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A WEEELY SURVEY.

Dick Turpin's Cycling Gossip.
AN

4

At the Three Crowns.

FIPTEEN jully faces were ranged round a

festive hoard witbin an old country
hostelry a day or two back, Kight of the said
faces were those of Exeelsiorites; half-a-dozen
anglers were there, and the jollisst conntenanece
o1 all was that of him who presided over the |
for <t !

He was Mire Host of the Three Crowns at
Wyssherg, or Wishorongh Green, as the prosent
century hath it. There is an open hearth with
five-dogs and Dbig chimney corners at the Three

i Urowns,  There is also a froib gerdes, and
' good cheer. To say nothin a warm welrome,

! We came away very
| Green, and pottered lei
! sane, down the ol

Pulb vough tu

ed Wisborangh
: er-

E‘\\o
btiﬁwru myh :

the rest of us had
rowesg—we wara !
iil.

"and brooklands to Burpham,

across the river, we were soon teain
ar coitage; then a walk round, an
er to ** light ap.”

the day had flawn, and we pedalled home
the full moon shining hia beat, to give a
I ood finish to a most enjoyable Club ran.

 Cyclists and Motorists.

|

icrynlim and Motorists.

! Cartain mctoriats are sgitating with the
“object of compelling the oyelist to display a
ealonrad light ut the beck of bis machine when
riding at night.

| One motorist, who collided with a cyclist,
i comipladng that it cost him Sive poanda ta eom-
| peneate the viekim for the lose of his machine.
“Besides,” he continves, T bed a nervous
collapse for two daye.” .

wor man ! The ¢ clsl’s verves do not count 3

the wheelman loves nothimg batter than ta

wiped ont of the landseape by the kind and
+ gentle motar,

H U
' What beeomes of the pedeatrinn P Ho sarricn
| mo Night, walks ie the middle of the road whe
(1t is dark. and is less able to execnte & rapid
lﬂl‘vb into the wayeide ditoh when King Mofor
comes,

? T suppose that st susset oll pedestriuns musk
| climD Lrees aad await the dawn  Oiberwise the
i motorst who rome ever them may got a
! “morvous eollupee, aod the road be littered
| with dead pedestrians !

The coly altoenative is o brotol one: The
I motorist might drive ateadily,

‘A Real Bussex Hundred.

Tho epeed men of the Broslsior Club are
ln:@h te put away the sword and swear a tmee
| with Father Time, Todeed, Bdgar Henson has

ttmeked the seytbe-basrer in a fresh place! !

+He vas anvexed tha unpaced record from
Wortking o Hastings ard bock, a thorough-
bred Sussex hundred miles vide

peey which landed him

"and Brif‘hnhn st @ fino
wes in sxty-flx mingtes.

i bayond

and oo into the far corner of Hast Susser al a

| Leaving the Town Hall at sir velock, he rode |
| Against & cold sesierly wind thenngn Shoreham

DLk larfr

Awey on through Risgmer, past ]Isllingi_‘f,.t

| Cowan, Bawkius, Fred Flint, Daker of the

varions parts of the rida  Fliat smtained as
awkward accident, and damusged bis muchins

te get homo aftor some dolay
|
Plueky Riding.
Cecil Launndy, too, has beea at it ageiv.
| Despite a heavy wind and delay through a
bearing getting locwe, Cocil won a gold medsl by

: twelve bours.

Jucky riding, sud whes Laandy rattled off
1 Entaw miles at three minates seeh, finish
| ap with two minntes to spare, he L
i his Bxcelsiorite Olub mates meore thas o trifle
Albert Standing, too, put up & fine per.
formance on the sawe day. [le mde a hundied
| and ffty-sit milaa, and won the gold centrs
. medal twoaty-two minates k‘ﬁrﬂ- Traly,
ibe Bxcelsior boys ere, ss meny @ London may
© has remarked to me, ** hot ou the road !

Bome Fragments.

That mysterions Will o' the wisp, = Excal.
slorite,” writes from Liverpool this week. He
read lnst week's \GAZETTS DoGr Donglas. The
aposymous ong is baving o flue time, he
mforms me.

I commend Sers Boxa’s remarks of last week

to the Committes of the local Oyeling Olabs.
He says definitely thab the Miajag Clab
| will necept the Cycling Clabs bodily at a fixed
| .
| | What & fine chance to keap ths men har

in the winter months! A (lub competition or
two aod an intee-Olub cuntest at the Minlature
Range ought 10 catea on.  Now, Broelsior and
Invicta !

irattling speed rode Edgar, reuching E:uitiuﬁu |

 Ehree heurs omd one winats after the stast,
(L. Mareh, en East Susser ridar of the old
brigeds, was waiting ot the Mozumest

duly oheched him pnd pdministered rofresh- |

ments,

Wasting uo t'um;, Bdgar was seon in the
szddle aguein.  Westward ho | it was now, and
Eifeha*tﬁl‘ mile wag ticked off ot abont twenty to

& bour.

honrs and fifty-nine minntes.

o, Sowkius, Frol Mlini, Baker of the |

| SR R
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At the Three Crowns.

