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INTRODUCTION
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AT FIRST, the title “How to Buy an Elephant” was just a wise-guy conceit, a reference to the old-style elephant jokes, which ran something like this:

First Man: Have I got a deal for you, an elephant for only $500!

Second Man: I haven’t the room, and what would I want with an elephant?

First Man: Okay, how about two for five hundred?

Second Man: Now you’re talking!

Then I was faced with those most literal of people, editors and publishers. They really wanted to know. How do you buy an elephant ? So I’d run a little riff; “Well, the first three rules are:



	You want an Asian elephant, they’re easier to train.

	You want a female, not a male. Males go into “must,” which is something like going into heat, and after all, they weigh five thousand pounds.

	You want a little one, not more than three years old. You wouldn’t want it to have bad habits, and it would cost less to ship.”



Accidentally I heard a TV panel show talking about “What animal would you choose if you were on a desert island?” and the panel to a man said, “A cow for the milk,” which shows a lack of knowledge of bovine biology, but I was still surprised to hear the expert say, “An elephant; they live a long time, learn to do a great many things, and are good company.”

My routine was complete; I proceeded to ignore the question. How to Buy an Elephant was just what the book was called. It was about “things you didn’t know you wanted to know,” and I had lots of things that I wanted to check out . . . How do you ride a high wheeler? (p. 16) How do you take a shower bath? (p. 167) How do you have good posture? (p. 184) I also had material that I had run out of people to show, like “The Dangers of Tight-Lacing” (p. 68), “The Bedroom Chair as Gymnasium” (p. 206), and “Whom and When to Marry” (p. 25).

I knew that I would find things that I wasn’t looking for that I would also want to include. “The Art of Mind-Reading Revealed” (p. 59) and “Weather Prognostics” (p. 195) are some of the things that jumped into view in the process of putting this book together.

I had some Government Printing Office material that I thought others should see, especially “How to Climb a Ladder” (p. 86), since over the years I have known quite a number of people who hurt themselves by not knowing how. And “Signal to Cranes” (p. 52) appeals to the Walter Mitty in each of us.

Some that beg to be read out loud, I have hoarded to myself for many years. I am finally sharing these secret treasures: “Forster Powell: The Celebrated Pedestrian” (p. 164) and Lieutenant Colonel Baron de Berenger’s “If Attacked by a Bull” (p. 23) and “Protecting Life and Property: Safety on the Highways when Traveling” (p. 96).

I’ve put in some favorite bits of history: information on how to ride a railway train (p. 186), “Pneumatic Railways and Rapid Transit in NYC” (p. 146), and, of course, plenty of material about elephants. A friend with access to a computer produced several pounds of printed pages, and I read through story after story of “unmanageable elephants” that had to be disposed of in one grotesque manner or another, so it seemed logical that the Asian elephant had been placed on the endangered species list, and it was obvious that the African would soon be there also. Then the fact that two of the largest wild animal dealers on the East Coast had recently gone out of business seemed ominous in some way.

The only cheerful note was that the Central Park Zoo’s African female, which is on loan to the Knoxville Zoo for breeding, was pregnant [1977]. This will be the first African elephant ever born in America. My beau-jest had turned quite bitter. My three rules were more or less true and in their truth had proved damaging to the further existence of elephants: Most imported elephants have been Asian, female, and immature, thus reducing the breeding stock.

The TV expert also proved correct. Elephants do live a long time, learn very difficult things, and, not only that, they make good babysitters, too! (See “The Elephant at Work” [p. 213)].

I have included “Jumbo and the White Elephant War” (p. 5) purely because I thought it was fine reading—one of my principal reasons for choosing anything for this book I wish that there were some way that I could thank the many authors whose work I have used—and probably misused, because the longer articles had to be cut and rearranged and in some cases rewritten. They had more time and room in those days to express themselves, and I hope that I have not done too much violence to their ideas in my handling of them.

I also thank my editor, my family, and my friends for being so forbearing during this difficult time. Any measure of success this book may have is a result of their leaving me strictly alone to brood.

John Krausz






HOW DO YOU BUY AN ELEPHANT?


JOHN KRAUSZ, 1977
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THE BUYING of an elephant is increasingly difficult for anyone, circus, zoo dealer, or eccentric. At present the Asian elephant, male and female, is on the endangered species list, making importation impossible and raising current costs of already imported animals to an unprecedented high. Only Southwick’s Bird & Animal Farm in Blackstone, Massachusetts, remains in business as a major East Coast importer of elephants. While owners of elephants will claim that no two have ever been bought in the same way, the majority of animals are in fact purchased through dealers.

