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ANTA CLAUS ON

WHEELS.

I R‘APS yoa'll hardly
bsUeve tbatonChrist-
mas Eve

| retired to rest at
eleven;

For I'd solemnly sworn
to arise the next morn
At exactly a quieter
past seven;
Bat first at the head of
my virtuous bed
| suspended a bicycle stocking
As big as a house, rn+ Santa Claus.—
Should he happsn to come without
knocking.

In the dead of the night, when tbe noon
shone bright,

A'd me wans tound the corner were
singing,

The sound of a belt on my tympanum fell.
Which somebody seemed to be ringing:
So | peeped throagh tbe blind, with ingnl-

sitive mind,
Aroused from my innocent slumber.
And | thought | should funt, when an
elderly Saint
Rode up to my gate on a Humbei'

On his bendei back a bundle (or sack)
He carried with singular vigour;
Though 'twas equal in size (in my mystified
eyes)
To a fisherman's lie—or p'r'aps bigger.
With silent tread through the garden be

sped,
And the door seemed to ope without
koockiug,

Aud, as still as a mouse, old Santa Claus
Stole in to replenish my stocking.

First, as fine a machine as 1'd ever seen
He dropped, with a genial sniper;

AN XMASTIDE SPIN OF A BYGONE AGE.

Next, a magical brace, that increases your
pace
If it's fixed to the frame of your jigger;
beautiful bell, and a lamp, as well:
A pump, and some more apparatus:
With a licence, too, from the N.C.U ,
To give me an amateur status.

S ime stylish bose, and a new suit of clothes.
He driw from his bundle at random, -

And a sweet little maid, all nicely arrayed.
To embellish the ffont of my tindem.

But when Emily Ann, with my hot-water
can,
Came and rapped with her usual vigour,
My stocking, alas ! through my fingers
could pass,—
And there weren't any signs of tbat
jigger!

Wh C. B:rt Whitwbll



AFTER MANY YEARS.

“Hulloa |7

A voice out of the darkness. 1stumble on in the direc-
tion whence it comes, wheeling along my bicycle as best |
can'over the rough, uneven roads, and through tbe thick,
black, falling rain. Presently something looms op before
me. | cannot make out its form so well as | feel instinc-
tively it is a human being. ' have lost my way, and have
been overtaken by fte darkness. Isthere any shelter near
I ask. “ | am bound tor W ,but I am tiding a bicycle,
and it is impossible for me to proceed farther such a night as
this.”

“Ah | you must have left tbe main road and wandered
into this  moor'aod
track. You are ten
miles from W as
the crow flies. However,
my house is closebehind
us; you are welcome to
its shelter, though you
will find the accom-
modation poor.”

The man’s accent is
not tbat of a peasant Ol
countryman. Thereis
a certain refinement
and culture about it.
And something, too, in
its inflexions cot alto-
gether unfamilisr. |
gladly accept the offer,
tor during the last hour
ortwo | have been batt-
ling against rain, bad
roads, and the uncom-
fortable conviction that'
I was faroutof myright
course, while the black
curtain of night had
fallen around me, in-
creasing the dangers of
my progress.

“ This way!—"

| start and shudder.
It is only the man's
hand laid (W mine to
guide me through a
gateway, but it is so
cold—colder than the
falling rain—andcomes
so swiftly out of the
darkness to grasp me
with a hard, iron-like
grasp tbat a quick fear
shoots through me, as
if some grim Fate had
suddenly clutched me.
It is a momentary feel-
ing tbat passes away
with an inward laugh at
my own foolishness. He
pushes open the door,
and strikes a match.
I lift my Dbicycle
over the doorstep, and find myself in a large hall. A candle,
newly ht, is spl ittcring in an antique brass candlestick, and
reveals the desolate ai=pectof the place— the scanty forniture
is old and rickety, the woodwork worm-eaten, the uncovered
floor, here and there, is broken, and cobwebs festoon the
low ceiling. | turn now to thank my host, and see wfaat
manner o f man he is. Tall, dark, handsome,— my eyes are
rivetted on his face, and his on mine. It seems an age, but
toreili~it is only a few seconds that our mutual scrutiny
IMts._ Then my host turns away, and begs me to follow
him into an inner room. So arc we to meet as strangers—

my host bf.cs

me to follow hiw.

we who had been brought up as tads together? Or, am 1
mistaken f but no, that Is impossible—have | not seen that
feculiar scar upon fhe left eyebrow ? After ail these years,
feel sure that thus unexpectedly | have met fhe man who
rightfully or wrongfully, 1 bad blamed for sending me out a
wanderer fiom my uncle's home—the only home | had ever
known-condemning me, under unjust suspicions to twenty
years of hard, uphill, friendless work, in a dislant colony.
How vividly, and to a second, the past comes back. How
clearly I recall the mornii g when, with unavailing wrath
anJ Litterness, 1 had stcod before the furious old mao and
his accusations. | t. uch his money ? I rifle his desk ? |
tie orphan son of oae of tbe bravest soldiers who ever
wore uiiiforin—who loved honour dearer than life, would
| disgrace his memory so ? A thousand limes no 1 and
I turnmy back for ever
upon my uncle. But
there is another face
before mymind’sgaze—
a dark,handsome, cruel
face,— the face of the
other nephew. He
professes to pity me;
he tries to soothe our
uncle's anger; but,
somehow, | distrust his
protestations,and reject
his overtures. Ah, I
was a slim young lad cf
twenty then ; now | am
a man of forty, who has
lived to conquer cir-
cumstances. Last
month | arrived in
England, a rich but
lonely man, to find old
friends gone, old places
changed,—no links to
bind metomyboyhood;
but to find, also, that
Time works strangely,
tbatmy uncle’sproperty
is lying waiting for me,
and that | have been
advertised for, as tbe
heir. Of Markham 1
can hear nothing. My
inquiries result to noth-
ing, save to learning
that my uncle had
discovered blm in false-
hood and in theft, and
had disowned and
disinherited him, mak*
ing biswillin myfavour.
And now, to think that
chance has thrown me
acrossthis man, in this
bleak and lonely spot,
and tbat I am obliged
to claim bis hospitality!
It is a curions position.
I halfwish I had trained
it to'W .Bnt, since a
boy | bave been an ar-
dent cyclist--my bicycle
proving a good friend to me during my Colonial life,—and
so, although it is late in Autumn, | had thought I could do
tbe jonmey more pleasantly by cycle. Meantime, while my
thoughts are making this rapid survey of tbe past, and
almost, with'their imperious on-rush, obliterating tbe
sent, my host—as | must call him bad roused a slam-
ring fire into activity, and motioned me forward, that |
might dry my wet garments. Then, going to a cupboard,
be brings oat a couple of glasses, a bottle contaiuiug some
kind of liquor, a stue-lookiQg loaf, and cheese, and invites
me to partake, at the same time apologising for the poor



gnalltv of the repast. His tnaoner is grave and pre-
occupied. | cannot help studying the compressed moulh
and strong-marked lines,— tracing out a resemblance
to the boyish feitures. Evidently, he wishes for
no recognition. He is playing the part of courteous
stranger to perfection. Bnt why? Does he really not
know me? Perhaps | am more changed than he-but I
reflect, he was always good at dissimulation. We sit one
on either side the fire, sipping the wine he has poured
out. We exchange a few common-place remarks, then
each lapses into silence. | wonder what Markham is
cogitating as he aits gazing at the glowiog embers. The
rain has ceased, but tbe wind has risen, and is moanirg
in fitful and long-drawn gusts round the old house, shaking
the window-frames, and roarirg down the wide chimney in
a weird fashion. How long do we sit thus ? | do not know,
but my long ride, and exposure to wind aod rain have
fatigced me, and | begin to yield to tbe drowsiness that is
creeping over me. Suddenly far-off voices strike upon my
sar coming with a muffled yet
distinct effect. There is expostula-
tion— it seems in a feminine key, and
sobs and fierce muttered curses, then
a louder voice that seems to be com-
manding. While through and above ¢
all the wind howls, and sighs, until
voices and wind are mingled together
in indistinguishable confusion. Am
| dreaming? | rub my eyes,and think
| have been. Markham is stii! on
the other side of the room gazing at
the fire. Is it the influence of my
dream ? that somehow an uneasy
dread takes possession of me, and |
imagine there is a curious glitter in
the raan’seyes, aa rising he ask*
me would | like to retire, and if
so, shall he show rae myroom ?
| attempt to stand up, bnt the ,
room for a momrut seems to]
reel around me, and | feel faint
and dizzy. | would like lo go
to tha window and see if the
nightisimproved, | would
like to say that 1 will try
to continue my journey,
but somehow | lack
strength to make tbe effort
or the proposition. There-
fore, in alistless way,
1 follow Markham,
who, taking up the
candle.leadsmeacross
the hall — where |
notice my bicycle stili
Is—and turns to the
right down a long
corridor. A chill air
meets us, and | shiver
as we pass between
the crumbling, oak-panoelled walls. Our shadows
till In ~fesque lengths on the large stone flags, and the
speck of candle light, amid the dull, damp surroundings,
«ems to me like some uncanny will-o'-the-wisp, which may
be luring me to destruction, but which draws me with a
magnetic power | cannot b.-eak. We have gained my bed-
room, a vast chamber, with faded hangings and a shut-
tered window. Here, too, there is the prevailing sense %
dacay, and age, and damp. | must shake off the benumbed
oppresses me. | confront Markham.

‘ This seems a very old house.”

“1tis,” Ina curt tone.

“ Have you lived here long ?”

“ Excuse me, that is no concern ofyours,"

1 go a little nearer to him.

03é*r do you not remember me ? Surely you know

“ Remember you!” he hisses, then his lone changes,
“ Oh 1yes, my fine, high-spirited cousin, | think | remember
you well. Itseems your luck is good, that the old man kas
left you everything. Well,” in a sneering tone, “ yon can
afford to be generous. Listen, my fine cousin, we can
make things square now. Some kind fate has thrown you
into my hands, and I'll not let you go till you settle accounts
wilh me 1”

“ What doyou mean ?”

“ | mean simply that I am in need ot money, and | mean
to have it1 Sign mebick again my uncle’s property, or give
me its equivalent. | tell you ii's most unjust that jou should
have it, and that 1am left in poverly. | tell you it should
have been minel What riglit have you to come sneaking
back, when— ”

“ And if I refuse ?”

“ Refuse I” He pauses, and then tbe words seem to leap
from ills lips in a white heat of passion—" Refuse | andyou
never leave this housealive"”

There is no mistaking this for an idle
threat; | know the man too well of old, even
if looks and tone had not stamped it with
truth. Shall | try and parley with him ?
Impossible! Shall | promise ? No ; never !
Some sound breaks the breathless silence,
echoing down the great empty corridors.
Is there anyone else in this fateful house,
besidesourselves? Hasheanyaccomplices?
Perhaps it is only a distant door rattled by
the wind. 1 look round tbe room; | am
unarmed, and at his mercy. Theu | make

one step towards tbe door, an idea

of instant flight in my mind ; but

Markham, probably guessing my

thought, with a swift spring throws

himself npon me. | am lhe taller,

heavier man of the two; hut he is

lithe, supple, muscular. For a few

moments we struggle desperately.

I am trying to shake him off,

while he, with one sintwy arm

round my body, is pushing me

backwards. The candle flares up

wdlb a premonitory glare, showing

me in its lurid flasb the set teeth

and blazing eyes of the white face

so near my owo. Then it diesont,

and we are plunged in gloom. At

the same moment, | have a queer

sensation that the ground is mov-

ing beneath my feet. Shall |

ever forget the concentrated

horror of that brief space of

time? My antagonist’s grasp

is being loosed,— he is about

to flmgme off; but I cling lo

him with the tenacity of a

wild animal. The floor has

opened beneath our feet,

aod, locked in a terrible

embrace, we fall through unutterable darkness, down,

down, down; but ere, with a s'ckening thni, we reach

the bottom, and e>e | lose consciousness, there is a clear

click overhead, and | know the displaced spring has snapped

back again,—that the trap-door has closed,—tbat we are
entombed !