FIFTEEN jolly faces were ranged round a

festive board within an old country
hostelry a day or two back. Eight of the said
faces were those of Excelsiorites; half-a-dozen
anglers were there, and the jolliest countenance
of all was that of him who presided over the

feast.

A: Lowes, Bdgar hed gaived fiteen !
minules on bis sehedule ; wn hour later be was |
pulling np at the Tows Hall, whers it wasg |
found he bad done the dosble journey in five ©

| through dodging & flock of sheap, bat was abla |

Brightor Stanley, and others followed over

I

riling a bundred and eeventy-cme miles hl

—_— . ]
| The performanos was o striking Oﬂﬂl’h&fl

!
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He was Mine Host of the Three Crowns at
Wyseberg, or Wisborough Green, as the present
century hath it. There is an open hearth with
fire-dogs and big chimney corners at the Three
Crowns. There is also a fruit garden, and
good cheer. To say nothing of a warm welcome.

We came away very satisfied with Wisborough
Green, and pottered leisurely along to Adver-
sane, down the old Roman Stane Street, through
Pulborough to Bury, and up the Hill.

Bert Hales rode Bury, but the rest of us had
to be content to admire his prowess - we were
on a holiday, and walked the hill.

A bye-path in Arundel Park bounced us in a
lively manner to Offham, where we crossed the
Arun. Then the Captain piloted us over the
low-lying meadows and brooklands to Burpham.

Ferrying across the river, we were soon teaing
at the familiar cottage; then a walk round, and
the order to “ light up.”

For the day had flown, and we pedalled home
with the full moon shining his best, to give
a good finish to a most enjoyable Club run.

Cyclists and Motorists.

Certain motorists are agitating with the
object of compelling the cyclist to display a
coloured light at the back of his machine when
riding at night.

One motorist, who collided with a cyclist,
complains that it cost him five pounds to com-
pensate the victim for the loss of his machine.
“Besides,” he continues, “I had a nervous
collapse for two days.”

Poor man ! The cyclist’s nerves do not count;
for the wheelman loves nothing better than to
be wiped out of the landscape by the kind and
gentle motor.

What becomes of the pedestrian? He carries
no light, walks in the middle of the road when
it is dark, and is less able to execute a rapid
dive into the wayside ditch when King Motor
comes.

| suppose that at sunset all pedestrians must
climb trees and await the dawn. Otherwise the
motorist who runs over them may get a
“nervous collapse,” and the road be littered
with dead pedestrians!

The only alternative is a brutal one: the
motorist might drive steadily.

A Real Sussex Hundred.



The speed men of the Excelsior Club are
loth to put away the sword and swear a truce
with Father Time. Indeed, Edgar Henson has
attacked the scythe-bearer in a fresh place!

He has annexed the unpaced record from
Worthing to Hastings and back, a thorough-
bred Sussex hundred miles ride.

Leaving the Town Hall at six o’clock, he rode
against a cold easterly wind through Shoreham
and Brighton at a fine pace, which landed him
beyond Lewes in sixty-six minutes.

Away on through Ringmer, past Hellingly,
and on into the far corner of East Sussex at a
rattling speed rode Edgar, reaching Hastings
three hours and one minute after the start. C.
T. March, an East Sussex rider of the old
brigade, was waiting at the Monument. He
duly checked him and administered refresh-
ments.

Wasting no time, Edgar was soon in the
saddle again. Westward ho! it was now, and
mile after mile was ticked off at about twenty to
the hour. At Lewes, Edgar had gained fifteen
minutes on his schedule; an hour later he was
pulling up at the Town Hall, where it was
found he had done the double journey in five
hours and fifty nine minutes.

Cowan, Sawkins, Fred Flint, Baker of the
Brighton Stanley, and others followed over
various parts of the ride. Flint sustained an
awkward accident, and damaged his machine
through dodging a flock of sheep, but was able
to get home after some delay.

Plucky Riding.

Cecil Laundy, too, has been at it again.
Despite a heavy wind and delay through a
bearing getting loose, Cecil won a gold medal by
riding a hundred and seventy-one miles in
twelve hours.

The performance was a striking example of
plucky riding, and when Laundy rattled off the
last few miles at three minutes each, finishing
up with two minutes to spare, he had surprised
his Excelsiorite Clun mates more than a trifle.

Albert Standing, too, put up a fine per-
formance on the same day. He rode a hundred
and fifty-six miles, and won the gold centre
medal with twenty-two minutes to spare. Truly,
the Excelsior boys are, as many a London man
has remarked to me, “hot on the road!”’

Some Fragments.

That mysterious Will o’ the wisp, “ Excel-
siorite," writes from Liverpool this week. He
read last week's GAZETTE near Douglas. The
anonymous one is having a fine time,



he informs me.

I commend SPES BONA's remarks of last week
to the Committee of the local Cycling Clubs.
He says definitely that the Miniature Rifle Club
Will accept the Cycling Clubs bodily at a fixed
sum.

What a chance to keep the men together
in the winter months! A Club competition or
two and an inter-Club contest at the Miniature
Range ought to catch on. Now, Excelsior and
Invictal
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