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– Chapter 1 –


I am not Sir Bradley Wiggins but I’ll have a go


‘Hello Rod, my name’s Martin Green, a producer working with Welcome to Yorkshire. I’d like to include church bell-ringing in the opening ceremony of Le Tour de France and I’m told you’re the man to sort it. I wondered if you might be able to give me a call.’


Thus began the final three weeks before the Grand Départ of Le Tour de France 2014 in Yorkshire.


The elite of world cycling was about to descend on God’s Own County. Two hundred truckloads of inflatable hands, motorised Miffys, shrink-wrapped madeleine cakes and aerodynamic Haribo were about to be disgorged at Hull International Ferry Terminal and the church bells of the M1/A1 corridor were about to be scripted into the opening ceremony of the world’s biggest annual sporting event.


It would have been more polite if I had actually answered the call. In the event, it was just another unidentified number on a mass of phones on a busy desk on a busy day. Meanwhile, I was totally absorbed in crafting an uplifting presentation for a bunch of accountants at the Post Office. A bunch of accountants? A balance of accountants? A peloton of accountants? Focus. Focus. Focus.


In fairness, the buzz had come from what I called my ‘Tour de France phone’, not my work phone, so I should have suspected something. It was probably going to be just another query about the race weekend though, so I waited for lunchtime before playing the message.


When I did finally hear it I gulped. I paused in shock and excitement. I tightened my tie and I checked the top button on my pin-striped shirt. In my mind I was crossing the finish line on the Champs-Élysées. I unravelled the strap on my office security pass and ensured the company logo was clearly visible to the imaginary phalanx of cameras in front of me.


For my team it was just another day. ‘Oh yes, that’s Rod in his spotty cycle shirt, on his way to the shower’. ‘Oh yes, he’s always on about the Tour.’ ‘Yes, that is indeed a folding bike under his desk.’ Just another day. Well not any more.


This was the culmination of a long journey. It had been two years since I first became aware of Yorkshire’s bid to host Le Tour, a revelation that had come to dominate my life outside of work ever since. It was also the culmination of twenty-five years as an ardent cycle tourer and as a Tour de France addict.


It was helpful that I had a kind of confessional box in our office. Team-mates Phil, Nigel, Peter and Lorraine, they took the brunt of it and they bore it well. Nigel even started cycling to work. Every day he would regale us with tales of the flies he’d consumed, the rain he had avoided and the goose muck he had not avoided.


Nigel was thriving on it. He was one of a growing band whose mountain bikes were now filling the staff bike shed. This was good news for the Cycle to Work campaign, even if it was a risk to staff satisfaction scores among the smokers as their standing space gradually dwindled under the handy rain cover of the bike store.


But hang on. Martin Green, master of ceremonies from the opening of the London 2012 Olympic Games is waiting for a call back.


‘I am not Sir Bradley Wiggins, Olympic bell-ringer, but yes, I think I can arrange church bells for the opening ceremony of Le Tour.’


Brad, you absolutely nailed 2012.


2014, here come the bells of Yorkshire.









– Chapter 2 –


Channel 4 was Responsible for Many Things


There are many addictions, conditions and afflictions in this world. So many people seeking an escape from the reality of their own lives. So many people in pursuit of some brightly packaged, skilfully promoted salvation to their quest for a better sense of being.


Pro cycling, a test of fitness in the most beautiful scenery the world has to offer, has had its own dark corners of addiction and false prophets. Its combatants, men unsatisfied by the peak of physical condition, have resorted to dark potions to lift them ever higher to the podium. Their issues have, time and time again, taken the sport to the very brink of destruction.


For mere mortals like me, the issues began in the mid-1980s, with a behavioural spike for three weeks in July. The subliminal trigger was a multi-coloured number four on the TV screen at around 6.30pm and the recognised symptoms included an involuntary compulsion to recite the advertiser’s mantra of ‘Kronenbourg seize cent soixante quatre, sponsor du Tour de France’. To be even more specific, the condition was invoked by pressing the fourth button down on the right-hand side of the television set.


