trying to ride a bike.  

 

I well remember the first; on a freezing cold Sunday in January 2014, wearing a 

hiking fleece and riding a heavy hybrid, panting up north Rigton, which felt like a 

mountain.  I cycled 28 miles that day, afterwards sinking into a hot bath, 

exhausted and determined to repeat.  This new passion gave me the big three – 

countryside, companionship and endorphins.   

 

Fast forward to June, and the proud possessor of my first road bike, lycra and a 

jersey with strange pockets in the back; my beautiful Liv and I were felled by a 

pheasant just outside Litton.  Seven fractures weren’t enough to put me off; come 

August, I was back on the bike and looking for adventure.  Cue Nicole. 

 

I’d spotted Nicole on her beautiful, pristine, steel bike on Leeds Cycling Campaign 

(LCC) rides.  Fantastic company – she was respectful and kind but hilariously 

observant about the strange habits and personalities of cycling mates – she was 

also a Person to Copy.  Someone who rode with Beryl Burton once told me 

‘nothing moved but her legs’ so I looked for her successors to emulate, and found 

Nicole.  Not for me the heavy British Racing Green Dawes, but I tried in all other 

respects to ride like her – seeking hills and chatting all the way up them, never 

complaining (until it was over), dressed for all weathers and beer to finish.   



 

Strangely enough, when we rode from Barmouth to Yarmouth together the 

following year, there weren’t that many hills (although she detoured up and 

down Horseshoe Pass to spend the night with Andrew).  Given the amount of 

luggage we were carrying and the monsoons we faced, that was small mercy.  

But the talk in the pub each evening was of hills, and specifically Simon Warren’s 

100 Greatest Climbs, which Nicole was knocking off.  She’d got to 86 before 

cancer cut short her brilliance; I told her I’d finish them off for her, but soon 

realised that in order to be as good as my hero, I’d have to do them all.    

 

And of course hills were totally the business; never boring, they hurt, they gave 

you the best views and a rest on the way down (it was a while before I began to 

enjoy fast descending).  I wasn’t put off by not looking like a climber; nor did 

Nicole.  The (mostly) oldish (mostly) blokes in LCC we rode with came in all 

shapes and sizes and could climb anything; one had even done Park Rash on a 

recumbent (he claimed), and they’d all done everything with panniers.  

 

The first long one, five miles to Glenshee ski centre, I did in 2015, on LEJOG.  

After 12 days in the saddle, I was horrified at the never-endingness of it all, but 

Peter from Wakefield talked me up, and I felt for the first time the deep thrill of 

doing a long one without stopping.  Next day was the Lecht; by then I was an old 

hand, going as slowly as possible up the 20% bits to conserve energy for the rest. 

 

The year Nicole fell ill, I rode over 10,000 miles in Spain, Italy, France and all 

over the UK.  There was Ventoux, where once again I was lucky enough to have 



distraction (adventuring tales from the southern hemisphere).  I went over the 

Alps, and discovered their relatively gentle gradients weren’t quite the 

preparation I needed for Hardknott Pass, but hours of climbing at home and 

abroad gave me strong legs and the realisation that once you’ve got enough 

gears, 99% of the battle is in your head.  

 

2018 - the year of Warrens - was to take me to every corner of the UK (except 

northern Ireland).  I started at 42, and finished off the 100 with Rosedale 

Chimney on October 23, a glorious sunny day with a tailwind.   Most beautiful 

climb?  That’s hard - there really were so many.  Newlands in the Lake District, 

with a lovely café at Buttermere at its feet, featured in a fabulous shot of OCC 

awayday goats.  Kirkstone Pass has fabulous views all the way up and ace pub at 

the top.  I loved all the climbs onto Dartmoor and Exmoor; where you leave 

villages, fields and livestock to reach wild gorse and heather open moorland with 

spectacular views.   The Trough of Bowland and Rest and Be Thankful are as 

gorgeous as their names sound. 

 

Slightly more competition for the most hellish; probably not falling off on 

Hardnott when my back wheel got stuck in the grass as I was trying to avoid the 

crush of coast-in-a-day combatants, but the 20.57 minutes of lashing rainstorm 

as Nigel Cook and I slogged up the Cross of Greet (if there was one, we didn’t see 

it) in January.  Oxnop Scar has seen the last of me.  The less said about cobbles 

the better.  I cried the first time I did Shibden Wall; Raymond Gay gently 

mentored me up the second time. Swansea’s Constitution Hill was hateful.   

When the going got tough, I swore at Ms Mann (and of course she swore back). 



 

Warrening took me to places I’d never have seen. I made new friends (Gill, Andy 

& Steve Grace are terrific hill companions) and reconnected with old ones – it 

gave me the excuse to contact people I hadn’t seen in decades.  We’re pretty 

complacent about the superiority of the Yorkshire countryside but I promise you 

there’s equally lovely and different stuff all over. 

 

Warren is obsessed by road surfaces – plenty had been repaired since his visit – 

and he clearly races up everything, probably twice.  So don’t be put off by dire 

warnings of burning lactic, near-to-collapse, wicket tarmac, grappling with 

gravity and vicious gradients.   The single best advice (from the 100 climbs app 

designer Stuart Coupe, as I contemplated Rosedale) was don’t drive down the hill 

first, because it will terrify you.   So sure was I of falling off, I kept this last one a 

virtual secret, until it was too late for people to turn up.   Brilliant Gill was there - 

“you can do it;” Stuart produced the badge of honour 12.11 minutes after I set off, 

and Angela Prescott suddenly appeared on the hill and swooped us off to the pub 

for a prosecco and fish & chip celebration. 

 

 And yes, I finished the journey with a solo, blustery ride up to that windy hill by 

the airport, to tell her about it all. 

 

RIP Nicole 

 

 

 



 
More hateful cobbles, at Alderley Edge. Gave up on the first attempt, had to go 
back down and repeat.

 
Very very windy dead end at Aviemore ski station. 
 



 

 

Above, Buttertubs; below, The Rake, with Steve Morris, featuring a 
handrail for pedestrians 



The bottom of the Devil’s staircase in Wales; beautiful and 
remote 



 
 

Most of South Wales’ hills looked like the above; below 
Constitution Hill in Swansea; 294 metres of hateful cobbles at 
22%; if a guy hadn’t shouted ‘fair play’ I’d probably have given 
up. And yes, it’s illegal. 
 



Only 16%?!?! 
 

 
 
 
Where is the Cross of Greet, and how come I’m smiling? January in the Forest of Bowland. 
 

 
 
 
Cheddar Gorge - easy and quite pretty 
 

 
 
 



Fab hostel on Exmoor 
 

 
 
Forest of Exmoor 
 

 
 
Polishing off Devon at Salcombe Hill; Gill & Andy leading by example... 

 

 
 



 
Rosedale Chimney - the last one 
 

 
Note fierce grip  



 
 
 
 

GOLD!!!! 
 



 
 
 
Stuart Coupe, the app designer and a great climber, Gill Arnett and I.  Job 
done. 

 

 

 