Barnum & Bailey Circus has purchased all its elephants either from dealers or small circuses that were going out of business. They would never buy an animal from a zoo, since it would either be badly trained or an unmanageable animal—nor do they bother to buy elephants from foreign dealers or governments, since it’s too complicated and time consuming. All of their elephants are bought for performing purposes, and while they have Africans as well as Asians, they claim the Africans are stupider and harder to train. (One man can get an elephant act trained and together in six months.) In the past they have paid dealers approximately $7,500 for Asian elephants—off the boat from India—with permits provided by the dealers and no quarantine necessary.

The Bronx Zoo bought their elephants with the intention of breeding Asians in this country and thereby avoiding the problems of their status as endangered. In the fall of ’73 they bought three females and one male—paying $4,600 per elephant—through Danny Southwick, the late Massachusetts import mogul.

They also have one African female, who, despite African elephants’ reputation for being “harder to handle,” has not been more difficult than their four Asians. She is currently on loan to the Knoxville Zoo—for mating—and on writing of this article she has just become pregnant (Summer 1977). No African elephant has ever been born in the U.S. until now.

Central Park Zoo has one Asian female that they paid $3,000 for in 1963, bought from Trefflich’s, a large N.Y. animal dealing company that has gone out of business. Trefflich’s, in turn, had bought this same elephant from Deitch’s—a large animal farm in Fairlane, New Jersey, which is also out of business.

As for the dealers themselves, they buy elephants not only from countries of origin—Kenya, Thailand, India, etc.—but also from all of the same sources they sell to. Often a circus going out of business, another dealer, a small animal park, or private zoo will sell an elephant already in the U.S. to a dealer.

Before the Endangered Species Act of Dec. 28, 1973, buying elephants from the foregoing countries required having contacts in those countries, either trapper/ dealers or the governments themselves; applying for permits from the U.S. Department of Agriculture (Fish and Wildlife Division); and paying for shipping costs. According to Southwick’s, the average age of imported elephants was two years old, and they were generally less than fifty inches high. The majority of orders were for females, and all the animals arrived at JFK airport—one of thirteen approved ports of entry for wild animals. The shipping itself costs approximately $1,500 to $2,000 ($2.60 per pound: the elephant weighs 600 to 800 pounds without its crate). Their traveling accommodations from India included a wooden framed cage; their legs were tied to the frames for the 14-to 15-hour flight. From Kenya they traveled in wooden boxes with metal trays at the bottom (for droppings) and open board tops, fronts, and backs.

Southwick’s Asian sources (which are no longer operational, now that permits for importation cannot be obtained) included trapper/dealers in Bangkok, Thailand, and the Delhi area of India. Their African source is a dealer in Kenya who owns a small farm, hires trappers, and ships animals all over the world. While the Asians previously imported arrived partially trained—not for tricks but for handling—the Africans are wild upon arrival.
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The current prices—1977—are quoted at: Africans, $7,500; Asians (already in this country), $15,000. And delivery—from time of ordering—is usually upwards of two months.

In order to bring an elephant into the U.S., a permit for importation must be obtained from the Department of Agriculture, Fish and Wildlife Division, and while there is no cost for such permission, certain criteria must be met. These criteria involve inspection of the grounds and facilities provided for the elephant, the handlers’ expertise, and availability of veterinary care. It is for this reason that individual parties find it impossible to receive the necessary permission, and importation is restricted to animal farms, dealers, zoos, and circuses.

While the passage of the Endangered Species Act (Dec. 28, 1973) has made it illegal or virtually impossible to import Asian elephants, some consideration is given to whether the animal was purchased before the bill was passed and to whether it was born in captivity or in the wild.

Africans—which do not fall under this act—still require permits and clearance through the Federal Register before being admitted to this country, and the government specifies a period of 90 to 120 days for such permission to clear.


Do Elephants Snore?

Mammal curator at the Bronx Zoo, Mr. MacNamara, said he couldn’t tell because their stomachs rumble so loudly when they sleep, you can’t hear anything else.

Central Park Zoo reports it’s difficult to sneak up on an elephant to find out! They don’t like to be caught on their sides and will wake when anyone approaches close enough to find out. But they do make a strange gasping sound . . .







JUMBO & THE WHITE ELEPHANT WAR

W. C. THOMPSON, ON THE ROAD WITH THE CIRCUS (1903)
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JUMBO was the biggest elephant ever in this country, and few are in on the secret that the tremendous success of the animal’s tour was an accident of fortune,” observed our elephant man. “He was an African animal and very stupid, but always good-natured. An agent of the big American circus heard that he was the tallest pachyderm in captivity and that London was anxious to sell him. The man closed the sale for two thousand pounds, with no conception of the money-making prize he was securing. The beast had been a pet with the children in the London Zoological Gardens, but the announcement of his purchase by Americans was received with no especial expressions of regret. It required two weeks to build a van-like cage for the journey by sea, and then keepers went to the zoo to lead Jumbo to the ship. He strode along all right until the gate of the garden closed behind them and then lay down in the street. It was a pure case of elephantine obstinacy, and the animal wouldn’t budge. There he measured his length in the dust for twenty-four hours despite all urging and entreaty, to the despair of his custodians, who little realized the wonderful effect the incident would have on the owner’s pocketbook.

