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" THE WHEELING WORLD.

A WEEEKLY SURVEY,

Dick Turpin's Gycling Gossip.J

'louay’s Latest Achievement.

()NE thousand wiles in four days, nine wours,
i and three minutes! Such is the latest
, perforcance of teorge A. Olley, long distance
| #peedman, Vegetarinn, aud Hroelsiorite.

At four pm. on Monday last week, Olley left
| Hitehi y and night he pedalled, only twice
| enjoying for an hour or two at most the mr{
| of bed ; buffeted about by a gale of wind, whie

ut times made six miles an bour & real labour;
. here and there a snatoh of fruit, custard, tea, or
egg and milk; a five minutes' sleep now and
again at the roadside.

| For they who would break records on the
| road most bave muscles of steel, constitntions
| of iron, and withal the knowledge how Lest to
uss their powers,

Edgar Henson was one of Olley’s speeial
stewards ; Perey Henson and Albert Staading
were amoug the followers riding spare machines.

Aund they worked ! Since they left Worthiog
ir mi have as.en seven or eight
hundred miles. Perey’s wanderings took him to
Bedfordshire on the ove band, and to breezy
Etlil_, , on the Lincolnshire eoast, on the
er.

Including a night in the hedge, he had thirty-
six honrs’ slesp—on the irregular instalment
| | system !

The Ubiquitous Edgar.

The Ubiquitous Edgar.
Bdger hed to be all over b2 place. To
evd Huutingdon he went; o ig
Stamford, King's Lynu, Wishach, wnd Awiy to
Graotham ; back again and inte Bedford,

Carryi lpuntp“.lwwﬂfﬁul_ql
53 54 Sendrise; preparicR mengng
sheckors, mnd jeining in the averkasti
after Oliey with a spare mackine, Bdgar Hengen
had no light task.
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Albert Standing wes mainly with Bdgar, wita

mpare maching and plﬂ'-ﬁ_}' of nﬂn‘ woa

bend. A bed at Grestham, 8 window ledga pt

Hleaford—"twaa all the same 10 the hardy road
riders, who oun sleop MJ_:‘:N-

Eack of our boys sastained o mivor ascideat,
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One of our trlo neary fell into the hands of
the Law. On the st night of tha ride Olley |
was heading back to Hitchia af & big mut{
when oar sulprit’s Lght £:llid . Asd from twe
sbrangers awheol came 3 loud voiced gaestion s
to the whereabwuls of the light thet was not,

The Ohase.

The wicked cue, some distance behind his
fallow acrechers ot the time, azewercd in une
fattering terma. Then perceived he that his
queetioners wore cyeling polics | e went

Thoy followad. Bight miles the chase lasted
before” What's-hisname—] mosn't give him

away! snoagh groend 1o dudge down &
v an g Bie oy b
i
Nenskalaaily be retursal, looking innosen
“3een 8 man withent a hght P 7 qoeriad sne
the eonstablos, oo he came p.

" He's jnst gone thai way; rearly kuocked me
off,” ssid the insocent Exselsicrite, who had the
%Qf meing the po'ise somtinse the
whilst ha, the wan

one, made aller Olley.
Arnd with Ollay ialo Hitekis, the last five
milss beiug ridden i eighteea misntes And
ben slesp, Not five minutes op in &
seat by the roadeide with Heasos, waich in
band, messuring the time as a_dostor would
R R
L@ 1 o
by = gale o!'n:i-;. Kl ! e

Becord breaker lr;:d_bllnm alopt like topm
ﬁl'li.l'hmn, and woke looking mrl-h worse
for their big ride,

Up The Hill!

A coapls of Exvelsioribes Ggured in a Ml
chmb at Bhoreham last week. J. Standing woa
tbe heat iu which ba rode, but discoversd thaty
fall anscsss could ouly bo oblained by two more
jarneys up tha hill—that is to say, & semi Boald
and & Geal, He rosignol.

Fred Jay, hwme;:-:hlnol detarred by this
Be pcﬁngud ‘mh@;&“ug mnriee, ui wos
iecsasiful in winm th prize fr
fairly numerous i.!wir! of m;ﬁmg:“ T

Bot to moke the cimb three times! The
Shorebam men intend thet prize wi whall
thoroughly oarn their nwd.r" T

Midsnmmer day l-ou:udgmc in & howl

of wisd asd & dowopowr of rafn. Yet the
wheeler s an optims f.’;’:...n..- mattarm.