My senses come back slowly. At first | wonder if | bave
bad an ugly nightmare. But | am lying npon a soft mass of
sometbing—ah | remember, it is Markham. He bas fallen
under me, and probably saved me, for, as | straggle
to my f-et. beyond a bmsed sense all over, and acMng
limbs, I feel I am not much injured. But wbat about my
fellow-prisouer—the author Ol all this mischief, and who
most righteously has shared tbe fate he had designed for
me ? Isbe deM ? A cold ~spiration breaks over me. |
feel about in the region of hli heart, and take up the limp



hand. There ISa ihght beating ia the wrist, and | breathe

?J relief. Horrible as the situation is, it wjuld
intenrtfy its horror if Death were present. The darkness is
oo"‘Ltcher‘®'I'hP® n Packets, but can find

are Amn ;,7 ‘~e walls, they
n "\Y as 18 alsD the earth underfoot and

emit
though 1 kuock and Kick lustily,

h?nin« t* R i
frem ft.- egress. Would sound penetrate
bfflneiff. th i, n possible that some living

Falfse m> v0|ce and scream and calI%lthogﬁoﬁlr]o\ynstpgl?et’hl
Oiily the wailing echo answers me. | begin a pilgrimage
again round and round the dripping wall?, All mv efforts
ateunavailhig-1l can fiud no outlet-and atla stT S

M d sink exhausted on the ground. For a moni»nt my brain
as far as | can from

M ili,« T f

Mirkham—somehow | have a strange repugnance to
inevitable with as much

buried alive n muster-we are lilerally

A blessed drowsiness steals over me. Was ih™ u-in*

rrarted bv fects-temporari
] ﬂﬁ subsequent excitement o? our strug(ffe nov¥

ttof thL’VWlert® n ny.
ouMhe avr~v Nt~ my senses in ftrgetfulness, and blot

saved present thought. 1 think my reason is
saved by the unconsciousness or sleep that seizes me and
bSt Ik?®8 L7 withaT®" ~» acmt% ?
nres o a clearer comprehension of the awfu
ness ol the change WhICh a few short hours-thoueh thev
h ’>®*f“ Hark”
an{ ](— nmlstaEanmug nd'.n I“Xtr%’fﬁ mv ear*

to catch It above the audible beating of my K Tt is a

AN n CAL e RYA ‘
daXere I,s ff.l haﬁucina‘lioa born of night's terribt?g
hanH @R °f iigbt, that sways in trembling
the doom™°T exclamation, a white face emerging from

hke apparition®’ """*p this |bantoi”®

tne one thought in my surging brain.
Deato'fe®fhe M one experiences who has looked

ﬁgttal\c’,\\kpa\rni? Vilfe 1*

*% bf®!
is, I cannot leave hfm here,

figur? Ae motionless
ms~tdrawa r/*  ANf®i§,1*? N°B® I®“ wom

g th’\fj nn |a ’ ber lamp to t??s face. “ Aﬁn
h~rrL- an™ expresses a world of amazement,
w7z r™;/?he Without a word, between us
we raise the prostrate man ; agaln I feel if the spark of Ufe

UTThaffig h he
’\Dd-{.g d g Markham through aCRPW Ioog-
T flfe APL"®"®# P“@®B® f' widens, at length, into

| ?Mf~"~afos? fe’ upwards.
kinlDg the ron fK “ *pblle fhe woman,
Sehir IK ~P' ‘brows open a narrow door. O glorlous

sght! the pae rays of dawn flicker down upon us O

to~P boksNidINfAN 'h® darkness. The
N
Sh sefo f)t gown and helps me. é@vﬁy alnd ?)rar}lnr}%dvqwé

therar/v'T*® upwards till we gain the outer air,

T ®*T'®b of dewy green. Then

H 1 “ ‘be woman's face, to ask a
undred questlons to give utterance fo my gratitude

K a7dletff|arh ?7'® contrast g 'S _rablt
souf hehi-" A @ - passionless face, as if the

b®&<f- by a long disdpUne.
f emotions; a grief-stamped face, with
lines of care about mouth and eyes. Yet these
ori“hal® hx! ‘be clear-cut features or the
originM nobihty and punty of their expression. It is the
race of a woman whose wondrous beauty bas been swept by
rathless SOTrow, and which, like the wind-swept ruins of
some grand old castle appeals to us always with a touching

IffiP* nf

pathos. A torrent ol words rush to my lips, but find no
articulate outlet. The little, laughing-eyed, merry girl the
companion in many a childish game,W , whose Lft tears
ﬁgﬂatﬁV@ {S/D WThO stole money," when | bac?e(ﬂheevre ond
farewell, here she stands before me transformed into a sad®
faced, miserable woman, What ariddle islife? Does she
guess my thoughts? Would she silence explaaafions’
mritfl ®Tef P® b® ® 0"®" Markham and says
r™ Sr’assiSfnc7 =""IAUATRIINAN M®J®' "ble to

I mount my bicycle and ride through fhe grey morning to

N N N
*fi .0 Blng ofthe FgrSTPfr%g‘gllg f(zji%fst.o "]—?e
insists first of all in examining the nature and extent of my
own iDjuries-for now that the strong excitement that so
for has sustained me is beginning to subside, | feel
Tnmf f°ki ‘b — and then we drive back together in his
comfortable carnage to the lonely moorland house.
Markham is still alive, and breathes on heavily for au
hour or ao after the doctor’s arrival, but no efforts can
restore consciousness, and we watch beside his bed till
the hearts action stops and he bas passed for ever the
boundary line that separates the known from the unknown.
I he doctor, a discreet and kiadly man, makes all necessary
funeral, but the details of the
mvw/f® are kept as quiet as possible. As for
~ a L xr inevitable reaction comes, and, after | have
stood by Markharn’s open grave, | lie for weeks in the doc-
m A 1@ boyenng between life and death, re-enacting, ia
my delirium, the scenes through which | had passed. But
® over, and | struggle back, under his
fofh H X' -®@®Rd'a>®scence. One nl%ht I am resting
m the doctor s dmmg-room, and stretched before a blazing
fire on a sofa. | am, contrary, | confess, to doctor’s orders,
Jrelate, and then my thoughts
I ﬁ? ?utofEn land.assoon aslcan
shall “sell ‘out my uncle’s property and

IS what Iwant
| do not need the money, and

~ve the amount to charity.
AN */\
IeTreer fh'bl‘ltteer (?r% is gour?(!la%ehl %mrhe'tgfaghogbaet g
door, and the doctor s cheery voice, saying
1* ?2® ?2® ‘® 6®.is so. much improved | _think | may
leave him to answer inquiries for himselfl” Then the door
IS shut again, and in the firelight 1 see a sweet, pale face
—whose image had once haunted my boyish dreams—
It 18tuil, DOW of a questioning anxiety: then | rise to clasp

# i ogy
ope éarmtrou H me. |I1um|nat|ng aII myf G?g.ar']td %.9\”%?1
at she would glve it mel

latw there is a quiet wedding. Our good friend,
the Doctor, gives the bride away, and then comes to see us
0B, on the great Australian-bound steamer. | think he is
sorry to part ;_for there is a suspicious haste about his leave-
taking, and his watching figure and fluttering handkerchief
are among the last things we can discern as we steam out
~awards. He has promised to come and pay us a visit in
bpnng, and says we must return with him, and settle in Old
bngland. But too much of tragedy aud sorrow are bound
up m our recollections of the old country. And as | draw
my wife s arm through mine, aad gaze into the depths of
her clear eyes, and then out upon the broad expanse of
ocean.~1 bright and silvered now, under the light of a
splendid simset, | trustthat all our future lies bright before
us, and that the memory of all the regretfnl past shall
lade away under other skies, and la each other’s love,

L.A.M.P.

ABOUT PATENTS.
iFany ofoor readers have an idea for aa invention, and wish 10
secnre tbeir rights for it, they may obtain full particulars lor

renrmg patents and adV|ce free Ol charge, by appivine to the
Batent Editor ot tcu o ge. by appivine



AN EXCITING CHASE, OR FOX-HUNTING EXTRAORDINARY- (Sfe next page.)

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Christmas Greetings.

To all readers ol @yclino

W e wish you all a merry Christmas.

In the Tyneside district, official club visits
are becoming a featnre at festive gatherings.

The Bristol police are a fine body of
men, and further, have a cycling club 80
strong.

The King's Lynn Wheelers have only
just been formed, but already bave a club-
room, and over 100 members.

There IS a cry from Devonshire for
steam rollers. Dorsetshire might join in the
cpforus; for months its roads are very much
off.

The local members of tbe C.T.C. will
hold a big feed in Newcastle during January
aod the affair is likely to be one of the most
successful during the Winter season.

T he Granville ball which takes place to-
mght (Saturday) at the Bromley Vestry
Hail, Bow Road, promises to outshine all
previous events held by tbe club. Tickets,
double 5s.. single. 3s, and for which early
application should be made to the bon. sec
ig, Tredegar Square, Bow, E.

A seusatlonal race.

T he too kilometres race, which took place
Sunday week, at the ParisWinter track, was
parliculariy exciting. It was thought to be
a gift for Michael, although there were ten
starters, including Lartigue, Lumsden. and
T. LintoQ. Micb”~l fell soon aher tbe
start, when in front, aad going at a terrific
pace; his quadruplet swerved and came
down, bringing over himself, another triplet
team following him. and two other riders.
Lartlgne and Guignard. It was an awfui
smash, and for a short time it was feared
tbat some of tha ten riders were injured;
but, luckily, there waa nothing serious,
although Michael and Lartigue were so
b~ 1y shaken that they had to give up
Afterwards, the issue lay between Lumsden
aad T. Linton, and. after a fine struggle
the old Scottish rider won. He showed very
§(~ form, doing the too kilometres (621
miles) in ah. i8m. 218, only 2 minutes
outside world’s record.

AN EXCITING CHASE. OR FOX-
HUNTING EXI-RAORDIN.ARY.

r. Muggs, who lives in thacountry, rodeup
to town on Christmas Eve to order the
Christmas things. Whilst there he
teught some fish and fastened itina
bag behind bis machine,

a. When nearly half-way home he caught
sight of tbe hounds in full cry. " Ha1 *

he, il 11 jnsi skipalong round the
tbr?enrg\ Jfhere and get a good view of

" Why, dashed if I don't think they're
coming afier me. "

4. A race for life or death,

5. Run to eatth. Those noble hounds had
caught the scent of Mugg's fish, and
hung 00.

Notice.—A pneumatic machine for sale
shghtly damaged. Apply to A, Muse’

Sloppington-in-the-Mud., Blankshire.

The Salon du Cycle.

The Salon du Cycle was opened with
great eclai, on Thursday of last week when
ovCT 25,000 persons visited it, on Friday
and Saturday about 20,000each, and to-day
despite terrific rain, the attendance is ex-
pected to reach 50,000, Our correspondent
says: " It would be ont of the queslion to
attempt a detailed report, or even cursory

review, at this early hour. Every
stall IS m perfect order, and the signs
—particnlarly the snappy, or rather

chic posters-are taking in the extreme,
admirably laid out, excellently manased and
attractive beyond all other Shows We are
not surprised at the striking success which
has ™ n already achieved. The stalls are
broader than the cramped dimensions ren-
dered necessary at the Stanley and ma-
chines are therefore displayed to greater
advant™ie. At a rough estimate there
must be about 1,700 or 1.800 machines,
against less than 1,600 at the National, and
t.050 at the Stanley—but | will try to get

LOST,

ON’ CHRISTMAS EVB TOO!

something near the true figures in future
reports. A striking feature is the number
ot tandems and triplets, but more particu-
larly of quads., quintuplets, and an
elongated serpent to hold six riders, by
Adolphe Gronssort. Triplets aad quads
are quite common, and the general
finish and detail show that French makers
have reached a high order of merit; but
we were also glad to see the home trade
so splendidly represented, nearly all the
chief firms have displays worthy of Old
England. The New Rapid, New Howe
Biylias & Thomas. Coventry Machinists’
Co.. Humber, J K Stariey, Starley Bro-
thers. Osmond, Rudge-Whitworth. and
WANE N teport will appear next

Positbly.

The fact that 11 laps were counted to the
mile, instead of 13. as it should have been
may have had something to do with the

| gemd times credited to the female bicycle
riders at Sheffield.

D3



A coming festivity.

The Essex Records Association will give
a Bohemian concert in January, when the
Dewar Cup, and over thirty medals and
certificates will be presented to the prize
winners of last season.

Where be laboured.

It has been decided that the subscription
now being collected amongst the E. C.U.
shall be devoted to providing a portrait, in
oils, of J. H. Hammon, to be hung in the
ciub-room at Wood Green.

Left out.

We regret that
owing to the early
time at which we
are bound to go to
presswith this issue,
we are compelled to
leave out our special
representative’s ar-
ticle on_the French
Show. Forthesame
reason, we are un-
able to publish in
this issue a repott
of last Saturday’s
Ccuacil Meeting at
Hull  Both will be
fully dealt with in
our next issue.

Stuck to hU ehlp.