That, in itself, speaks of a better world doesn’t it? The golden age of television, where the viewers physically involved themselves in sports programmes via a refreshing relay across the lounge. Marks for technical content could be earned as they elegantly lifted themselves from the sofa and lunged across the room in an aerodynamic form. Such exercise, minimising one’s footsteps and maximising one’s reach, could well have been the inspiration for Graham Obree as he reinvented bicycle design and rider posture in the 1990s.


Oh yes, those were the days of real television. None of today’s viewer profiles, remote controls or channel-hoppers. Those were the days when switching channels and raising the volume to liberate the roars of the crowd on Alpe d’Huez required concerted physical effort. That was the hard school of TV. That was where I cut my teeth. And that was the genesis of my personal addiction to Le Tour de France.


I can talk about it now. Oh, it holds no embarrassment any more. Wearing polka dots on ITV Calendar and BBC Look North is perfectly normal isn’t it? Holding my shirt up in front of TV to take photos of Alan Titchmarsh or Harry Gration wearing my polka dots is not unusual is it? Oh yes, I have no qualms. Coming out; out I come; Hautacam. Le Tour, I can take it or leave it. I am, without doubt, in control.


Channel 4 was indeed responsible for many things, with Phil Liggett, Paul Sherwen and Gary Imlach becoming unexpected rivals to the Test Match Special team as sports commentators to whom you would like to send a cake. The late 1980s and 1990s would see them all find their cadence on the Granada Rentals Panasonic colour viewer in the corner of our lounge on Skinpit Lane, Hoylandswaine, overlooking Dodworth Colliery pitstack and Barnsley General Hospital. They went on to great things. Well, to be fair, they were already in a half decent place career wise. I, however, would get back on to the ripped foam saddle of my Triumph Tempest ten-speed drop-handlebar bike (with those extra absorbent sponge handle bar grips) and begin a run of sixteen years or so where I and my equally ill-equipped but naively keen cycling mates would ride the roads of the Tour, Giro and Vuelta in football shorts and golf shirts. The sight of my mate Edward, Young Geologist of the Year 1982, widening the gap, half a mile ahead on the N152 from Tours to Angers, wearing a slightly misshapen Sheffield Wednesday shirt, was just one of many iconic images of cycle touring before the Lycra boys, carbon kings and groupset gurus put cycle clothing on the catwalk.


Cycle touring, with my life stuffed in my panniers, with a budget for three thirty-six-shot film canisters, no digital editing, and maps to stare at in wonderment on tables in bars in places I could not pronounce … These were the things that, in potent combination with Channel 4, lured me into the sub-culture that is the addicts of Le Tour de France.


On the way, in hindsight, I realise I was taking photos of church bells wherever I went. This was the fertile soil from which bell-ringing for Le Tour de France in Yorkshire would naturally evolve.


What I would like to do in the rest of this book is to take you on an improbable journey of ‘change ringing’, cycling, community and culture. I shall start by taking you back a few months to a time when Yorkshire sat eighth in the gold medal tables at the Olympic Games, when fracking was not a word one would use lightly and when Le Tour de France started in rainy places like Rotterdam and Monaco.


Laissez l’histoire commence …









– Chapter 3 –


And Yorkshire was Responsible for Many More


Yorkshire has always stood large on the world stage. It was home to the pioneers of club football, Sheffield FC (founded in 1857) and home to the first batsman to one hundred test centuries, Geoff Boycott (1977 in front of a home crowd at Headingley). Its chefs invented the Yorkshire pudding (220°F, hot oven and hot oil) and its armies were victors in the Wars of the Roses (1455–1487). At this point, I recognise that the historians amongst you, and the Lancastrians, may challenge my final observation there. The point is that Yorkshire did win seven battles to five on aggregate even if they were defeated in the final at Bosworth.


