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CYCLING.

Dick Turpin’s Weekly Gossip.

DESPITE the time of the year there are

many enthosiastic wheelmen who are still
busy piling up miles. A few days back I went
out with Sam OClark's ** Light Horse,” who
wg{a on a circular ran of something over forty
miies.

Business would not permit me fo the
whole journey, but in the twenty miles jIm\urant'.
we saw o large number of riders, both ladiea
and gentlemen.

Sam and his Earty found the road in a bad
way up through Findon to the Bostel. The
road-mender has negleoted his usual courtesy
ol leaving a narrow strip of clear road on
either side of the many patches of new metal
which now adom () the road.

However, the going was grand when Wash-

ington was ed, and the party sailed along
through Ashington and West Grinstead in
aplendid style. L

At Hurst tea was partaken of, after which
four of the riders engaged in a billiard match,
Swain and Standing carrying off the honours.

Leaving Hurst, the wheelmen got on to the
main London-Brighton road, and pedalled
through Albourne and Patcham into London-
on-Sea. The ride home was most enjoyable,
the evening baing clear and moonlit, beside
which Pato saw the troop, and gave them a
regular cycliste’ weleome at Shorebam.

I understand Sam's ** Light Horse " intend
taking a spin each Saturday afternoon throngh
the winter, weather permitting.

| I must extend my congratulations to Bert
Paine upon his going into parinership. Bert
| hag alwaya been a sporismen of the first water,

and his fellow-Clobmen in Worthing and
Brightor, to say nothing of his many frierds
in thke sutside eyeling world, will wish Lim all
happiness and prosperity now he is * ranning
tundem.”

Tis wonderful ths fascinatior motor-
'cycling seems to possess for the ex - racing
man. DLick Palmer, who two or three years
I'back waa Professional Champion of the World,
was at Broadwater last week, having run down
from Balbam on & smart little motor trike.

Palmer is in the eyele trade, and gets little
time !fur t,rin[in;ng ngw, s0 it:herdehm finds bis
petrol-propelled sieed very handy when payinp,
calls fifty miles from homa, &

Captain Shaw asks me to state that he' stal
| has some letters for the [nfirmary, the result
" of the Tarring and Worthing Church Parade,
and will be hfﬂ)y to snpply them to anyone
wishing to avail themselves of the valuable
Institution. |

The time has now arrived when I bow my-
self out ; the Editorial extinguisher has been
t over ma for a season (the football and
ockey season, L suppose). Not that we put
| our jiggers away for the winter, good reader,
for the genuine dyelist epjoys many a spin
ovor the frost-bound roads and ibrough the
snow, the keen wind making the warm blood
tingle in his veins.
! My eyclometer remarks that [ bave yet four
| handred miles to run ere I complete my three
thousand for the year, Sam Clark tells me
his mileage is about the same. Bert Paine,
Darsat, and Swain have each traversed a
somewhat similar distance, which is abont as
much az ordinary wheelmen who have not
mugh Lasure time can expect Lo cover.
DICE TUEPIN.

End of Season Editorial

"¢ Our regret at the noceseary suspemsion of

“ Dick Turpin’s” contributions will assaredly
be ehared by all who have enjoyed his genial
“ Weekly Goesip ” since it was resumed on the
21¢th of April, Mr. “ Tarpin” is nothing if not
up-to-date, and the mere selection of his
signature is a proof of his modernity,

With vivid recollections of Black Bess, the
bypercritical might be disposed to question
the appropriatenvss of such a choice; but
when the ubiquitous bicycla has invaded every
realm, and even that most conservative of
sports, hunting, i3 pursued on wheels—shade
of the old country gentleman, what will
happen next!—who shall. say that “ Dick
Turpin” as a contribntor toa Cyeling Colnmn
in a weekly pewspaper i an anachronism?

No ; Tarpin on wheels is in complete accor-
dance with the spirit of the age; and if a
present-day Harrison Ainsworth were required
o present us with an amended narrative of
the famous ride to York, he would assuredly
place his dashing highwayman on the speediest
roadster procurable at Coventry !—Editor
GAZETTE. ‘
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CYCLING.

ESPITE the time of the year there are

many enthusiastic wheelmen who are still

busy piling up miles. A few days back I went
out with Sam Clark’s “Light Horse,” who
were on a circular run of something over forty

miles.

Business would not permit me to go the
whole journey, but in the twenty miles | went
we saw a large number of riders, both ladies
and gentlemen.

Sam and his party found the road in a bad




way up through Findon to the Bostel. The
road-mender has neglected his usual courtesy
of leaving a narrow strip of clear road on
either side of the many patches of new metal
which now adorn (?) the road.