Says a Leeds wri-
ter:—Admiral Field
hasbeensaying plain
thingstocertainelec-
tors of Eastbourne,
who deserted him at
"he last election, im-
;>erilliiig his return.
They were mostly
cabmen, itseems, and
theirquarrel with lhe
Admiral was that he
rode a bicycle. He
admitted the fact.
He didride abicycle,
and, what was more,
he would not give it
upforall the cab votes
iniheworld. Hehad,
besaid, a liver, and it
needed shaking up.
But to ride in cabs
would only land him
inthe cemetery: and
as he didnot propose
to pay a single fare
on that journey, they
might vote as they
pleased ! Beyond a
doubt, the Sicycle
treatment would
seem to be good.
There is the vigour
of sturdy health in
that defence.

Assault on a traction eogioe.

Whsn a bicyclist inns into a traction
tngine it is usually the engine that ptcceeds
calmly on its way, wLlle tbe cyclist tn-
deavcurs to collect as much as be can of his
machine. But the other day. tear Chiist-
church. New Zealand, this order of thirgs
was rivened. A cyclist ran full lilt lato a
itaclkn ergice, scd must have caught it
just sbhcm the fcucy bcere, fcr while Ifae
bicjcle ard rider went on nthuri tbepcor un-
itnutale erg-'nebad totedcciedfcr repaiis

A rougb ridlnic record.

Road records in South Africa are being
shaken up. Mr. Bletzky rode from Port
Elizabeth to Cape Town, 506 miles, unpaeed,
in 5 days 5 hours, beating previous record
by Il hoars. He rode Duulop tyres.

At the Prencb* 5tiow.

The number of machines exhibited at the
Salon du Cycle, is 1,668 ia all. There are
1,429 safety bicycles, 9 quadruplets, i quin-
tuplet, and | sextuplel. besides a good

I bum oerof tricycles and tandems.

A CONTRAST.—I

A CHRISTMAS MORNING MEETIN'O AT HOME.

CfairopodUticalty tielptul.

A CHIROPODIST who numbers among his
patients many of the wealthiest and most
lashionable people is credited wilh declar-
ing that he is glad of tbe spread of tbe
cycling craze. When asked why this was
so? he answered: “ la the first place the
msjcrity of women ride in shoes en-
tirely too tight and too narrow for them, and
this causes great irritation. Then they
pedal wilh the ball of tbe foot instead of
with tbe centre, and their toes are thrown

out of joint. When one's foot is disjointed
it is just as painful as a frictured arm, and
you may be sure that the sufferer is glad
enough to rush to a chiropodist. 1f women
would only learn to ridein broad-toed, thick-
soled shoes a trifle too large for them, and
wonld bring down their weight on the centre
of the foot, wheeling would strengthen their
feet and ankles instead of getting them out
of gear, | believe that after a while this
sport will bring about a revolution in
women's shoes."

Mictmel'a isll.

J. Michaet's fall
last Sunday in Paris
isthe firstone be has
yet experienced in
his many races. The
little Welsh rider
was badly sb”en,
andunable toride for
three days, although
be has several en-
g”~ements to fulfil
shortly.

A pteuent surprtsc.

It will, no doubt,
come as avery great
surprise to many
wheelmen who, next
year, may pay a visit
to that typical and
picturesque Che-
shire vUiage, Tar-
porley, to find that
the abominable cob-
ble pavement of the
main street is a thing
of the past. Within
the last few weeks' it
has been replaced,
by tbe Cheshire
County Council,
with good tar maca-
dam. Thisonedraw-
back having (been
eradicated. Tarpor-
ley and the famous
Swan Hotel, shoald
in  future enjoy

reater  popularity
rom riders than in
past years, "The
Swan," as alhunttng
house, is quite ‘his-
toric in tbe annals
of the Cheshire
Hunt, and, even in
the early days of the
now defunct high bi-
cycle, was known to
bard riders from
Manchester and dis-
trict as the best
bouse in Cheshire,—
a reputation it sUli
holds.

Requires explauatlen.

The law enacts that all machines driven
by other than animal power shall not pro-
ceed at a greater pace on the Queen's High-
way than 4 miles per hour, and that a red
Sag shall be trotted out in front as a signal
of danger. Such is the sum and substance
of the Locomotives' Act, which, while thus
restricting horseless cars, motor cycles. &c.,
yet permits full running powers to be
granted to Sonth London cable cars.
Wherefore this distinction i

-Jtl



.The Catford Daoce.tt

some 200 members and friends of the
famous " National—notLocal '’ organisation
were present at Cannon Street Hotel, on
Tuesday last, the occasion being, the first
of the club's Cinderella's this season. F. E.
Annisoo was once again a lively andefficient
M.C .and many noted riders on road and
ath djsmonstrated that they are as well able
0 * trip it gaiiy " in a ball-room, as spin a
speed cycle on the track. JU2 867«
A road race la De-

cember.

A KOAD RACE io
December, in this
country, has an odd
ring about it; but
two theatrical gen-
tlemen actually did
race recently from
London to Ports-
mouth, both
raonnted on bamboo
bicycles. The stake
was fairly large, and
therewas agood deal
of money on the
afiair. we believe.

Bicycle Cleaoere.

There is a lot of
money to be made
now-a-days in even
Snch aa unpromi-
sing field as bicycle
cleaning, if the con-
nection is only pro-
perly worked up.
we know of one
household alone,
where five or six
machines arecleaned
?'ery week at 6d. a
time, and punctures
repaired for is., by a
local repairer. "It
saves a world of
trouble and dirty
work to tbe machine
owners.

Troubles of Col.

Webblee.

Someboaylisasking
whether it would not
be possible for an
Army Order to be is-
sued, to the effect
that it was not com-
Pulsory to salute of-

i

cers, whether in
nnlfonnor not.whilst
they, lhe officers,

wereridingbicycles ?
The reason for all
this is su%gestively
given, on behalf of
the officers, by the
remark that," Whilst
riding at a decent
pace, itis notalways
easy, or even pos-
sible. to return the
salute."

A well-knowQ house.

Mr. C. T. Oliver, the new proprietor of
the Castle Hotel, Woodford, has effected
some excellent improvements in_his pro-
petty. A new floor for Hanring iias been
laid in the concert hall, and a very cosy
reliring room and man”*oiher accessories to
a well-arranged danciog-room have been
built. Mr. Oliver, whose sons, by-the.way,
are all cyclists, is to be congratulated

Bicycle prescriptions.

i1n the ¢ British Medical Journal," tbere
recently appeared a curious announcement
to the effect that an M D., was willing to
make out bicycle prescriptions for those
who wanted them. He wonld advise the
gear, weight, description of machine, &c.,
accordin)q to the patient's requirements.
Qrcidua”™ has been doing practically the
same thing for years, in its mnch used and
valued " Asked aud Answered " columns.

A CONTRAST.—II.

A CHRISTMAS MORNING MEETING IN AUSTRALIA.

Art Catalogues.

T here is a most noticeable improvement
all round in the makers' catalc”*ues for 1896,
and amongst the best stands prominently
forward the artistic catalc”e, mostinterest-
ingly illustrated, of Thomson & James. 39.
Chalk Farm Road, N.W., the makers of the
famous Mohawks- A good thing is always
cheap, when it can be got for theasking, and
our readers should >ost- a  for this.

Altering atrack.

Various Iimprovements, or to be more
truthfol. attempts thereat, are under weigh
al High Beech. The corner entering the
finishing straight is being banked, but the
banking is far too sudden." The improve-
ment of the banking near the grand-stand
ISbeing carried out In a better manner. Mr.
Gumprecht, our Essex noier thinks, will do
well to extend the first-mentioned baoking
in both directions.

Qood advice.

A WRITER in the
Christmas number
of the " Helensburgh
C.C. Gazette," anex-
cellent little produc-
tion. by the way,
gives this good bit of
advice to his fellow-
cyclists: " cultivate
a graceful method of
coming down." It
is worth taking seri-
ously, for a man who
can cropper well,
generally  escapes
serious hurt, how-
ever complicated the
smash-up may look;
whilst, on the ocher
hand, we all know
those awkward and
unlucky individuals
who, however simple
tbe accident, never
get out of it without
a sprain or a broken
bone.

Will cnmplete Eng-
, land.

I £ ISnowsome two
years since the first
volume of that gi-
gantic undertaking,
the C.T.C. Road
Book, was issued,
and it is pleasing to
learn that the second
and third volumes,
which will complete
England, are expec-
ted to be issued con-
currently, about next
Easier. The work,
which is DOWin the
able bands of R T.
Lang, of Newcastle,
is being rapidly
pushed forward, and
will, no doubt, be as
efficiently done as
was his record of
N.C.U. work last
year, but which,
throagh delay after
it left his bands, lost
che greater part of
its value, as a result
of official apathy at
Basingball Streel.

An unfortunate error.
We r~ret that an error crept into the

"advertisement of the Antomatic Cycle Saddle

Co.,in QUT last two issues. The price of
these excellent saddles being stated as zs. 6d.
instead of 12s.,6d. The Company say it
will lake a clerk a week to explain the error
to the infuriated crowd of cyclers who have
ordered saddles at 2S. 6d. WWe repeat that
we greatly re}ret the mistake.
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Again the oft-repeated theme, that
never grows old or wearisome, claims
ow pleasant passing thoughts; and
6TCUNQ, with picture and story, ac-
knowledges its allegiance to the kindly
sway of King Christmas. Christmas,
that magic season, that touches with its
resistless wand the hearts of the greatest
curmudgeons that growl their lonely
way through the rest of the year; and
opens at any rate just a little way, the
jmrses of the most grasping skin-flints
that ever spumed real want from their
doors. And who so susceptible ot all
the kindly influences of this season, as
cyclists; they, who by the very nature
of their favourite pastime, with its
health, freedom, brightness, and socia-
bility, taste something of Christmas all
the year round. We take It that there
are few things more conducive to the
growth and promotion of unselfish
kindly feelings to one's fellows, of all
degrees, than the healthful indulgences
i0 honest outdoor sports, and we are
still more sure, that amongst all sports
and pastimes, none are more certain in
securing these desirable results, than
our own glorious one of cycliog. And
are not these unselfish kindly feelings
to one’s fellows the very key-note to the
grMd anthem of Christmas; kindly
feeungs that lead by easy roads to kindly
actions, where the warm welcome and

friendly hand of heart-felt gratitude
awaits the traveller.

All this being so, we do not claim too
ijmch for cyclists when we say that they
aZe able to get in tune for Christmas,
easier and more truly, than many less
fortunately situated.

Being in tune, whether on the wheel,
or In the social gathering, may every
reader, supporter, contribntor, and all
the widely distributed hostof onr friends
and well-wishers, enjoy to the full every
joyous happy chord of A Merry Christ-
mas, and hear their echoes ringing all
through a Bright .New Year, is the sin-
cere wish of csycung.

How the fire splutters and crackles,
and roars up the chimney | Keep it
going, you good folks, this Christmas
night; throw on another log—that old
cobwebbed one in tbe corner, labelled
" Amateur Question.” See, it was mere
rotten touch-wood at heart, and 13 soon
licked-up. and the greedy fire is already
asking for more. Throw on that ugly
log next, “ Foul Riding”—that, too, has
no solidity ; but, after writhing, as if it
would shrink into itself from the search-
ing light of the fire, is destroyed like
paper in the flame, and only leaves a
dirty ash to mark where it once lay.
Again the waning glow makes mute
appeal for more. Throw on that heavy
log which, by its green branches, would
seem to be still growing — “ Trade
Jealousy.” It fumes and hisses as Its
virulent juices pour out from its very
heart; but, in time, the encirclingwarmth
of the fire, the exhaustion ofits offending
elements, leaves it calmly silent, to light
tbe room, and please tbe circle round it,
with its genial glow.

It is so warm now. that for a space it
is only necessary to throw on little logs,
just to keep the fire alive, and the next
to go are “ Unkind I'aragraphs,” ” Re-
cord Scandals,” ” Club Dissensions,”
and the rest of the swept-up rubbish of
the departing year. Then comes a grand

log, sound to the core-the ‘‘ Pleasures
of Cycling.” Steadily it burns in a
cheerful blaze, and if one side should
grow a little dull, a slight movement
with the tongs will always discover
another place where it is burning as
freshly and gaily as ever—it lasts all the
evening, bright to the end,

Hunt Polls to eet Record.?.

Despite the lateness of the season, Hunt
was down in Bordeaux last week with several
pacemakers, anxious to go for the hour and
50 miles' records. But the weather was all
against him, and. after two unsuccessful
altemfits, Hunt wisely decided to let things
rest this season. He has now returned tn
Paris. Henri Leste, a local rider, took ad-
vantage of the pacemaking, and beat two
World’s record on short distances doing J
kilometre in 21 secs., and j kilometre in 32
secs., withaflyingstart. IYevicusbestswere
Banker’s and Banden's respectively.