Despite this historical groundswell of success, there was some scepticism when Gary Verity (now Sir Gary, following the award of a knighthood), Chief Executive of Welcome to Yorkshire, announced that Yorkshire was bidding to host the 2016 Tour de France. Scotland had already put in a serious bid, apparently with backing from the UK government and British Cycling. Bit part players like Barcelona and Florence were also in the running.


It was, I suppose, a relatively strong field but when you are from Yorkshire anything and everything is possible. Vouloir c’est pouvoir as they say in Harrogate. Where there’s a will there’s a way. And there certainly was a will.


I found out about the plan on Twitter, in the summer of 2012. The bid had been under way for several months by then, but somehow in the excitement of life in accountancy, I must have missed the announcement.


I’d been a slow convert to the world of social media. I’d resisted mobile phones for a long time and Twitter, when I first heard about it, just seemed a time-consuming, frivolous chat tool. I was sure it had no place in my life and probably little merit for society in general. In a matter of days, however, its primacy as a medium of communications was clear to me and I had a rich, new source of high quality, timely news.


I went through the usual first steps of following celebs and then realising that their lives were desperately dull. Then, I searched with the hashtag #cycling and was soon in comfortable rapport with Les Vaches du Tour, a couple whose lives revolved around cows on the route of the Tour de France. It was these bovine bicycle fans who, on a cold and gloomy December morning, alerted me to the hottest news in cycling. ‘Rod, you must be very excited,’ they tweeted. ‘Le Tour is starting in Yorkshire in 2014.’


Well, this really threw my day. I’d been merrily relaying the message to ‘Back Le Bid,’ but goodness me, was this true? Was Yorkshire really about to host Le Tour? And in 2014?


Some rapid googling confirmed that this was definitely not a rumour. Le Tour de France was indeed coming to Yorkshire and it wasn’t going to wait for 2016. It would be here two years early.


The biggest event ever to take place in Yorkshire had just been unveiled to the world’s media, and here was I, sitting at a desk in Derbyshire, being informed via Twitter by cow fans in Australia. A strange old world.


The essence of the story seemed to be that Paris was smitten with Yorkshire, local people were going to be invited to get involved on a scale never seen before in a Tour and, with strong community involvement, this would be the grandest Grand Départ ever.


This was far from a modest ambition. It was a devastatingly bold commitment. But it worked for me and, with a couple of ideas immediately taking shape, I would be happy to work for it.









– Chapter 4 –


January 2013 – Engaging in Le Tour.


Early Ideas


Le Tour de France is renowned for its majestic scenery, decorative tributes in farm fields and animated roadside crowds. It is the grandest among a rich array of cycle events, where the sport is played out on people’s doorsteps and where, for free, whole communities find themselves in the same arena as their sporting heroes.


For my part I was blessed with two things with regard to the 2014 Tour; I worked for an organisation with hundreds of branches all along the race route, namely the Post Office, and I was a bell-ringer in an association which had dozens of churches overlooking the race.


These two things immediately gave me a conviction that I could help to prepare the arena for the race. I could see a great opportunity to deliver the best decorated and most helpful retail outlets on the race route and a chance for our church bells to ring out our most English of welcomes for the riders and fans from across the world.


Armed with these ideas I decided to call Welcome to Yorkshire to see what they thought about it all. I don’t like cold calling but I had a strong belief in what I was doing, so I picked up the phone and took the plunge. When Tracy, in the Partnerships Team, answered my call I was among the very first business representatives to link in since the announcement that Yorkshire was to host Le Tour.


Ketul, a colleague at work, kindly rustled up a very compelling heat map of post offices in Yorkshire and this gave me a sound platform for my subsequent meeting with Tracy. Even though the exact race route had not yet been determined it was clear that the race would struggle to pass within shouting distance of less than a hundred branches.