However, the going was grand when Wash-
ington was passed, and the party sailed along
through Ashington and West Grinstead in
splendid style.

At Hurst' tea was partaken of, after which
four of the riders engaged in a billiard match,
Swain and Standing carrying off the honours.

Leaving Hurst, the wheelmen got on to the
main London-Brighton road, and pedalled
through Albourne and Patcham into London-
on-Sea. The ride home was most enjoyable,
the evening being clear and moonlit, beside
which Peto saw the troop, and gave them a
regular cyclists’ welcome at Shoreham.

" T understand Sam’s “Light Horse” intend
taking a spin each Saturday afternoon through
the winter, weather permitting.

I must extend my congratulations to Bert
Paine upon his going into partnership. Bert
has always been a sportsmen of the first water,
and his fellow-Clubmen in Worthing and
Brighton, to say nothing of his many friends
in the outside cycling world, will wish him all
happiness and prosperity now he is “ running
tandem.”

"Tis wonderful the fascination motor-
cycling seems to possess for the ex - racing
man. Dick Palmer, who two or three years
back was Professional Champion of the World,
was at Broadwater last week, having run down
from Balham on a smart little motor trike.

Palmer is in the cycle trade, and gets little
time for training now, so therefore finds his
petrol-propelled steed very handy when paying
calls fifty miles from home.

Captain Shaw asks me to state that he still
has some letters for the Infirmary, the result
of the Tarring and Worthing Church Parade,
and | will be happy to supply them to anyone
wishing to avail themselves of the valuable
Institution.

The time has now arrived when | bow myself
out; the Editorial extinguisher has been
put over me for a season (the football and
hockey season, | suppose). Not that we put
our jiggers away for the winter, good reader,
for the genuine cyclist enjoys m any a spin



over the frost-bound roads and through the
snow, the keen wind making the warm blood
tingle in his veins.

My cyclometer remarks that | have yet four
hundred miles to run ere | complete my three
thousand for the year. Sam Clark tells me
his mileage is about the same. Bert Paine,
Durant, and Swain have each traversed a
somewhat similar distance, which is about as
much as ordinary wheelmen who have not
much leisure time can expect to cover.

DICK TURPIN

"To-day Hurstpierpoint, for its connection
with the Pierpoint family.
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*. Our regret at the nocessary ion of
=1 urpin’s”’ contributions assaredly
* * «Dick Turpin's” contribatious will assuredl
be shared by all who have enjoyed his genisl
“ Weekly ip " since it was resumed on the
21th of April, Mr. “ Turpin” is nothing if not
up-to-date, and the mere selection of his
signature is a proof of his modernity.
! With vid;l ml:eeho:: of Black Bea:;‘};hc
ypereritiesl m be disposed to question
the sppropriatencss of such a choice; but
when the ubiquitous bigycle has invaded every
realm, and even that most conservative of
sports, hunting, i3 pursued on wheels—shade
of the old country gentleman, what will
next !—who shall. say that * Dick
Turpin” as a contribntor toa g Column
in a weekly pewspaper js an ?
No; Tarpin on wheels is in complete accor-
dance with the spirit of the age; and if a
present-day Harrison Ainsworth were required
to present us with an amended narrative of
o dul:ida l:gll:“k’ hmtl:espaedi {
lace his ing highwayman on €8
lr)ondlter procurable at Coventry !—Editor

V.,

GAZETTE.

End of season editorial — appended to
Turpin’s Weekly Gossip of 27.11.1901

«"» Our regret at the necessary suspension of
“Dick Turpin’s” contributions will assuredly
be shared by all who have enjoyed his genial
"Weekly Gossip’’ since it was resumed on the
24th of April. Mr. “Turpin” is nothing if not
up-to-date, and the mere selection of his
signature is a proof of his modernity.

With vivid recollections of Black Bess, the
hypercritical might be disposed to question
the appropriateness of such a choice; but
when the ubiquitous bicycle has invaded every
realm, and even that most conservative of
sports, hunting, is pursued on wheels — shade




of the old country gentleman, what will
happen next? - who shall say that “Dick
Turpin” as a contributor to a Cycling Column
in a weekly newspaper is an anachronism?
No; Turpin on wheels is in complete accor-
dance with the spirit of the age; and if a
present-day Harrison Ainsworth were required
to present us with an amended narrative of

the famous ride to York, he would assuredly
place his dashing highwayman on the speediest
roadster procurable at Coventry! - Editor
GAZETTE.