“The English newspapers soon heard of the occurrence and promptly seized upon it for an effective ‘story.’ ‘Dear old Jumbo,’ they said, ‘refused to leave the scene of his happy days with the children; his exhibition of protest was one of remarkable sagacity; they hoped he would continue to defy the Yankee showmen and remain in London; he was the pet and friend of the little ones and ought never to have been disposed of, any way.’ The elephant when in repose or resistance rests on his knees, and one of the newspapers sagely remarked that Jumbo was in an attitude of prayer. The Humane Society was appealed to and someone made a sympathetic hit by telling how lonesome and melancholy was Alice, the abandoned ‘wife.’ The pathos of the thing was very affecting, on the surface, but a phenomenal advertisement.

“The animal finally got on his feet and marched to the boat. Weeping women and children lined the way. The circus owners were then alive to the possibilities and, concealing their identity, got out an injunction, ‘in the interests of the London public,’ attempting to restrain the brute’s departure. Of course, it was dissolved, but it kept feeling at high pitch up to the time of sailing. I remember the Baroness Burdett-Coutts and a party of distinguished companions visited the steamer to say good-bye and left a big box of buns, of which Jumbo was very fond, for his use during the voyage.

“The story of the brute’s reluctance to leave his young friends in England was broadcast and he became the feature of the circus, whereas otherwise he would probably have attracted only passing attention. It was his own fortuitous conduct and not the superior skill of the showman that made his circus career so profitable. Jumbo was killed by a train at St. Thomas, Ontario, in July, 1885. A dwarf elephant with him escaped injury, and the show made some capital by asserting that the big elephant sacrificed his own life in shielding his small companion. As a matter of fact, he was seized with another fit of unyielding stubbornness and wouldn’t step down an embankment out of an express’s path. He was never south of Louisville or west of Omaha. Matthew Scott was his keeper. He shared not only his bed, but his bread and tobacco with his charge. After the brute’s death he followed the circus wherever it went, and during the winter visited almost daily the preserved skin and bones of his late companion.

“There was, of course, a Jumbo II, but he was nowhere near the size of the original beast. Harnessed with electrodes and other apparatus he stood in the middle of the Stadium at the Exposition Grounds at Buffalo, N.Y., on November 9, 1901, and gave the world a practical demonstration that an elephant can take twenty-two hundred volts of electricity with apparent unconcern. If the electric current reached his nerves he manifested no sign of it. Electric wires had been run from the Exposition power house to what was to be Jumbo II’s death platform, and when the signal was given, twenty-two hundred volts were turned on. It merely tickled the beast. Jumbo II was unharnessed and taken back to his home in the Midway. Explanations made by the electricians were that the elephant’s hide had the resistance of rubber and formed a non-conductor impervious to electricity. Others said the voltage was not sufficient.

“The white elephant campaign in the ’80s was about the fiercest bit of circus rivalry I was ever mixed up in,” he continued. “The Barnum show was the first to get one of the brutes. Their agent bought him from King Theebaw, the erratic sovereign of Burmah. The elephant was not white, but a leprous-looking shade of flesh color. It was really the first time one of these Albinos had ever been brought out of Asia. All that the king had done in the extravagant execution of his autocratic power was as nothing compared to the sale of the white elephant, and his subjects were furious. You see, the white elephant is a sacred emblem. It is addressed as ‘Lord of Lords.’ Priests prostrate themselves as it passes by and all the honors of worship are paid to it. A noble of high rank has to be its chamberlain. Its retinue is fit for a prince of the blood royal. Sickness in the sacred animal is ominous of coming evil. Its demeanor and gestures afford auguries, auspicious or sinister. For three years the Barnum white elephant made a lot of money for the show. Crowds flocked to see it, serene and placid and gently fanning itself with its wide ears, under a large Japanese parasol, native keepers meanwhile playing their queer musical instruments.”
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HOW TO BE A GUEST IN AN ENGLISH COUNTRY HOME

MRS. M. L. RAYNE, GEMS OF DEPORTMENT (1881)
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A FAMOUS writer who visited our country several years ago, says the “American Queen,” wrote a book about us, in which he declared that while an American knew how to be a host he did not yet understand the propriety of being a guest. It is probably quite true than an American did not in former years understand the severe etiquette which reigns in an English country-house. There the guests are expected to come at the hour invited, neither sooner nor later, and to leave precisely at the time when their term of invitation expires. It will be remembered that on the recent occasion of a tour around the world by a distinguished American general, he arrived at Windsor Castle, where he was an invited guest, some hours earlier than he was expected. There was no one to receive the company of foreigners. The queen was out riding with her daughter Beatrice, and never for a moment anticipating the arrival of her guests before the time specified in the note of invitation, had left no direction about receiving them at the Castle; and the court journal announced Her Majesty as looking “cross and sun-burned,” when she alighted at her own doors, and found the guests whom she intended to honor seated stiffly in a reception room.