This was great news. It was clear that post offices would indeed be able to offer valuable services to the huge crowds expected over the race weekend. In fact, West Tanfield Post Office, just north of Ripon, would smash its annual records of ice cream sales in a single day. Reeth Post Office, potentially the most northerly postal access point in 111 years of Tour history, would develop a rash of red spots fit to attract the attention of TV helicopters from afar.


However, it was a small footnote on my agenda for the meeting that made an unexpected impact. It was unassuming ‘Item 9’ at the bottom of the page at that first meeting … a mere aside … church bell ringing.


It had seemed a little out of place with the other topics on the agenda. I had to reduce the font size to get it all on one side of A4, but it struck a chord. It resonated in that very first meeting. My challenge was to develop the idea into a credible and achievable plan. Little did I realise what a mountain lay ahead.


I might have been a bit irregular at ringing in the preceding few years, bedtime stories, London trains and PowerPoint had rather taken priority, but I knew who to approach and it felt like bells would be easy to do. I just needed to set my ideas out clearly on paper and get myself along to some meetings of bell-ringers. AGMs were looming and I needed to get Le Tour on to the agenda at the various gatherings across the county.


It was this that led me, to put my wellies on, load my rucksack with maps and embark on a somewhat hazardous hike over snow-clad pavements to Sheffield railway station.


I was going to get the train from Sheffield to Sandal and Agbrigg and, more specifically, to Sandal Magna church. I was going to unleash the idea of ringing for Le Tour de France on to the unsuspecting Central Branch AGM of the Yorkshire Association of Change Ringers.


The great thing about the stopping train from Sheffield to Sandal and Agbrigg was that it gave me plenty of time to type up a list of towns and villages on the route of Le Tour. In between the violent lurches of the slightly out-of-date rolling stock, I was able to match the communities to my guide of the church bells of Britain and come up with my first draft list of bells on Stages One and Two of the race route. It looked like there could be over forty of them. I could have been a bit on the high side in the cities as I couldn’t tell what the exact route was, but York, for example, has eight bell-ringing churches and the race would surely pass with earshot of half of those.


Let’s have a look at the list:
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Knowing some of these churches myself, I was now able to make the next step in imagining what might be possible. Bells for the riders? Polka dot roofs for the helicopters? Lychgate interviews for the commentators? Vantage points for the cameras? This would surely excite the audience at the AGM.


First I had to find them though. Despite arriving in good time, I’d forgotten that it was necessary to walk round three sides of Sandal church to find the tower door. Then, part way up the stairs, I came to something akin to a tunnel where I had to carefully mind my head and try not to get distracted doing adventure films on my camera while a queue of slightly frustrated bell-ringers backed up behind me.


The church of Sandal Magna has a rich heritage, with its earliest building going back to the time of Edward the Confessor. Three subsequent buildings saw it through the turbulence of The Wars of The Roses, the Great Plague and even a readying of men across Wakefield to see off the Spanish Armada. The present church was founded in the sixteenth century. Its original four bells were augmented to six in 1812, and have been retuned during the subsequent two hundred years from F# to G.


The climb to the ringing chamber was, as I explained, pretty exciting. Once in it, the peal boards and rope displays on the walls presented a fascinating record of the story of bell-ringing in this corner of Yorkshire.


I joined a welcoming band in the ringing chamber. We rang the bells nicely before the meeting and the friendliness of the local ringers reinforced my conviction that Yorkshire bells and Yorkshire ringers could play a joyful part in welcoming Le Tour de France to our county.


The output of the meeting wouldn’t be quite as fulfilling though. It wasn’t that people didn’t like the ideas. In fact, there was much respect for them. There was even a round of applause. The issue was that it all just seemed a bit remote to them.


‘That all sounds great Rod. Very interesting ideas. But it’s a long way off still isn’t it. Can we deal with 2013 first?’


This would be the common theme at meeting after meeting. In hindsight it was a bit like ‘don’t call us, we’ll call you,’ but I didn’t see it at the time.


