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INTRODUCTION




When I was asked to make this book I was as excited
as a small boy. After all, I have been riding all of my
life, and I know many cyclists and bike owners, so
how difficult could it be to find around 100 of them to
photograph?


My first thought, being a digital dinosaur, was to use
the internet to find some source material. After a few
hours of patient searching I had developed a splitting
headache, and the conviction that there must be another
way. I rang my friend Roy Scammell, a film stuntman
who is extremely knowledgeable about bikes, to see if
he would like to go for a walk along the Camden Lock
canal towpath. It was Roy who had first enlightened me
as to the beauty of lugwork and Reynolds tubing. Before
going to art school I trained as a mechanical engineer,
so I have always appreciated fine workmanship.


It was a bright autumn day and all was at peace with
the world. We had only walked about 100 yards
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along the canal when I noticed a narrowboat moored near the lock, with a well-worn and rather
undistinguished looking bike on its stern. My knock on the window was answered by a man called John
Homan, wearing an old bowler hat and a wide smile. Once I explained my quest, he invited us aboard.


After much discussion of bikes and other things, I ended up on deck taking his photograph. This was
the way forward! It was a lovely little adventure. On parting, he said to me “You should photograph my
brother-in-law,” and that led on to a day-trip to Essex.


On arrival there, I met up with Paul Reed, who showed me his main workaday Penny Farthing, and we
took several photographs on the local village green. Then he invited me to have a go.
I’d come all this way, and it seemed rude not to try. So with Paul’s help, I climbed up and was off, running
free. I managed quite a long ride but then ran out of road, and Pennys need a huge turning circle. Luckily I
just managed to go off road onto the grass and made it back safely to my start point. It was glorious fun.


I had given my camera to Paul, and he managed to get a few photographs of me riding his Penny.
I later printed one as a postcard and kept it in my notebook wherever I went. This little image was a
marvellous ice-breaker when I met someone who might feature in a good bike shot. It was the single,
most useful item in my kit, as it could be counted on to make people laugh. My family were also greatly
amused, and very helpful in my quest. My wife and daughter found me useful contacts; my son Leo (also
a photographer in his own right) had built several road bikes while at Cambridge School of Art, and
had many cycling friends who also offered their assistance.


It was Leo who directed me to Simon Barnes, owner of The Hub Café, which serves the best coffee in
Hertfordshire. After a couple of hours of philosophical discussion and cycling chat, I left with a picture of
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him with his unicycle. Simon and I have become great friends and he too has helped me enormously.
While making this book, I have made many other new friends, and met some extraordinary people. This
is one of the wonderful aspects of being a photographer; it can be a great adventure of discovery. It’s
somewhat like going for a bike ride. You set off on your favourite machine; the air is clear, the sound is
quiet, and the world beckons.


I was born in Italy, during the last century (yes, I am that old!) in San Bartolomeo in Galdo. It is a small,
hilltop town so typical of Italy; narrow, granite-lined streets and many ups and downs. As a boy I was
part of a gang of ragamuffins. One day we found an old, abandoned electric motor. We borrowed
some tools and spent hours taking the thing apart. We used the two motor bearings to make a wheel
using a wooden axle. Then we incorporated the axle into a frame made from salvaged timber, and we
had a simple scooter. We spent endless summer days clattering down the streets on this contraption.
That was my first two-wheeled vehicle.


After my family relocated to the UK, I collected bits of bikes from the town dump and built myself an off-
road bike. In my late teens, my good friend Phil Smee gave me a Freddie Grubb road bike. I regularly
used that machine to visit my girlfriend Rosie (and later wife), and I recall the bliss of riding silently
down the streets at midnight, alone in the moonlight. Nowadays, I am more practical: I have a folding
bike which I can use locally and have ridden while scouting locations in the past, as it sits neatly in the
boot of my car.


To all of the lovely, generous contributors who made this book possible I wish you all well; I thank you
heartily; and wish you all safe riding and God speed.





Donato Cinicolo.
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William Merrick Retired



Peugeot ‘Competition’ racer, Shimano gears


Dave, as he is known by his friends, was given an ex-WD bike for Christmas by his father when he
was twelve. It was one of the lightweight folding bikes, originally designed to be used by paratroopers
during WW2, which were being sold off cheap in the post-war years. Dave’s dad added mudguards
and a few other ‘creature comforts’ and the bike became a much loved means of getting about cheaply.
Later, as an adult, Dave cycled much more and for longer distances, for instance on the London to
Brighton ride. More recently, he took part in the Palace to Palace ride in aid of The Prince’s Trust.


The rusty old exhibit on the left was bought from a junk shop. At the time it had blackout lights, and had
been used during the war. The bike was bought as an ornament, and relic of the past, and is kept near
his front door.
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