CHRISTMAS CAROU

Now our riding days are
over,
Dead the leaves that were
SO green,
Rests the mount that now
we cover
Copiously with vaseline;
Frost and cold, tbe Winter
bringing.
Settle down o'er field and
fen;
Listen! there are chnrch-
bells rinﬁing,
” Peace on earth, good-will to men!"

Sounds of song, and ringing laughter.
Echo through tbe lighted hall.
Deck’d to window-sash and rafter
For the ’esmoker ” or tbe ball;
All is o'er, the time for wheeling,
Ah! the days were lighter then!
Listen! Christmas bells are pealing,
" Peace on earth, good-will to men!”

Hdbert S. Ryan,

THE EDITOR WISHES
ALL READERS OF
“CYCLING” A RIGHT
MERRY
XMAS.



A WOMAN AND A WHEEL.

Bv SvBii. Bernstein.

T he general manager and the assayer at the Langlaaget
United are engaged in a conversation, which rises, at times,
almost to the point ofan argument.

"The question seems hardly worth discussing,” declares
the assayer, at last; “ your course ought to be as plain as a
pikestaff. Souwant a battery manager ; and here you have
a young fellow, who's been under you for the past two years,
as senior amalgamator ; honest and hard-working. You
think—seriously—of passing him over, and taiting on a
stranger to the mine—a man who’s never worked here;
merely because he’s a friend of yours. Chalmers, that’s one
of the things that's simply dragging down the industry ; and
I never thought you'd become party to it—never 1”

The manager stirs somewhat uneasily; then rises aad
walks across tbe room.

" That'snonsense!’’ hesays, shortly, “ you've got onawrong
idea altogether, Forrest. | consider Parker the better man;
| have a sort of idea that Dawson is not all you think. W hy
do you like him so : Is it not because he is a fellow wheel-
man—a cyclist ?”

* How absurd 1" re-
turns Forrest, reddening,
* sois Parker, man1 I'm
in the fellow’'s favour
merely for the reasons
I've given you. If you
could advance such satis
factory ones for your
prejudice, and your pre-
ference for Parker, I'd
be satisfied!”

" You would ?" drawls
tbe manager, wbo has a
slow, disinterested way
of speaking that some-
times gives a stranger the
impression tbat his words
have no import; “ well,
yon know, that’s good of
you, Forrest1 I'd like,
to satisfy you. But in
this particular case, you
see, my own satisfaction
is the thing chiefly con-
cerned. As I'm satisfied
with Parker, | don't see
that it matters "

He stops, and looks at
the assayer in a way
tbat finishes the sen-
tence far more effectu-
ally tban words could.

“ Oh, well 17 says
Forrest, rising too; aud
he says no more, but
backs out of the room—
somewhat precipitately.

Later in tbe afternoon
Parker, the subject of
discussion, comes out to
the mine to see his friend
the manager.

He is mounted on a
well-finished racing
macbine, which heleaves
at tbe entrance to the
men's quarters, before
beginning bis conversa-
tion with the manager.

“ Come and be intro-
duced to our amalgama-
tor,” the latter says;

'CLADd !" SBB exclaimed FALLING BACK A STEP.

‘“it's a toss-up whether he oryou will be battery manager
on this property, before the month’s up.”

They go together.

“ Parker, our amalgamator, Dawson,” the manager says,
and then retires and leaves the two men together with their
surprise; for, that they are surprised would be evident to
the most casual observer,

“ Dawson!” the manager’s friend exclaims; while the
amalgamator stares at him in something very like blank
amazement.

“ So you're back already?” the new-comer, who is
evidently the least surprised of the two, resumes.

“ Back ? how—oh, yes, 1 know. | got back—long ago.”

Dawson gets through this speech somehow, in little con-
vulsive jerks, that would lead one to suppose that his equi-
librium had been rather seriously disturbed.

“ Well, I didn't expect you,” Parker goes on ; “ in fact, I'd
as soon have expected to see old Mephisto himself, as you.
| fancied you were far away, across the briny. And how’s
racing at home, and things generally ? Since you are here,
you may as well give me a few particulars.!

Dawson has turned very red by when bis companion has
finished speaking.

“ Certainly,” he says, fidgetting; “ but out of business
hours, Claud—out of
business hours. I'm to
go on shift in a short
while; and, fact is, I'm
supposed to be resting.”

“ Ob, you are, eh?”
Parker says, in a bit of
a drawl; “ well, you
don’t look it, you know.
How d’ye like this mine ?”

“Very well;very well!
By the way, Claud, we
must bave some spins
together—you and |I.
Can you spare to-mor-

ow ?”

“ 1 think so. But,
Dawson, haven't you
anyone more interesting
to take your spins with ?
It's not jealousy on my
part; but "

He is interrupted by
the opening of a door.
Forrest, the assayer, puts
, his bead in and says: —

“ Dawson, a lady to
see you. Shall I show
herin ?” He does not
wait for an answer, but
at once withdraws, amf

Parker and the amal-
gamator once more find
themselves face-to-face.

* Dawson,” the former
says, in a half-wrirning,
half expostulating tone,
“are yoa cairying on
tbose games again ? You
promised "

Another interruption.
This time the door opens-
completely, and the smil-

ing Forrest ushers in a
lady: a tall, well-made
woman in a blue serge
cycling suit, wbich isjust
UQ-ratiQnal enough to
allow her, at a pinch, to
look womanly ; but still
decidedly np-to-dafe, in,
cat and appearance.

She advances towards
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TWO CYCLES ARB FAST DISAPPEARING.

“*CYCLINQ'S” CHRISTMAS WISHES.

*NAAQL e hark ! the Iogs of Yule are burning-
Kecly they shimmer on the hoily on the wall__
mCycling"” greets the gladsome /f«st nfar»i*g;
S«ii»>ig a kindly visk to rtadtrsoneand all.

H«k ! hark! hark! the Minster bells are pealing—
Rising and falling on the breezes of the night—
May they bring, te evtry loBer o f wheeling.
Gladness and joy, and put his troubles all toflight.

L'h® | ‘heir carols are chanting—
Softly the sweet old strains come floatingo'er the snow—
In y.ur homes may nothing good be wanting___
Good tuek attind cur readers evttywhtre they go J

Wm. C. Birt-Whitwell.

AN ESSEX OATHERINO.
gatherings, if any, have proved more enjoyable than
1v.fi's a* S«yd's Hotel, on Monday last. With
. Ptogr~me consisting as it did of four distinct forms of
rai”~raent, a display of the competition photographs a concert
N N ‘ 0 .
~Nd a grqa'nce or the waht of tfime czyu(gngw %Scﬁ)rqgflrfm%n o&f e
Mr T, 1““; “* »hol® affair wem*off with ne'er a bhS
~ responsible for the arrangements, is to be con-
gratulated upon the achievement of a conspicuous success.



THE NORTHERNER’S CHRISTMAS
STORY.

ID | ever meet with any-
thing supernatural or un-
canny In any of my lonely
rides amongst the se-
cluded hills and valleys
of the North Countree ?
I don’'t think that | ever
did, but although | am
about as hard-beaded as

the average of my race, | must say that
I once had an experience that for the
time made me think that tbe days of
genii and giants bad not altogether
gone—and that in broad daylight too.
You see it was thisway. Up in canny
auld Cummerlan’ we are great card
players, and about Christmas time we
often play from milking time at night to
milking time next morning. In the
dales we seldom mention a definite
hour: we have breakfast, bait, dinner,
tea, supper, and milking times. Well,
we had avery open Christmas that year,
and the ground being full of water on
the slightest symptom of frost, the val-
leys iyied up with a dense white fog—
none of your nasty yellow London par-
ticulars, but a clean white t5ut rather
damp affair which whitens our hair,
eyebrows and beards till we look like so
many Father Chriitmases. | had been
playing " whist " with a cousin of mine
who still farms a few inland acres and
great commons as bis fathers bad done
before him for many centuries, and was
returning over a mountain pass some
700 feet high in the early morning, so as
to put in a day’s work at the office as
usual. The valley was full of this white
mist, and when | started 1 could
hardly see the ground under me. My
front driver, however,

SEEMED TO KNOW THE ROAD ITSELF,

and as | gradually got higher, the mist
thinned, and then suddenly, in a few
yards, 1 passed out of it altogether, and
found myselfin the brightearly sunshine.
All below was still a sea of white foam
dashing against tbe sides of the stern
fells, which stood out like so many
abrupt islands. The top of the pass,
where | now was, was almost level for
about a mile, and by reason ofthe boggy
ground, ran a few feet above the lowest
point of the dip. In this lower stretch
there still hung a screen of white mist
connecting the two seas, which filled up
the wider valleys. As | looked on this
with curiosity, watching its rapidly-
alteringshapes, | suddenlybecame aware
of a great circle of light on the foggy
screen, and within the circle was a
gigantic figure riding a bicycle. | had
not been in bed for some twenty-six
hours, and perhaps my nerves were not
what they should have been, and |
admit that | was more thoroughly frigh-
tened than | had been since my child,
hood. My breath seemed to leave my
chest entirely, and my eyes were glned
on the strai™e figure which ped”~ed
Jeisorely along in its yellow blaze of light.

'5IW (WC»

My next thought was to quit that at
once, and | put down my head and
scorched for a 11 was worth, along that
open bit of moorland. 1 tried all I could
to keep my eyes ahead, but they were

IRRESISTini.Y DRAWN TO THE GHOSTLY
FIGURE,

which had now also quickened its pace,
and, like myself, was descending the
valley. The grade steepened; the pace
grew hot: | lost my pedals, and though
the descent was a dangerous one, | put
on no brake, and even then was obliged
to glance on my giant companion, Lo,
he was doing the same, his legs seemed
to drag to an interminable length on the
mist, and he seemed to have his head
turned mockingly towards me ; and then
suddenly I shot into the mist again, and
was alone. Never was fog welcome
before, | should say, for now | had no
uncanny wheeler determined to freeze
on to me. It required the little nerve 1
had left to take me safely down that
hill; and when | got to the bottom I
indulged in a hearty laugh at my own
stupidity.

For, here | had come across what for
years 1 bad endeavoured to see on the
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mountains, and, the first time I met
with it, | bolted fromit like a schoolgirl!
For, what I had seen was, of course,
only

THE “ SPECTRE OF THE BROCKEN,”

common enough in the Alps, but only
recorded twice in the annals of our
fells.

The sun low in the horizon, a misty
screen, and the observer exactly between
the two former components, and these
are all the necessary parts. You, no
doubt, hive all seen the picture in
Whymper's “ Scrambles in the Alps,”
representing him and his two guides
(immediately after the famous fatal ac-
cident to Lord Douglas), standing gazing
in astonishment at a gigantic halo, en-
circling three figures, which they were
some time in recognizing as their own,
the guides being certain that It was a
I\/iTItation of the comrade they had just
ost.

That is the worst thing 1 have met
with in my numerous mountain rides,
and 1 should very much like to meet it
again, and | can assure you that |
wouldn't scorch away from it, as | did
that Christmas morning. R.



NOBS FOR A NIQHT.

A TALE OF A CHRISTMAS TOUR, FOUNDED ON
FACT.

The why and wherefore of a nickname is fregnently
hard to discover, but no such difficulty ever presented itself
to anybody who had more than a passing acquaintance
ewith my old touring chum, “ The Kidder,” as far as his
particular case was concerned. To act deceptions for the
sake of a joke is a perfect passion with him, and in this, his
cominand of voice and countenance, his distinguished air,
not to mention his exbaustless cheek, are all valuable aids
in the carrying out of his little schemes. 1 shall never forget
the cool audacity with which he successfully humbugged a
whole household last Christmas, nor the way he dragged
me into the innocent, but Impudent fraud; | bave hardly
yet sufficiently got over my feelings of shame for my part in
toe matter, to recall the incidents, and put them on paper.
However, here is for the story ; and may I, by suppressing
names of people and places, avert just revenge from the
people we both fooled. Kidder and self were on our usual
Christmas tcur, an Institution with us dating back tothe
misty ages of the solid ordinary, but on this eventful Christ-
mas Day we were on a t.indem safety, of the most approved
up-to-date pattern, and, of course, pneumatic shod. Every-
thing had gone well with us, and in spite of

THE HEAVY aOADS,

and occasional attempts on the part of the tandem to lay
down and die, we were having a real good time. The Winter
sunset was showing its last flares through a bordering wood,
and night seemed to be already within sight, Eastward, and
we were beginning to congratulate ourselves that we were
not 80 very many miles from the town we proposed to put
up at, and shonld soonbe there, when a sudden turn io the
road landed us, to our horror, right in the midst of a flock
ot sheep. Therewas a yell from us, a bang, a wild scamper,
and all was over. Wben we had assured each other that
neither were much hurt, we surveyed the situation. On fhe
ground lay the tandem, looking very helpless but contented

P® @®eep, standing stfll, and staring at us
with what looked very much like expressions of amused
satisfaction, and a few yards down the hill was

A YOUTHFUL RUSTIC,

espeechless and motionless with surprise and feat. An

examination of the tandem proved that the worst visible

dam”e was a nasfy.twisf in the front forks, but the machine

WM rideabl™ Then did the Kidder put on his most ma-

jestic air, which bis mired costume could not altogether

spoil; stick his eye glass ia his eye, and, marching up to the

pntle sh«gjherd with the measured stride of a chief execu-

tioner, gaye the trembling yokel a bit of his mind, and his

my

‘e

uau xui A auig, ow can um be

?'m “ Who is your master ? ” asked

the Kidder, with the air of a judge requesting to know why
sentence of death should not bfc passed. “ Master

“oneg sueep uave nearly Killed the Prince
of Wffles and the Duke of York,” “ Yere doaa't saay tbart”
sa.id the now pwalysed youth, in a voice almost breathlere
with reverentiM awe. “ Yes 1 do.” * Lord luv us!” was
toe now tearful reply, as the victim of the Kidder bolted
off, and, by the whacks of his stick on the unfortunate sheep

their lack of respect to royalty,

swallowed my yam like a lamb,” was the

self satisfied comment of the Kidder, as we Et up aad re-

mounted. It was ~on quite dark; the tandem, never par-

hciJdarly Steady, behaved as if intoxicated, thanksto the bent

forks, and the road seemed to be all up hill, and to %'ow
heavier and heavier.