It was a simple, and retrospectively understandable, disconnect between me, the Tour de France addict, and them, the people for whom Le Tour had not dominated their previous twenty years. The race was, quite simply, over 500 days away. It was not something they wanted to worry about yet.


In my mind, I was wanting to pin down a detailed action plan for who would do what in July 2014. They, however, were still recovering from Christmas 2012. They had all the challenges of booking holidays, buying clothes and sorting the supermarket deliveries for 2013, without needing to take on 2014 as well.


I get it now, but I was blinded at the time. I wanted a team to help me co-ordinate the ringing across the county, but no one was signing up. I wanted to have a plan for the eighteen months ahead, but no one wanted my actions yet.


I, therefore, sought comfort in the exploits of one of my Tour heroes. The Tour addicts among you will probably be familiar with Thomas Voeckler, leader of Team Europcar, and a famous veteran of two historic breakaways in Tours ten years apart. He spotted an opportunity, jumped from the main field and rode with little support for mile after mile in some of the hottest, toughest terrain you could imagine. In the face of adversity, he gained enormous time gaps, earned the coveted yellow jersey and held on to it as race leader for a further ten days each time.


His was a story of ambition, of endurance and of dogged stubbornness when none around believed the goal was possible. Arranging church bells for Le Tour often felt like this. The ringing community was in the hundreds, larger than the peloton of cyclists in a Grand Tour, but they all held back until the last minute, just like the sprinters’ teams toying with a breakaway. It would be touch and go to the very final moments of the journey. There was no doubt that the ringers could pull out the stops if they wanted to, but they just didn’t like to reply to emails or phone calls to say what they were actually planning in the build up.


Thankfully though, as with Thomas Voeckler, the ‘crowd’ kept me going. The ringers might have been reluctant to share their plans but Welcome to Yorkshire was loud in its support for bells and there were informal indications that the Tour organisation in Paris approved too. For an armchair addict of Le Tour, this was a very exciting time.


The project had to keep evolving though. Media interest created many unexpected twists and turns, but it was important not to lose sight of the original simple vision of ringing for the riders. The thing that became clearer and clearer though was the importance of a legacy. If we were indeed going to succeed in getting dozens of churches ringing for billions of fans on TV, we needed to capitalise on that interest to attract a new influx of would be campanologists to join us in the belfry.


You can judge for yourself how well we succeeded as you read the rest of this book. I hope, in fact, that it may encourage you to come and have a go yourself. You too could ring for a future Tour de Yorkshire. And if you don’t live in Yorkshire then there is always the Tour of Britain in September each year. It would be a rare route indeed that failed to pass within earshot of a hundred or so churches with bells, given that there are over 5,000 ringing churches across the land.


Do let me know how you get on …









– Chapter 5 –


Bell-ringing – Where Have All The Ringers Gone?


Church bell-ringing is in crisis. Some churches cannot afford to maintain their bells, some have good bells but no ringers, and some churches no longer have a congregation and are quite simply being sold for housing.


As regards ‘the crisis’, the doom mongers may be right or they may be wrong. Throughout this project, I certainly encountered some churches where there was no ringing at all, some where there was a complete dependency on the ringers from the next church down the road and some where the band was so small that you feared for the prospect of bells on Christmas morning.


To balance that though, I have to say how inspired I was by the vision and enthusiasm of some of the bands I spoke to – ringers at churches in busy cities and ringers at churches in remote villages with wonderful and romantic place names.


It was a mixed bag. But looking back this was one of the very things that connected bell-ringing and Welcome to Yorkshire at our first formal meeting focused purely on bells. Welcome to Yorkshire, voice of the county and globally recognised ‘destination management organisation’ wanted to help ensure church bell-ringing would thrive for future generations, for future Christmases and for future weddings where the brides and grooms were still mere twinkles in their parents’ eyes. They relished the idea of bells heralding the cyclists along the route but also, without using the hackneyed word itself, they were looking beyond the race too, to the legacy for the county.