The Invista Clob go forth ifi quast of
strawherry 1his weak; ‘:Ht woals 11'.'. Y-HQ.D-*:
Qycling Clab foliow suii; wod oo the smoe
mqwt:h Eicelbue Ulab :-ill davote thair
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THE WHEELING WORLD.

Olley’s Latest Achievement.

NE thousand miles in four days, nine hours,
and three minutes! Such is the latest
performance of George A.Olley, long distance

speedman, Vegetarian, and Excelsiorite.

At four p.m. on Monday last week, Olley left
Hitchin. Day and night he pedalled, only twice
enjoying for an hour or two at most the luxury
of bed; buffeted about by a gale of wind, which
at times made six miles an hour a real labour:
here and there a snatch of fruit, custard, tea, or
egg and milk; a five minutes’ sleep now and

again at the roadside.

For they who would break records on the




road must have muscles of steel, constitutions
of iron, and withal the knowledge how best to
use their powers.

Edgar Henson was one of Olley’s special
stewards; Percy Henson and Albert Standing
were among the followers riding spare machines.

And they worked! Since they left Worthing
their mileages have ascended seven or eight
hundred miles. Percy’s wanderings took him to
Bedfordshire on the one hand, and to breezy
Skegness, on the Lincolnshire coast, on the
other.

Including a night in the hedge, he had thirty-
six hours’ sleep — on the hours’ sleep - on the
irregular instalment system!

The Ubiquitous Edgar.

Edgar had to be all over the place. To
Cambridge and Huntingdon he went; on to
Stamford, King’s Lynn, Wisbech, and away to
Grantham; back again and into Bedford.

Carrying spare tyres, two changes of clothes,
And odd sundries; preparing food, arranging
checkers, and joining in the everlasting chase
after Olley with a spare machine, Edgar Henson
had no light task.

Albert Standing was mainly with Edgar, with
another spare machine and plenty of riding on
hand. A bed at Grantham, a window ledge at
Sleaford - *twas all the same to the hardy road
riders, who can sleep anywhere.

Each of our boys sustained a minor accident,
Percy Henson having a side-slip in Peterborough,
whilst Edgar Henson and Standing did the
same thing somewhere in Lincolnshire. No
harm was done.

One of our trio nearly fell into the hands of
the Law. On the last night of the ride Olley
was heading back to Hitchin at a big speed,
when our culprit’s light failed. And from
two strangers awheel came a loud voiced question as
to the whereabouts of the light that was not.

The Chase.

The wicked one, some distance behind his
fellow scorchers at the time, answered in un-
flattering terms. Then he perceived that his
questioners were cycling police! He went.

They followed. Eight miles the chase lasted
before What’s-his-name - | mustn’t give him
away! — gained enough ground to dodge down a
side road and get his lamp right.

Nonchalantly he returned, looking innocent.
“Seen a man without a light?”” queried one of



the constables, as he came up.

“He's just gone that way; nearly knocked me
off,” said the innocent Excelsiorite, who had the
joy of seeing the police continue the chase,
whilst he, the wanted one, made after Olley.

And with Olley into Hitchin, the last five
miles being ridden in eighteen minutes. And
then sleep. Not five minutes rolled up in a
coat by the roadside with Henson, watch in
hand, measuring the time as a doctor would
medicine. But the sleep that befits a man who
has been banged about through days and nights
by a gale of wind.

Record breaker and followers slept like tops
for six hours, and woke looking none the worse
for their big ride.

Up The Hill!

A couple of Excelsiorites figured in a hill
climb at Shoreham last week. J. Standing won
the heat in which he rode, but discovered that
full success could only be obtained by two more
journeys up the hill — that is to say a semi-final
and a final. He resigned.

Fred Jay, however, was not deterred by this.
He persevered through the series, and was
successful in winning the fourth prize from a
fairly numerous crowd of competitors.

But to make the climb three times! The
Shoreham men intend that prize winners shall
thoroughly earn their awards.

Midsummer day has come and gone in a howl
of wind and a downpour of rain. Yet the
wheeler is an optimist in weather matters.

The Invicta Club go forth in quest of the
strawberry this week; next week the Y.M.C.A.
Cycling Club will follow suit; and on the same
occasion the Excelsior Club will devote their
energies to completing the work of devastation .
Washington and Bramber are the chosen venues.
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