NOT A SOUL WAS OUT.

We passed neat little Inns, wilh bright red blinds, and
gilmpses of holly rotmd their old Dutch clocks, and, as the
wind swung open the doors, sounds of rustic revelry would
escape, aiid be lost in the vast, black silence of the night.
We passed some fine old mansion, standing back from the
road, every window in it a blaze of cheerful light, and heard
the dinnet-bell ring, and couH see the old butler putting
toe last touches to a long and crowded table, with true pro-
tessional pride. Cottages, too, were passed, sometimes in
groups m soma Ettle hamlet, sometimes solitary by the
roads de; but alt of them bright with cheerful wood fires
and lamps; and where they did not boast a blind, or

. pleasures by, at least, a glimpse
ot them through the window, we could see

HAPPY LITTLE FAMILY CIRCLES,

and bright little eyes, fired with the imminent deEehts of
the priceless trifles of the Christmas tree. Meanwhile, we
plugged on, each secretly thinking that all tbe world were
eojoylng themselves this Christmas Night, except the tan-
dein'8 crew, aod even the Kidder grew solemn and
tacitmn. Who first suggested It, I do not quite re-
member; but, anyway, we resolved fixedly to crv a
halt for the night at the first decent-looking inn. and not
carry out our arranged programme, To our mutual delight,
we soon after reached a neat little village, with an inn, or
hotel, which, as well as we could see io the darkness, was
just the sort of place we wanted. Kidder went in to explore
M d make terms, whilst 1 amused myself by examining the
forks and crown of the tandem, which were causing me some
anxiety. He was an unconscionably long time, and | was just
going after him to see what was toe particular brew he had
struck, when he came out looking very mysterious “ It's a
jolly fine place,” he said, “ with lots to eat, but you will
have to back me up well in a bit of kid, | ve started, or there
will be none of that grub for you, let alone beds.” “ Now
what have you been up to, this time ?” | asked, with some
irritation.  “Well, | had to do it, old man ; they said they
were full up with tbeir own friends, could not possibly take
any cyclists io ; and it looked as if we really should have to
worry thatwreck alocg farther,when | thought of the Prince
of Wales and Duke of York wheeze, and " “You don't

6ave told thetii we are the Prince of Wales,
and the Duke of York ?” | asked with severity. “ Ofcourse
not, replied Kidder,

IN A TONE OF INJURED INNOCENCE,

as if the Invention of such fables was the last thing he
would ever be guilty of, “ All I said was, that 1 was Lord
i Dparticular

fnend; that we had met with an accident, that you were
much shaken, and that we should esteem it a favour, &c.,
&c. Tbe eftect on fhe landlord, his wife, aod his daughter
was, according to Kidder, magical when they heard these
aristocratic names, and the old boy practically handed bis
house over to his supposed fashionable visitors. If I had
been disposed to protest at fhe deception, | had not an
opportunity to do so, for at that moment a stable boy came
running and breathless for the tandem, and we removed our
light kit and walked in  Kidder, for once, bad spoken truly,
® N wchitectural design might be
broadly descnbed as a large collection of cosy corners ; the
entrance hall was cosy, with cosy seats of old carved wood,
B L'f

rjom , the kitchen, the cellar, a cosy little bar, with a
bar-parlour behind, which looked,— with the joUy old land-
lord at Its doorway aod nis equally jolly old landlady, and
very comely daughter for a background,— as if it was a
cosiness from all the other sources

a cosy sitting-room, a cosy smoking-
little

combto*~*n

~NAs soon as our host saw as he came forward”ud insisted

HIS “ LOEDSHIP” AND THE “ HONOURABLE,

as he persisted in curiously calling me, taking a glass of
cherry brandy of his own make, to keep fhe cold out; and



"HANDED IT IN TOWN TO EVERY MEMBER OF THE PARTY."

his good lady, as soon as she saw the state our clothes were
in from our fall, hurried away to obtain a change from her
good man's wardrobe ; whilst the comely daughter sympa-
theticallyinquiredifthe Honourable gentleman was mnchhurt,
and should they send theboy on a horse for the doctor. Both
his Lordship and myself vehemently reassured her, and, for
more reasons than those given, implored her not to think of
dragging the medical man from the bosom ofhis family. In
due course we were conducted to oar rooms, two bedrooms,
evidently the best out of a long row of them, where we found
bright fires burning, hot water, and a change of clothes.
Arrayed in the black coat, fancy waistcoat, and lavender
trousers of the landlord, who must have been twice the dis-
tance round the body of either of as, his Lordship looked
decidedly

MORE ECCENTRIC THAN ARISTOCRATIC ;

whilst my Honourable self, in corduroy shojtitg breeches
and waistcoat, a red hunting coat, and a pair of carpet
slippers, every article miles too large, might have been bril-
liantly effective, but fonnd it difficult to feel that dignity
that the occasion demanded. The good people ofthe house
had begun to prepare a special dinner for as in one of the
cosy rooms already mentioned, but, catching a glimpse of
the preparations in a big room upstairs for a dinner, and
bearing that the landlord, his famiy, and friends, were just
on the point of sitting down there we begged to be allowed
to join, and were readily permitted, the old boy being
delighted at our condescension. It was a fine old room,
long and spacious, with rich old timbers across the ceiling,
old furniture and paintings all round, and a massive old
table, that diJ not groan at all the good things placed upioa
if, but was as firm and decorous as a fine old table, that
had worthily supported many and many a Christmas
feast, and aff<rded a retreat for many and many a too-
zealous'Christinie feaster, might have been expected to b».

The room was made
BRIGHT WITH HOLLY,

thick with berries, and with fancy paper ornaments;
in the middle, from one of the beams, a huge bough
of mistletoe hung, and the whole bright, cheerful scene
was lit up by a plentiful supply of the be«t light in
the world to dine by,—good wax candles. Here, then,
we found ourselves, with one of those appetites such as
a hard d”~’s Winter cycling alone can give, a table before
us full of good and substantial fare, with the beaming
old landlord at the head, almost lost to sight bshind a mam
moth sirloin, and surrounded by his relations and friends, to
the number oE some twenty, f am afraid that, at first, the
awe inspired by our presence rather acted as a damper on
the parly, and to be served first—even befare the ladies, in
spite of our protestations -was a little embarrassing, even to
that hardened sinner, the Kidder. Bnt as time went on,
and the beer went round, the women ceased to keep their
eyes on the table-cloth, and the men to converse in whispers,
and by the time the turkey arrived on the scene we were all
quite natural; and when the pudding followed, in a flare of
blaefiame.and the old landlord pretended to be afraid to
cut it, the children laughed and cheered, the men said,
“ 1drinks to yer, me lord,” or “ Honourable mister," as the
ease might be, and the ladies said to each other—

“ HOW NOBLE THEY LOOK !'"

and speculated as to whether we were married; and | heard
the landlady give it as her firm conviction, in a stage whisper
to her daughter, that we were not. Wilh the cheese the
landlord rose; his male guests all banged the table their
hardest with their heavy fists, and roared “ order," he smiling
a smile all tbe while, that was the incarnation of good usture
and good living. Silence having been obt~ed, the old boy
mads a fine manly little speech, and told his guests how



that he had always kept np the custom of having his family
and fnends around him on Christmas Day, as his father
had done before him In this same room ; aod he and his old
woman meant to do it. “ please Godl” as long as they

could chew their bit of beef, and drink their good old ale,”
and tbat “ each were truly welcome—every one.” He con-
c'uded by alluding to the honour done to them by the
company of ” his Lordship and his Honourable,” and asked
the company to drink their “ jolly good ’ealths, and many
on em, which was done with enthusiasm. By thia time
both his Lordship and hia Honourable had obliged so many
gentlemen, so many times, by drinking with Them.that what
they said in reply neither could ever recall; noris it at all
certain that anybody understood it, which may account for

THE THUNDERS OF APPLAUSE THAT GREETED THEIR REMARKS

The dinner and the speeches over, both the servants of the
household and the guests set to work with a will, and in a
very short time the big table was pu’hed to one end of the
room, where it made a splendid pla‘fonn for the village
band, consisting of two fiddles and an ont-of breath cornet
who had been preparing for the fray for some time at the
b ir b»fow ; and other people from the village coming in, the
fine old room was soon full of dancers, enjoyiug themselves
with all that genuine and thorough abandon, that oiJy your
rustic pleasure-seeker, when thoroughly wound-up, can com-
mand. Of course, his Lordship and the Honourable
secured all tbe prettiest partners without an effort, to the
lll-concealed chagrin of some of the young yeomen, and we
both might have been dancing with the pick of the beauty
of foe village of X ,until morning, but for an unfortunate
incident. _ 1 had observed that the old landlord, after seeing
the dancing fairly started, had disappeared, and had been
missing some time, and | was beginning to wonder what had
become of him, and whether he had discovered what frauds
we were, and had gone for the local constable, when he
entered, his face beaming, if possible, still more than before
and waving In his hand a big ladle. Behind him was the
coachman, bearing with anxious care,

A HUGE BOWL OF STEAMING PUNCH

which he placed on the big table with all the solemnity of a
sacred rite. Glasses were soon forthcoming, and ft was
worlhgoing a longwayto see the pride and delight with
which the old landto-d poured out the precious liquor from
diis ladle, and handed it in turn to every member of the

THE ROAD-MENDER’'S 5TORV.

{A/ler G. R, Sms.)

“H orrible things, sir. ain't they ?
They're one of my pet dislikes__
These yere new fangled safeties.
As the ladies call them bikes. .
And no good’ll come, says "Arry, '
Tryin" to aoe young men ;
Thongb | holds as 'ow the meanest things
'As their uses, now and then.

¢ It ain't give lo us all to be
The heroes of the land,
But. as | says, there's work for all
A-lying close at hand ;
And these yere lady bicyclists
'Ave theirs, to some extent:
For sometimes Providence will nse
The humblest instrument.
' It ain't quite, p'raps, ayear ago,
A gal come down ihis road,
A-bicycling like all possessed,
Says 'Arry. mVell, I'm biow” !
Here's Sanger's Circus broken loose’
My eye 1 we do look proud !
Says I, 'Hallo, Miss | Don't you know
That racing ain't allowed ?"