This truly was an unprecedented opportunity for a boost for bell-ringing and a chance in a lifetime to play our largest and loudest instruments for the biggest annual sporting event in the world.


The Central Council of Church Bell Ringers published a paper on the future of ringing in 2012. There was one overriding issue, an ageing profile of ringers with insufficient younger recruits coming in. Helpfully, there were several ideas to tackle it:





• A fresh focus on recruitment and retention


• Better encouragement of peer groups in ringing


• Incentives through local and national award schemes


• Support for ringing teachers


• Funding of equipment, including technology and training.


It was complemented by a presentation which you can watch for yourself on YouTube and, as if to prove that ‘bells and bikes’ was the new fashion, the presenter of this bell-ringing film was Ruth Eyles, British Cycling coach. Ruth was a new recruit to church bell-ringing only a year or so earlier. Have a look.


Ruth charted the very different demographics and trends for cycling and bell-ringing, cycling becoming ever more popular, for all ages, but bell-ringing becoming ever more skewed to the older end of the age spectrum. Hardly a launch pad for generational continuity.


Ruth wrote a great article in The Ringing World magazine in January 2014, entitled ‘Better Basics Boost Beginners’. The premise of her article was that cycling and bell-ringing have a great similarity in their ‘club’ models, but that cycling reinvented itself by introducing shorter, simpler events (such as sportives) which gave entry-level cyclists stimulating, but less intimidating, challenges to help them progress in confidence and ability. Her conclusion was that where bell-ringers found ‘simpler exercises to ring well’ then it could significantly boost recruitment and retention.


I know that Ruth’s article had its fans and its detractors. I am among the fans. I agree with her hypothesis and what I hope we showed in bell-ringing for Le Tour was that the public and would-be ringers lapped up ‘simple ringing done well’. We were even able, through simple pieces, to do duets with musicians of the very highest levels as you will see in a later chapter. To an extent, it just depended on a positive mindset and a willingness to break the norm.


Like any form of music, very challenging pieces are possible and the ringing world has some very talented individuals who have really stretched the art of the possible in terms of complexity and endurance. Equally, some of the nicest bell-ringers have been dedicated to their art for decades but are content to remain ringing the simplest of pieces. I applaud them all. What I don’t applaud are elitists who look down on anything other than perfection. And those people are not unique to bell-ringing. They exist in cycling too. They exist in all walks of life. Thankfully they can be avoided.


What I ask you, dear reader, is to come and have a go at bell-ringing and see if you might enjoy learning with us. To get to the point, if you don’t, then please don’t complain to me in 2040 when your son or daughter wants a church wedding and there’s no one able to ring the bells as the happy couple emerge from the arched doorway into the sunlight and confetti and Uncle Kyle’s karaoke fills the void that should have been bells.


When I kicked off this project to ring for Le Tour, I hadn’t realised just what a state the future of ringing was in. I had started, purely as a Tour fan, seeking to celebrate the race in a very English way. The more I made my phone calls though, and the more the project ran, the clearer it became that this was a unique platform for changing the perception of ringing and the engagement in ringing. Very kindly, Gary Verity and his team at Welcome to Yorkshire wanted to support it too. Sadly, not all the ‘grandees’ of bell-ringing shared this vision, but thankfully, the grass roots local ringers did.


Now let me explain a little more about the origins of ‘English Change Ringing’ and one of the most popular ‘methods’ rung on church bells, a method happily called Yorkshire.


Bells are not unique to the British Isles, but change ringing largely is. Bells and similar musical instruments are used as a call to worship in many religions across the world, but only in England did bells gradually acquire full circle wheels and thereby enable the art of change ringing to develop. A small number of churches and secular sites in other countries now have such full wheel bells too, but the art largely remains English.


