
 

Colin’s story         
 
My brother-in-law to be Richard asked me back in November 2018 if I wanted to 
undertake this challenge and as I knew my 40th was approaching fast (Feb) and in a 
bid to get a bit fitter again I accepted, then thought damn I could have countered 
with, let’s just go see Pink it won’t be as tough lol. 
  
Having never been involved in a charity bike ride before, in fact having only ever 
cycled less than 30km in one go I knew I had a hard task ahead; I didn’t even have a 
bike worthy of undertaking such a momentous feat. 
  
I had a look through all the fantastic charities (Richard had picked the British Heart 
Foundation) and for me one stuck out prominently even though I had never heard of 
it before - it was Tommy’s. As soon as I read about their cause, to help save babies 
lives from miscarriage, stillbirth and support their fight when born premature little 
warriors I knew it was the one for me. We have been blessed with four children, each 
with 10 fingers, 10 toes and healthy, but have so many close family and friends who 
have suffered from these horrible (and thankfully in some cases amazing when a 
preemie battles and survives) scenarios so I just knew this had to be the charity I 
was supporting. 
  
My 40th came and a close friend took me off to Decathlon and with my birthday 
money we picked up a Triban Road Bike - it was starting to get real! 
  
From there I started training and trained hard as I knew I had to ensure I completed 
the event.  People had started sponsoring me and the charity deserved 100% 
commitment. I covered over 800km prior to the event and worked hard on the 
fundraising side also raising, at present just over £800 excluding Gift Aid. 
  
Working in Glasgow City Centre I also attended the Nightrider introduction and 
maintenance presentations held at Cycle Republic.  These were very informative and 
helped give me a warm feeling that I was capable of doing this and the support was 
there if needed ☺ 

  
Finally, the night arrived, the weather was to be fantastic which it was (dry, an 
unusual occurrence in the west of Scotland!). We arrived early and registered, your 
staff were all fantastic from start to finish, we could tell the event had been well 
organised, the catering staff in the Hub were also great and very friendly everything 
just felt, ‘together’ one big happy family preparing to support each other along the 
way. 
  
Before we knew it the first wave were being called and in the words of Kevin from 
Home Alone I kept thinking ‘This is it, Don’t get scared now’ I grabbed a couple of 
snaps on my phone then heard the shout  “would the next wave line up”, us, EEK!!! 
  
Heart rate band and Strava on, quick selfie with Richard, safety brief re-iterated 
and… we were off!!! 



  
Minutes in and adrenaline pumping, oh look a landmark ‘Ibrox Stadium’ let’s get a 
quick picture saw Stevie offer to take one of me. I say Stevie, this was a fellow rider I 
had never met before offering to help me out by grabbing a quick snap before we 
carried on our journey. We set back off and Stevie and I chatted as we rode through 
the streets of Govan where he grew up, he reminisced about his childhood with a 
total stranger which was great to hear as I knew nothing of the history of Govan. I 
grew up on the banks of Loch Lomond just outside Balloch a million miles away from 
‘City Life’ so to speak. Then came the ‘Hills’ and boy did they keep on coming, we 
naturally stretched out into single file and we dug in and climbed with the odd voice 
piping up ‘not another one’! Even this early on that was a reality check of the chunk 
we had bitten off and were having to chew and chew on to make good on our 
commitment to our selected charities, each and every person who had sponsored us 
and to ensure your event was a success. 
  
Thankfully we finally reached the first rest-bite stop, 25kms in the bag. We met up 
with Stevie again and the three of us set off together, Stevie was no longer 
undertaking Glasgow Nightrider solo, we were a Trio and were nailing this ride ☺ 

  
One of our discussions was on how early we signed up, Richard was number 11 (he 
was really keen) Stevie 58, prompting me to pipe up wow I’m 59 it was clear we were 
all meant to be in this together. 
  
For the next 75 enduring kilometres we shared stories, landmarks (not as many 
stops for pics as I would like being a keen amateur photographer), pot holes, Pink 
fans, taxis, drunk supporters cheering us on and more hills (especially that one in 
Drumchapel at 3am OMG) even a lone fox walking through Park Circus like he 
owned the place! It was an amazing experience seeing parts of Glasgow that I had 
never seen and the parts I had, from a different perspective and time-band. 
  
I was extremely proud to represent the charity Tommy’s, even more so when during 
the course of the event, the route took us past the funeral parlour and church that 
was sadly the final journey of a relation’s daughter (Gracie 30/12/16 – 28/2/17) who 
was born premature at 32 weeks due to pre-eclampsia and weighted only 3lbs 1oz. 
At this moment, around 4am, I knew I had picked the correct charity and was even 
more determined to do it justice.  It was very humbling and a little emotional to say 
the least. 
   
All that is left for me to say is ‘THANKYOU’ to all for putting on a fantastic event and 
to the supporting partners who helped make it an awesome event and supporting the 
riders throughout, everyone has done themselves proud. 
 