Bnt on.~thout a word or look
She just dashed straight ahead.

party, with a look that plainly said, “ | have mixed this my-
selt, and 1 know no one in the wide world ould beat it ” In
pod truth it was glorious stuff; I bad another glass, his
Lordship had another, and, with such good examples before
them, all the company followed auit, and a refill for the
bowl, rpdy tn the kitchen, had thus early to be brought
ID.  After this his Lordship had another “ Just half-
a glass, please ; thank you ; it's grandjl” and another,
pd several others; at least so 1 imagine, for 1 was too
bu” dancing with the comely daughter to notice the
Kidder very much. My attention, however, was very
much drawn to him later on, by a considerable com-
molion m one corner oi the room, whitber we all hurried
Here, to my disgust, | found his Lordship,

LOOKING VERV IDIOTIC ABOUT THE EYES,

his hair dishevelled, bis roomy black coat nearly covering
tne back of his head, aod with his arm round the capacious
waist of the landlady, imploring «'his dear duchess ” io
accompaoy him to the mistletoe, for him to implant a chaste
~Nute (* chaste sloot,” he called it), on her marble brow
The lady was protesting she could not think of such a thing
at her time of life, with more affectation than earnestness, it
seemed to me; but it was plain that Kidder was thoroughly
in earnest, and what was more, really believed himself to be
a lord, and his new-found love a dnchess. Plainly, the only
thing to be done was to get bim to bed, and by the aid of
several willing sturdy arms this was done ; but not without
some difficulty, for his lordship struggled desperately, and
continually demanded to know, in a voice broken with hic-
cups,

WHY FOND HEARTS SHOULD BE SEVERED ?

p d threatened to bring the matter before the House
Lords. , Once in bed he was soon asleep and quiet enoug”i
but the incident tended to break up the party, earlier than

probably hAve ended. Next morning
Kidder was early in my room, anxiously inquiring, if he had
giren the s.how away over night; he brightened up con-
siderably when ha learnt that he had not. We had a light
teeakfast, and parted with our jolly host and his family, the
best of friends on both sides; and having managed to bend
the tandem forks fairly straight, we had a very enjoyable
n p on the Boxing Day, until the evening, when it rained
miserably; tlien we put up at another comfortable inn, but
did not repeat the experiment of being nobs for a night

And as we turned to see her go
We saw a flash of red,

And then two blazing, jrellow lights !—
And Arry's eyes met mine:

mi he Scotch express is coming—and
There's someone on the line 1"

My sight ain’t what it used to be.
But when | looked again

I just made ont a little child
Close to the coming train :

And then the %al springs off her bike.
And up the bank she flies

| conldn't see. sir, after that—
Tbe smoke was in my eyes.

Down went out picks, and off we ran.
We didn't dare to speak.

Though each knew what the other thought—
Tbat boy's outlandish trick

Might, p’raps, have cost them both their lives ¢
And tben we see his bead

Dot/in' abont amongst the gorse__
No. sir! The gal was dead.

Courageous ? So the Coroner
Was good enough to say:
But he's a gent as always puts
Such things a pleasant way.
Foolhardiness, I call it;
But women ain't got brains.
And these young gals they wul be gals.
And trains— well, trains is trains."”



THE TRICK-RIDER’S TOP TRICK.

By Raymond Raife.

It was a very simple idea, you know, and it came to him
in the simple way that ideas will come.

Certainly he had been racking his poor brains to find out
some way of making more money tban was barely sufficient
to pay his board and lodging; but, fir all that, itwas a
gueer thing how he hit upon tbe notion. If it hadn't come
though he would probably have remained always a second-
rate trick rider, and never been mayor of Jakesfield.

It was one hot Summer's night wben, having finished bis
cmst of bread and
cheese, Hiram Houle
wassittingin the dark
atthe open window of
his little fitth-fioor
attic, smoking a corn
cob pipe and staring
at the great roof of
the Hippodrome,
which divided only by
a narrow court, was
soclosethatthe gutter
round its edge served
as a receptacle for the
spent matches that
Hiram had flungaway

It had been a gaU-
ing day for Hiram,
for, at the perform-
ance that very even-
ing,tbe disgusted little
trick-rider had recog-
nised, in the “ Pro-
fessor Bailes,” who
did the high dive from
the roof, and drew
as many pounds a
week as Hiram claim-
ed shillings, an old
brother of the wheel
of years gone by.-

“ Confound it all 1”
exclaimed Hiram,
vicionsly kicking a
three-legged chair
that was propped
againstthewall; “ why
can't /bit upon sonie-
thing novel ?”  And
then he gave a start,
the idea had struck
him.

Not a wink of sleep
did he attempt to
obtmn that night, and early next morning, for the first time
io bis life, Hiram went to see a lawyer.

Lt"~eenere 1" said he Ig theexponnder oflegal paradoxes,

I want to ask you a simple question, and to obtain a simple

A 1~ 6e’il do a certain thing, and he does
it, but It dont turn out to be what people expected can they
have the law of him 2"’

" The terms in which your proposition is couched are too

me fhe nature, and ¢

But Hiram toook his head and the dust ofthe lawyer's
office from off his well-patfched boots.

I'll risk it," said he.

Then, full of confidence, anJ swelling with sadden impor-
tance, he longht the manager of tbe Hippodrome, and in-
qulred what they would pay him for the performance of an

afi who saw it, more even than the
aerlaldIveof"Profe880rBaIIes mo

“ And what I*d of performance would If be?  Inquired
the manager, with some snrprise.

HE COKSOLTID A SOLICITOR.

“ Ab, that 1 cannot tell vou,” answered Hiram. “ | only
want to know what you will pay me if | keep my word.”

But he never heard what rep y was made, for he had gone
out and banged tbe door behind him before the manager
could stop laughing.

Then Hiram did a bold thing. He pawned or sold every,
thing he possessed (including bis two trick machines), and
borrowed money of every living soul who would lend the
smallest trifle to him. And he hired the Hippodrome, out
and out, for a certain evening, and having concoct”™ a
wonderful poster, he had the same printed in red letters 00
yellow paper, and plastered it over the whole town.

"THE CENTRAL HIPPODROME.
“On Thursday, the 24TH isst.
Professor Hiram K.
Houle will perform a
feat never before at-
attempted by liviog
man,— an actso novel,
and of such daring
surprise, that not a
single member of the
audience will bave
mguessed of what it
will consist. In proof
of this, a gold watch
and cbain will be pre-
sented to anyone who
sball succes”Ily pre-
dict tbe nature of
this unparalleled feat.

“ Note.— 'Cutespec-
tators may, perhaps,
glean a wrinkle by
noticing what is being
built on the Hippo-
drome roof; but none
will pierce the actual
secret.”

So ran Hiram’s
poster, which, launch-
ed broadcast upon
the town, caused an
immediate and im-
mensesensation; and,
all day long, large
crowds of Idlers sto”
intheroadway outside
tbe Hippodrome, gaz-
ing open-montbed at
the little wooden hut
tbatwasbeing erected
on its lofty roof.

The appearance of
this aerial hut, too,
occarioned the lodg-
ing ofscoresofguesses
as to the natnre of

tbe ieat, with the manager, which flood of prophetic efforts
was. however, speedily stemmed when Hiram issued a further
manifesto, in which he negatived the idea that his Great
Act wonld merely consist of a dive through the roof.; " “'CI

Well, tbe important evening arrived at last, and although
it was in the middle of a period of scorching heat there was
not room for another single human being in the whole vast
buUdiog.

In the middle of the house a ring had been left, as for a
circus, In which stood a tiny car, ornamented with flags, and
connected with the ceiling, high above the people’s beads, by
a stout rope passing through a pulley ; close beside which
an aperture could be seen in the roof.

Densely thronged as was the place, not asound was beard
as Hiram, attired in evening dress, relieved by a broad,
scarlet handkerchief ronnd bis waist, stepped into the ring.

In a calm, clear voice, “ Ladles and Gentlemenl” he an-
nonnced, " | am now about to keep my promise, and per-
form a feat, novel, daring, and absolutely unique, and wblcb



will come as a surpiiEe to every ooe ofyou 1"

Into the ring bounded two assistants, bang | went the
band, and, gracefully waving his band' to tbe audience,
revolving slowly rouud and round as be ascended, Hiram
was hoisted to the roof.

"W atch this opening!" came his voice, from far above,
as he disappeared through the aperture.

W atch it they did, eyes staring, mouths open, with aching
necks. A minute went by, then two, three, four, and nothing
happened. Silent and sUIl tbe whole great crowd gaped
steadily at tbe small black square above, till suddenly a
man at the back of tbe hall, keener than the rest, roared

“Don'tyou seel That's the surprise! He'sbolted.”

It was, too; for when one of the potters got out through
a frap-door on to the roof, there was tbhe little wooden hut,
with DO one in it, and a long, strong plank bridged across
tbe space that intervened between the Hippodrome roof and
the wiudow-Bill of tbe little room where Hiram lodged, In
which apartment was fonnd the dress coat, which Hiiam had
exchanged for an ordinary jacket, before leaving.

There was a bit of a shiudy in the hall, you may bet: bat
as Hiram had taken tbe proceeds with him, there was no
money to be returned.

~Nears after, when he was by chance discovered ninnit.g a
big store down at Jakesfield, one or two tried to have a go
at mim; but the law held that he'd only performed what
fe'd promi&éd; an'd wHen ‘the go'o'd ‘peoplle df thdtdlittle town
learned that he was the hero of the “ Hippodrome Surprise
Trick,” he went up fifty per cent, in their estimation, and is
likely to be re-elected mayor as long as he consents to stand.

HOTELS CAN CLOSE.

voritv this is a pneumatic agel The latest is a pneumaiic
tent without poles. It is snpporled by air tubes, which give It all
the rigidity desired, and on account of its light weight (three
pounds) and extreme portability is recommended to the touring
cyclist and other wild fowl. The parlies in question can now
practise Bohemianism with a vengeance |

SAW EVERYTHING WORTH SEEING

Jack.—" See anything new at the Show, Ethel?"

Ethsi—" | should think so. | made notes of three new hats, a winter walkingcoslumeanda beaver trimmed short basque.



THE LEQEND OF THE SPECTRAL
RIDER.

tJOfV listyi all ti/hiU | relate

Of how a cycler met his fate,

How, m a stormy night he spilt d.

With hisaimin life all nnfulfill d;

And thefairest maid that e'er drew breath,
IVent forth to keep her tryst wilh Death !

1.
The night was Uack, the bowling wind,
Through all the leafless branches twin'd.
And wilh its eerie wailing drowned
The swish of rain on the sodden ground.
With down brat bead and flickering light
A cycler sped thro’ the awlul night;
‘Twas Christmas Eve. and the rider strove.
To win to the house of his lady-love,
Where many a maii and gallant gay
Are met to welcome Christmas Lay,
He looked not to the right or left,
Bttt sped along like one bereft.
Past rows of tall wind-shaken trees,
—Tho’ naught of them he heeds or sees,
— Past sleeping house and village dark.
Where waken'd dogs arise and bark :
One only thought to reach the hall
Whbere waits his love, his-life, bis all!

But thro’ tbe night of storm and fear,
The Shade of Death is ever near.

And prone to aid, tbe Hand of Fate,

W uts silent by tbe Crossing Gate.

A fearfnl crash I- A heavy thud!

—A lifeless form in the dinging mud.
That lies so still In the deep'ning gloom—
And tbe sonl goes out to meet its doom |

1
There is joy and feasting at Weelwood Hall
And drace and music is over all;
The guests have come from far and wide
To welcome the hour of Christmastide :
And neither the rain nor the shrieking sky
Can stifle the sound of their revelry!
But one is there who sits apart
And tries to stilt her throbbing heart;
She rises and goes to the Western Gate
In search of her lover, so sorely late.
Till tired of watching, she turns her face
Towards the old-time irysting-place.
The rain has ceased its furious pour.
And the moon shines out thro' the clouds

once more.
" Oh, will he never come ?" she said
"H e vowed to reach me. alive or dead ! "
"O coihe, and If you may, come soon |
—A cloud grows over the face of the moon.
And hark 1a step on tbe gravel sounds,
— Her heart within her leaps and bounds :
Till an answer comes in a well-known
strain,

And the old old story is told again.

1.

" But why is your hand so cold ? "’ said she,
" And why are youi lips so pale to see? "’
—I" 'r'll'is nothing, dearest; the morning

ight
*Bot shakes itself in the grip o’ the night,
"And tints my face with a pallid hue;
—"And is it for this that | came to you’
" Come 9y with me now, no need, to wait,
" My tandem rests at tbe Western Gale:
mmYour father is harsh, and he treats you ill,
" And yonr vacant plare will not seek to fill,
” Hasten for night is overlale! "
—Hedeads her down to the Western Gate;
‘e We have far to go—wo have hard to ride
"Ere yet | can csul yon mywedded bride! '!

A crashing peal of thunder sound,
That seems to shake the earth around |
Then shines tbe sky with lurid light;

| —Each goest looks out in sore aSrigbt.
The lightning shows, to every eye,
A tandem black against tbe sky,
Propelled by two at fearsome rate
Towards ihe Level-Crossing Gate!

v.
Now praise lo those whom God has taught
To pen the wonders that He wrought.
Id flow of language, free and light!
—The horrors of that stormy night
Upon the eve of Christmas Day
My feeble pen can ne’er portray;

Its mission runs in lighter groove

To scenes of laughter and of love |
The body of the cycler lay

Beside the Level-Crossing way;

But of the maid, no signor word
From that time forth was ever beard.

Yet some believe on that awful ntght,
And aver unto this {fuy—

The dead max came in the morHing-ligk
And carried fits Bride away.