From Ron Johnston’s Bell-ringing: The English Art of Change-Ringing:


‘Bells are placed in church towers so that they can be used to call the faithful to divine service. Indeed it is part of the Canon Law of the established Church of England that every church should have one bell, and the Church’s rubric requires an individual holding a service to ‘cause a bell to be tolled thereunto a convenient time before he begin, that the people may come to hear God’s Word, and to pray with him.’ Originally this was because the great majority of the faithful would have only a rough idea of the time of day. At best, they would have access to a sundial, which is not always of use.’


Bell-ringing, like other church music, has then developed through a combination of:





• Churches wanting the greatest impact in their music


• Bell-ringers (and musicians) wanting to excel and develop their art


• Competitiveness between bands in different churches, and


• Rich landowners indulging their interests and competitive spirit by donating substantial sums of money for better and better sets of bells.


Church bells, rung full circle on wheels, provide a unique form of music. Unlike most instruments where one can strike the same note several times in rapid succession, the music of bells is governed by the speed of rotation of the bell wheel. A musical form known as ‘methods’ has, therefore, arisen where bells strike in sequence through the octave and then gradually change places with one another in the sequence.


Taking the example of an eight-bell tower in the key of C, the bells when rung from highest note to lowest note would run down the scale as follows C B A G F E D C. You will often hear bells repeatedly running down the scale like that. Such ringing is called ‘rounds’, going round the scale.


The written notation for bell-ringing uses numbers instead of letters, and so C B A G F E D C would be written as 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8.


Changes arise where adjacent bells in the sequence swap round. This may be done as ‘call changes’ where a member of the band, the ‘conductor’, calls specific pairs of bells to swap with each other. If, for example, the bells were ringing rounds and the conductor called ‘3 over 4’ then the ringer on the third (number 3 bell) would hold up (slow his ringing a little) to pause and follow number 4 instead of number 2. The sequence 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 would become 1 2 4 3 5 6 7 8.


The alternative to ‘call changes’ is for all the members of the band to have learnt a ‘method’ such that they can all slow down or speed up their ringing to change the order of the bells in a specific pattern, such as shown at the end of this chapter in ‘Yorkshire’. Here, each ringer learns the ‘line’ for their bell. At first glance it can look somewhat daunting, but on further review you will begin to see some structure to the pattern in that the bells move from the front of the order to the back, and vice versa, with particular zigzags (dodges) at particular points.


Yorkshire is, admittedly, a complex method, so here is a simpler method, ‘plain hunt on 6’. The method can be represented by the ‘diagram’ on the left below or by the notation to its right.
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In this method, the first line of the ‘diagram’ shows the bells ringing rounds, then each subsequent line shows the effect of each change. In the first change, all three pairs of bells swap. In the second change, the bells at the front and back of the sequence stay at the front and back leaving just the four middle bells to do a pair of swaps. Then all three pairs swap and so on.


The county of Yorkshire was a thriving place for early bell-ringing, with one of the fathers of modern ringing, Jasper Snowdon, being born there. It is unclear whether he had any premonition of the Tour de France coming to Yorkshire, but he rang at Ilkley church and is buried there, just yards from the race route on the long westbound stretch up Wharfedale on Stage One. Jasper was a prolific ringer and writer, and the first president of the Yorkshire Association of Change Ringers.


A strong association grew from his work and its members composed many new methods. As a result the county is blessed with many ringing methods which bear the names of the towns and villages where the methods originated. In South Yorkshire, for example, there are methods for many places on the old trade routes into the Pennines such as Barnsley, Silkstone, Hoylandswaine, Cawthorne and Penistone.


One of the most popular methods is named after the county itself – Yorkshire Surprise Major, a method rung on eight bells. The diagram below shows the pattern by which the order of the bells changes, line by line during a course of Yorkshire.
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Church bell-ringing clearly had very strong credentials in Yorkshire. My challenge was to help our ringers understand the opportunities of Le Tour such that we could make our musical contribution to the grandest Grand Départ ever.









– Chapter 6 –


Public Vote for the Race Route


When you think about the Tour de France, the usual questions that spring to mind are ‘Where shall we go to see it?’ and ‘Where will we get the best view?’
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