Hobbbt s. Kv

THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THEY SEEM-

shocked, Thi.i»aot«’'New Woman,"

bat BIiOBw of Lhe Scorcbor*' C.C.,wSo fau dressed ap for mCycle Perede. imd U bavini
e fioaJ smoke on (be siepe of (be Club Hoaee before etertinf.
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0 .Williams (London),—ic is s gnestioci. W«
should aay he ia still an anstevr.

‘eSpsidfast” (i ondon) —1. Yet.
case ia preferable ia oor opisioD.

J. CsciL Paget (London).-—We have done as
desired, snd you will now receive the peper every
week.

‘““CoKSTAHT Reader™
Don't waste time and money <« it.
plain advice.

L Frawcu (Pcniardswe).—It ia a eoaondEmn
Ihat a foliestor mi(ht work out; we r*ret to say
we cannot asawer.

'“FesDOT** (Boxvoor).—We believe they »aks
an excallant machine, and we gnite sptM-ove of
your tpecificatioD.

J. Rhodes {London).—We do not think very
Bucb of the idea, and wonld not advise you to
waste tune tnd money on it.

U. R16EY (LmdoB).—We shonld Paay so provid*
in; of coarse thatthe fanlts were discovered bO”
fore the IS months had elapsed.

F. H. Kkicmt (London).—London ft Provincial
C ~e Inasrance CorpoiUim Ltd. New Bridge
Chambers, St. Stephen's, Briacol.

R. Scorr (Newcastle-on>Tyne).—W e rtgrai that
wa bave no reference to the matteria gnestioo.
and cannot nva yon the deaired information.

“"TamDEM (Liverpool).—Inonroptnion the mia-
hap was 1 mostnnnanal one, and we do not think
yon need be nervoaiof anythin; of tbe kind hap-
peniM to yonr machine,

R.S. Mdnm (PortEliEabetb).—Thanka very moch
for sending pbot~rapba which oppearM laet
week. Vr'eare alsrays pleased to receive accb in-
terestin; items as tob send

W. McTifHANN {Oanabrsck'.—Their addreea is
Draycott, Derbyshire. Theybsve been mostly ap*

ied 10 Hambere. We do not think there is mnch

laiacsa done with tDachioas in the conntrieo
named.

*Wheel*(Roebank).—Yon [have ;iven an ad*
mirable gnartette to sewct from. The Premier is
nndovbtediy an excellentmachine, endifyon havea
fancy for it, by all raeani Inveetj yon can hardlydo
better. PersMtUywe still prefer a a”zn. steerin;
wheel,

L. K. Cheesham (WinchiBore HiU).—1. Aboat
yolbe. s. Have an improved lhesto. 3, fncinde
It m your specification ; ibe makersrosy be able to
snpply, tbosfh we do not aee the Deed lov ii oor*
salvca. 4.doand06. 5. Yes;v~in. 6. Itatrack
usas bejnfa capital idM. 7. We certainly wonld
notadvise yoa to doit.

R, CATTSHAMH (London).—“The costofsendisg
a bicycle from London to Bcrlic is accotdin; to
weigDt. PreaamiDe thatthe taaebiae in question
wonM come oatataboat45lba.,incladin;*cking,
tbe charn wonld be x*f6,and the duty 10percent,
ofits vaTne. lwould reeomnmd that it shoald be
aant by G.E.R.>«F. G. CtaSLOwr, Secretary's
OrSce, G.E.R."

a, The jaar-
ea.

(5, Merchant's Quay).—
That ia our

- - =G JR—

*

D'

*Rider" (Colchester).—Dunlope tie mnch to be
preferredtotheothersyonhave been recommended.
The raent knows aomethinc.

D.
good thing, though, of coaree. we speak witheot
any practical expertaoce, hut only alter a cartful
inspection of the machine at the Show.

F. J. PiiT (~Bolaover Street) isa Winter rider
and wishes to join ©good cycling club in the Sou”
of London, that holds Saturday afternoon runs
during the Winter months, Will bon. secs, please
comnunicate with our cerreepondent direct.

AHQue Birt (London>wtnbe glad if any reader
canpve bim an idea of che state of tbe roada from
EKbrd to Soathend. Ftw the advantage of other
cyciists he says thsl (heroad from Hen”~n to EI™
tree ia good, thence toSt. Alban’s mnch looee atone.
St. Alben's to Haroet new laidin ~ces.

A. H. B. (London).— 1. We have never heard of
the firm named, end therefore cannot reeommead
tbeir machines, a. Of tbe machinW named we rw
commend tbe SuQbeam. 3. Vea, a thoronghly reli<
able machine. 4. The latter ta a much better
s>achin& $. Ko, notif you are a fiiifly Ii%ht weight
yourself We can recommend both the artioea
named.

T. WCIRSTOCIC (London) ingnired for a route
(rom London to Cardiff. R. J. Barratt kindly sends
tbe following route Hyde Psrk Corner t
Hovnslow <”). Colnbrook (17. Slough (W"),
blaidenhead (w). Reading (39), Newbury Mari*
bMe(?4”, CaJne (g?), BeA(tc6)> Bristol11197) lieav-
mg by white Lady's Road, and crosamg Clifton
Downs), Weatbary Pilziing SMUon
train tbro”~h Severn Tunnel 10 Severn Tmanel

unctKm g?:{l), Dnkora futigs KewReri m?}), and

.uaiiMyBrid” (15S) to Cardiff (x6c™). The road la
very g<” at fax aa Bath, then rather Inmpy to
EHIniim, very fair to Newport, and fair to Cardiff.
and taken ontbe uAole, not hilly. Very good hotel
jiccommodatiM all the way. 1 believe there are
trains through tbe Severn 'ionnel abMt every two
honrs.”

“Tkrse Ykars * (Bristol).—]here are many
octnsiMis when ccevenience 10 oereelvee has to
bave prior conaideratioQ to tbe convenience oi
otbeia, and the ease you aiencioii is a case in poiot.
We, of conrse, r*rel bav]” diaappcmtM yea,
but Bter on we may foal inclined to iasoe the
“Types of Cydista" separately for framiitf. Yon
can nave “ Cycling’s ArtofAlbum ” forwar&d poet
free,for Sd. We arenot sepplyin; icthrough news*
affenls. We thank yoa foryour very goMOfHaion
of“ cycring,"and léal we moat printyour remarks.
Oer corresp<MideDts a y s “ Before Xwind up, let
me express toyou ay thanks forsoch an enjoyable
paper as 'Ctcliho ;' 1 cetuider it far away
ahead of any other paper of its class, and, wbatis
mors to the point, with soch a quantity of good
readm; matter and illostrstions, does not require
to be given away to keen its draUatioo np, like
some cycling paperi | mi~c mention.”

LEOARP (Cambridge).—We do think k i

Bombay Cvcis Acbncy (Bombay)—It gives as
pleasure to bave the opportanity of replying to
your queries, i. We place the machines in tbhe
following order, thcggh the first five or six are to
near equal tbat icis impoasible to say <»e is better
Ihan the olher. B. A. L Jd.C. .G, K. E. H.J. F.

0. We do not know any makers who woald
turn yon oat really reliable machines at the price
named. 'Tbareare people in England who would
undertake to do it, bot we should certaioly not
advise you tobave anything todo with the material
(hey would turn one at snch a figure. 3. John
Marstoa, Wolverhampton.

P. B, SnASHALL (Hon. Sec. City

Cycling C.C. Cape Town) in the course oi
at the a highly interesiiu; letter remarks
;Cape. “ Cape Town has oeen very much

behind'hand in matters cycnlar,
but lhere ia every indication of a change’in this
rMpect. During the last few months the number
of Relists having increased considerably, and it
reslly looks as if the long*delayed and much*
t~ked of track will be finished w11%in six monihs.
Our club is the only club in the Cape district, and
IS very popoUr, ccmprisiiig at present nearly icu
members, which include some ardent tourists, and
some ve” good 'speed merchanu,' the latter in*
dudiu Mesara L. S. Memtjes, and C. E. Brink.
Up till the laat few weelcs Cape cydista have been
fooked upon by our Johanneabuig and Port
EliEsbeth frienda as being very interior from a
speed point of view, but recent eveuts have led
tnem to somewhat change their opinion. There is
ao doubt we have some very good men here, aad
when the track is finished we shall be able to hold
onrown with any South Africans in tbe matter ol
cyde racing. Imslsad, who won the race on
Saturday, is ondoabtedly the fasiest rider in tbe
dub, but It is the general opinion that the best
nder in Cape Town is s young South African Col-
lege studeavJsck Rose. In arecent fivemile<j>en
ao’'stcbrtce thisrider ladrly romped swayfrom C.E.
Brink, the Johanaed>nrg crack, in the finaliprint;
andinsome College aporta heMa few weeks before
he wtm the three cycle races, giving the other (job
i“ts.bsys up to one mile start In the five milM
handicap, and easily beating onr best club mem-
bers in a two miles scratch. We expect great
ihinga of tbis young man wben our tracx ia
©Qjabed, although itis somewhat doubtfclwhether
his parents will'allow him to race.
‘The favourite machines bare are ' Raleighs,

..fiica here two
weeks ago, with Mr. L, S. Meintjea as msnsger,
and these machineswill, no doabt, take on well
here now. Theothercukes at present represented
are Singera, Rovers, Mobawks, Columbias, and
Itnmblms, the two Uttar by an American Advance

Hnmber ft Ca have no agentsat present, but
lunderstand Messrs. Menzies ft Mooro, the pre-
sent agenu of the Raleigh, are goingto represent
Hnmuersaswell. Ridershere willhave thebeat
maka only™although, witb tbe high daty, the price
for catk, 11 between A«5 sad £30. Local riders
keep themselves well posted with tbe cycling
events and docjjga in EagUsd and the Continent,
moat of the beat wheeling jonrnals being well
supported by the humble copper. Itiaastonish*
lag that inch a splendid paperaa yours ean be sold
forapennym aplace where other comaiodities axe
almost doable the price of things in Englaxid, but
soch is the case. 1 hope to be able lo send some
uap<shotsoftbefinishofsome roadraceaheldhere
three weeks ago, by next mail. Perhapathey may
be of some use to yon. ‘Cyclmg*is abont the
moat popnlar CTcling paper here, and we should,
of course, be pietsea to _see some notice taken of

local events in tie psges.*

ALL
RIGHT

THE EDITOR WISHES
CORRESf>ONDENTS A
MERRY CHRISTMASTIDE

N O T I C E art simtty* ksfipy to rtffy to alt
o™ ui nddrusfdto Hs Q- maturt etnmittUd with
I* 9 ri, oruad®. ltrmust in distsinc’h
utuTtood, kowitur, that onsVAo t<t largo Nnunhef
aJ tHfuirtet wikuk rtatk us, W carnnot ;]
atae*, M a* ~ay>* thdoavourlo ansmr eWCNel
as toon at pottsbk.

ComtfOH"HKk UM m d anyingnims to m Jot
mstThon tn tha columnmilk a vttm to ateorlanma
inJotmahOH from any of our rtatUrt a-

pmtHuartndtrUumeapabk ofgivinr St. _Uade
no arcBinnunce* wbateyer cu w* r”~ » Clironsb

maquirstt ofaxy dtscription.
Undar ho ctreumsiancii can m* ntiy lo anony-
mom corrttpondenlt. Nauu and addnso thouU
-Pan mMquiry <u a tuaranki of good



GAMAGE. atre Stanley Show!

GAWIER\ \io. 1T O

GAMAGE WILL EVER LEAD!!

Cycling Suits,
Xaaciieis' Cycling Costumes,

TLie JNew Yest unci Sweatei? Comminution,
Cycling Slioes (Xjudies* und Iden*s),
Cycling Stockings und hosiery.
Cycling Cups, Ventiluted,

Wutier*proof Ponokos (Ludies’ und Sden’s).

The New Trilby Lamp,
The New Trilby Bell,
The New Trilby Cyclometer.

Lamps, Bells, Wrenches, Saddles, &c. &c.

SPECIAL SHOW OF
ALL THE LATEST MAKES IN SADDLES, FADS, AND MONSTROSITIES.

GAMAGE, HOLBORN, tor Qydiig OutQts!



SECOftl)

Miles.
-s. J

LICENSED

10
25

too

I hr.
6 hrs.
12 hrs.
24 hrs.

-

t.-s

I»
1

5
10
25
50
100

1 hr.
6 hrs.
12 hrs.
24 hrs.

RECORDS OF THE YEAR.

(CompiUd up to November Uth, 1895 hy fames Blair, Official Handicapper, N.C U.)

WORLD'S PATH RECORDS.—SAFETY BICYCLE.
TIME OR
DISTASCK HOLDER. PLACE F8corp. | 'ME OR HOLDER
DISTASCB '
M., s °
Miles. H. M. s.
J. 8. Johnson  C. [ ouisviilel' SA 21 O ct.1894 25 51 27 J. W, Stocks B. Catford
28 D!tto C Ditto 21 Nov,. 1894 50 ‘48 7 Ple;tt—Betts ‘ i
| 53_ _ Ditto c. Ditto 21Nov., 1894 100 352 oi M Lesna B o
| H i T. Ribbon RrooksB . Catford ts Oct., 1895 | nr 29m. 45J. 3. W . Stocks °
444 J.S. Jo_hnson C." Louisville - 21 Oct, 1895 6 hra. 150m. 8847 c. H.uret 8. Catford
1 5o« Ditto c.i Ditto 21 Nov., 1894 12 nrs. 283m. 4887- . Ditto g BOII'Dd_ftaUX
9 49 C. F. Barden ,g Bordeaux n May, iS#s 24 hrs. 529m. ~5y. Ditto . itto
20 g+ J- W. Stocks Catford 14 Oct., 1895 o Pite
A.— Amateur. B .— Uirficensed. C.— Class B. D.— Professional
ENGLISH PATH RECORDS. -SAFETY BICYCLE

AMATEUR.

(Under N.C.U. Rules)

UNLICENSED

uyYCLh.

AMATEUR.

DATE

14 Oct., 1895,
10 Sept., 1895

..Buffalo, Paris 1t Aug., 1895.

14 Oct., 1895

... 7-8 Sep., 1895.

Ditto
Ditto

(.Yotrecognised by N.C.U.)-

26}: E. E. Parlby Catford 28 Aug., 1895 JE W chi
29} Ditto Ditto 17 Aug., 1895 F-s- | 25| » W. Chinn Catford .. 13 Sep., 1895
S5HL R.A. Marples Ditto 18 Sep., 1895 _T.GibbonBrooks Ditto 15 Oct., 1895
26i Ditto i ) 30* Ditto Ditto Citto
5i | Ditto B,'IIE g.'tttm i 57i F.W.Chinn Ditto 28 Oct., 1895
10 26% R. Palmer Ditto 31 Au;} %03 i ' Hi T.Gibbon-Brooks Ditto 15 Oct., 1893
21 g2 Ditto Ditto - 1 53* Ditto Ditto Ditto
Ditto
: ) 5 i !
55 9} C.G.Wridgway. Herne Hill Ditto I 28 - J W-Dsitftzks [D)I:io 14 Oct., 1895,
:g 43 ED ?:mot Ditto 7 Sep ,i895 5 5 Hi Ditto D'Itto e
Itto iti
27111, 2307. c'G'quZ catford .. 17 Aug . LR95 50 I 48 3.* J. Platt Betts Ditto 10 SP'“%$95
139m. 9507 Gl Hl p e Herne Hill 31 Aug, 895 100 3 54 2Qi A. E. Walters Ditt .

: : . Hunt ... Ditto 21 Sep., i8g* | hr i Itto 7 Sep., 1895
261m. t2507. Ditto Ditto . - 29m. 45y J.W . Stocks Ditto 14 Oct.. 1895
460m. 12967. p W . Shorland ; Ditto 6 hrs- 143m. 4567, Ditto Ditto 24 Aug., 1895

LW . Ditto 27-z8July'94 12 hrs 261m. t094y, A E. wallers Putney 21'22 [Ot6+05
24 tre. 17401 t568y. Ditto fnnft'nc
been equalled by T, G. Broths-
SAFETY BICYCLE.
TRICYCLE.
PROFESSIONAL.-(['nder N.C.U. Rules.) LICENSED
2({ c.F.Barden Catford
.- 26 June, 1S9* f -5, » .
57* . . Harris Catford iHEA itto ep.,
1 z6] Ditto Dltto 27 Seri;'mlHtJ } 1 7i E. L. Winbolt ,Wood Green 12 Oct., 1895
R U B+ S O

- . . Harris i | iItto Ditt

‘9 JSAII C F.Barden Dine 27 Sep, 1893 5 59 F.T. Bowen Herne Hill 7 Nov.. 1893.

20 45i Ditto Dlittg 27 June, 1895 to 25 39* A.e. llsley IWood Green 8 June, 1895

55 59} J- Michael Ditto pitto 29 ' 7 -6* F.T-Bowen IHeme Hill 31 Oct.,(1893.

55 14| Ditto i 13 July. 1805 50 2 47 45% E. Steel ; Putney 20Sep., 1894
4 1 39f Ditt Do Ditto 100 4 58 33% Ditto Ditto Ditt
26m. 12407 Dlittg Do Ditto Lhr 22m. 6407 F.T. Bowen Heme Hill 31 Octl 01893-
Laam. s5n7 Do Ditto Ditto 6 hrs. ji6m. i6Soy. E. Steel Putnev ZOSep”1894-

None Ditto Ditto 12 hrs. 223m. 10857. Ditto . Ditto Ditto

None 24 hrs. 410m. Ilioy, .F. T. BidUke [ Herne Hill 215 jitly,,'9i

* Not considered by the N.C.C.
TANDEM SAFETY.
LICENSED AMATEUR.-ECW er N.C.U. Rules.)

36* J. Aram & A. W

Harris Herne Hill 25 ; 55 46* J-B. Cooke&W .
31S F.W. Weatherly , 21 Sep.. 1895 | S. Yeoman Heme Hill g jyly, 1895

SN oy s 300 % O e "o
554 Ditto i ; Ditto
i Ditto g.'ttt“’ Ditto I hr. 127m.  2oy. Ditto Ditto Ditto

'\ 53 D itto Di'ttg Ditto 6 hrs '14610.i50y.: J. F. Rudham &

10 48 Ditto Ditt Ditto . C.Chappie _ Ditto 28 Se i8

21 523 ! itto 6July. 1895 12 hrs. U62m. jiooy 3.P. km Clark & B 583

Ditto - Ditto Ditto 1
P.R. Goodwin Wood Green '14 Sep , 1895
24 hrs. None

« F s.

denotes flying start



Recorp. | 'ME OR
Miles. H. M ft
f-s. J 26
i 332
i 1 oi
i 1 292
f.-s. 1 I 5297
1 2
f-s. i 259
i 35*

i I
i 129

RECORD.

Miles.

50
100

12 hrs.

24 hrs.
London — Brighton
and BacKk.............

London - - Bath and
Back
London and York

Londonand Liverpool.

London & Edinburgh

Liverp'l ft Edinburgh

Land's End to John
o'Groat's

IJCENSET*
FOLDERS. ItACE. DATE.
P. Whbeelock, G.
A. Hodges, &
C- T. Hodges... Catford . iS Sep.. 1895
P Wheelock, I.

B Cooke, & W.

S. Yeoman Herne Hill 19 Oct., 1895
Ditto I>itto Ditto
Ditto Ditto Ditto

P. Wheelock, G.

A. Hodges. &

C. T. Hodges... Catford .. 18 Sep.. 1595
P. Wheelock. J.

B Cooke. 3:\V.

S Yeoman Herne Hih Dot. rSqgs

No mPrefessional "

LICENSED AMATEUR.—

Poole, Fernhead,

Stone, ft Dark CatforJ
Ditto Ditto
Ditto Ditto
Ditto Ditto

No Records over ro m

TRIPLET SAFETY.
AMATEUR.— (L'nrier N.C.U. Rii/cf. |

or "

TIME OK

QUADRUPLET SAFETY.

.. 28Aug., iSqj

Ditto
Ditto
! Ditto

iles, nor any

ENGLISH ROAD RECORDS.— (Recogniseii by Ihe R.R.A.J

SAFETY.
TiMB OR ° s
DISTANCE. HOLDERS.
H. M. S.
, 55 s50 A.E.Walters. .
4 21 45 Ditto
217 miles 1M, A Holbein
397 mites Ditto

5 34 58 | A. A. Chase

12 31 4 W. J Neasnu . .
I 29 15 C. C. Fontaine

12 29 — 1E J Steel

27 38 O !'W. ]. Neason

»5 3 o H.B. Saunders

3d. i-h. 49m G. p. Mills

TANDEM SAFETY.

5« | 55 50 J Wallga & t.
Wheelrck
too 4 46 18 M. A. Holbein
& J. W. Stocks..
12 hrs. 2213 miles Ditto
24 hrs 397i miles M. A. Holbein
i ft J. A. Bennett
London — Brighton
andBack............. None
London — Bath and!
Back .. one
Ixjndon and York 12 33 0 G.P MillsAT
. A Edge
London and Liverpool None
London & Edinburgh 27 33 O E Oxborrow &
Liverp'] ft Edinbargb’ None H. H. Sanson
Land s End to John
O Lrcoats ... 3d. 4b. 45m G. P. MiHS&T.

A Edge

HATE.

15 Oct., 1895
Ditto

4-5 Jul¥. '95
Ditto

.. 36Sep., 1893

1 May, 1895
18 Oct.. 1895
9 .May, 181%

. «27-°8JUlj,95

20Sep.. 1894

.. 18-21 June, 'A4

15 Oct. 1895

29May, 1895
Ditto

4 Sep . 1895

24 July, 1895
20-21 Sep., '0L

8-11 July, tS95

RECORD. /o ok HOLDERS. PLACE.
Mile,. 1. M. s °
5 33t H-H. Ciarie, P.
Litchfield, & F.
J. Lillie llerne Hill
10 22 58~ Dtito Idtto
25 57 231 Ditto Ditto
50 2 1 233 Ditto Ditto
100 4 14 lof Ditto Ditto
I hr. 26m. 402y. Ditto Ditto
6 hrs. None
12 hrs. None
24 hrs. None
Unlicensed " records.
N.C.U. Rules.)
11 2 O* Poole, Fernhead,
Sione, & Dark Catford
5 5% Ditto Ditto
10 1 20 22n Ditto Ditto
1
" Professional” or Unlicensed" Records.
TRICYCLE.
TIME OK
RECORD. POLDERS.
DISTANCE.
niiles. H. M. s.
50 2 22 3 F.T Bidlake ..
100 5 15 57 Ditto
12 hrs. 194] miles Ditto
24 hrs. 3j6] mites Ditto
London — Brighton
and Back ... 6 18 28 J. Parsley
London — Bath and
back ... 6 1 35 F. Marlin
I-ondon and York 13 19 0 F T Bidlake ..
1-Ondonand Lii-erpool 14 57 o S H. Keeling..
London ft Edinburgh None
LiverpT & Edinburgh None
Land’s End lo John
o'Groat's......e...... 3d. i6h. 47m. G. p. Mills
TANDEM TRICYCLE.
50 2 16 50 S. D.Beghie &
T. G. King, jun.
foo 5 30 3t S.F.Edge & J
E. L. Bates ...
12 hrs. 180J miles 11. A. Holbein
& F. T. Bidlake
24 hrs. 333 miles Ditto
London — Brighton
andBack............. None
London — Bath and
BacK.....coovevvrenen None
London and Y'ork 13 19 0 M.A'HolteiQft
F. W. Sherlaod
London and Liverpool None
London ft Edinbuggh None
Liverp'l & Edinburgh. None
Land's End to John
OGroats .............. None

DATS.

G July, 1893
Ditto
Ditto
Ditto
Ditto
Ditto

. 28A0g ,1895

‘Ditto
Ditto

DATE.

10 July, 1894
13 June, 1895
15 Sep.. 18%4

*
17 Oct, 1895
23 Aug.;1895
29 Sep , 1892
13 June. 1894
.a

5-8June. 18931

I Oct., 1S94
18 Oct , 189a

21 June, i89i
Ditto

29 Sep , 1892



GAPE LEADS! VALUE FOR MOHEY!
‘GAI\/IZE\TANITZ:E'SEET(H:EyCIeS

Slagley Stovif, Siand Ko. 4B

“GAMSPEDE.” Up- to date.

Beeston Tyres £9 9s. Dunlop £9 17s. 6d
With Leather Gear Case £10 10s

THE “ILIXUM.” Better than ever.

Dunlop Tyres £12 12s. Equal to machines listed at £22.

THE *“ SPECIAL GAMAGE”

HIGHEST riNISH AND QUALITY.
Eq,vaa.l to tKe 1l#est,a.nd surpassed toynone

X6 a> 7
SPECIAL SHOW OF LADIES SAFETIES

Tls “GAMSI>EI>E" ilop Tyr 6d,

Tto “GIiIXMAGE?" 99 X7 ed.

Tto SPECI&I GAMAGE’*(DIpTy)£X6 XGS. od, .
THE “GAMAGE MIDGET?”

FOR BOY'S AND GIRL'S UP TO TEN YEARS. \

Right-up-to Date. Weight only 18 Ibs. Dunlop Tyres fiS Ss. o

Remember, The Number is