The reason of this English system of notifying guests of their expected stay and departure is this: A number of guests are invited with a certain formality for three days, and another company for the ensuing three days, which invitation is always so accurate that it specifies even if the guest is to leave by the “eleven train” or the “one train,” as they express it in England. The great house is thus filled with a series of congenial guests from the 1st of September, when the shooting begins, until after Christmas. The leisure man who is a good story-teller, can sing a song, or act in private theatricals, is much in demand; and on the events of these country visits hang most of the incidents of the modern society novel. Dickens described the less stately hospitality of the English country squire in his “Christmas at the Wardles’,” where the renowned Pickwick Club spent, perhaps, the most jolly week of which we have any account in modern literature.
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But even jolly Mr. Wardle, or the class which he is made to represent, would be particular as to a certain etiquette. Mr. Wardle would expect all his guests to arrive at the hour which he had named, and to be punctual at dinner.

It would be better for us in this country if we were as particular about the duties of a guest. We are too apt to suit our own convenience about going to see our friends; and, trusting to that boundless American hospitality, we decline an invitation for the 6th, saying we can come on the 9th of the month, which is not in accordance with the etiquette of the occasion, since we should either go on the 6th or not at all. We should also ask our host to define the limits of our stay, so that we may not exhaust our welcome. The terms of an American invitation are hospitably vague: “Come when you can, and stay as long as you like”—a social word kindness, at variance with the rules of etiquette.

“Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest,” is found in the Arabian as well as in the Latin poets. The Arab goes further: “He who tastes my salt is sacred. Neither I nor my household shall attack him, nor shall one word be said against him.” One phrase is worthy of particular study: “Nor shall one word be said against him”; no stabs in the back as he goes his way. Unless a guest has been publicly objectionable, it is in the worst possible taste to criticize him after he is gone. He has come to you at your own invitation; he has stayed at your house at your request; he has come as to an altar of safety, an ark of refuge, to your friendly roof. Your kind welcome has unlocked his reserve. He has spoken freely, laid off his armor, felt that he was in the presence of friends. If, in so doing, you have discovered in him a weak spot, be careful how you attack it. The intimate unreserve of your fireside should be respected. And upon the guest an equal, nay, a superior, conscientiousness should rest as to any revelation of what particular secrets she may discover while he is a visitor. No man or woman should go from house to house bearing tales, and spreading foolish and injurious reports or scandal. No stories of the weakness of this member of the family or the eccentricities of that one should ever be heard from the lips of a guest. “Whose bread I have eaten, he is henceforth a brother,” is another fine Arab proverb, worthy of being engraved on all our walls.
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Much harm is done by the gadding and gossiping visitor through the thoughtless habit of telling of the manner of life, of the faults, quarrels, or shortcomings of the family under whose roof the careless talker has been admitted. Even much talk of their habits and ways is in bad taste. Speak always well of your entertainers, but say little of their domestic life. Do not violate the sanctity of that fireside treat whose roof-tree has sheltered you. Such is the true old Anglo-Saxon idea of the duty of a guest. It holds well today. We can not improve upon it.

Manifest etiquette demands that, once in your friend’s house, you inform yourself as to the hours and customs, and conform exactly. Breakfast is an informal meal, and many large houses now allow their guests to take a cup of tea or coffee in their own room, with a slice of toast and an egg, and to not regularly breakfast until eleven or twelve o’clock, as the French do. But if it is the order of the house to have early breakfast, and the hostess says, “We shall expect you at the breakfast-table at eight o’clock,” the guest is bound to obey.

An American breakfast, though delicious, is quite too elaborate to begin the day on. We should be better for the more delicate morning meal of the Swiss people—a roll and a cup of café-au-lait.

As guests, we are bound to make ourselves as agreeable as possible. No little tempers, no sour looks, no adverse opinions, no unpleasant criticisms, should ever fall from the lips of a guest. The most disagreeable of all circumstances should find a guest firmly goodtempered. We are not asked to our friend’s house to show our little tempers. Never abuse the weather or the family dog. Although the long storm may seem tedious, the weather is, for the nonce, the property of your host. Try in every way to counteract the external gloom by suggesting that you can get up tableaux, assist at private theatricals, or take a hand at whist or bezique, or join in any amusement which may be on the tapis. Pay especial attention to the wishes of your hostess, who is the queen of the castle. Be her dutiful subject.

The servants are always a tender point. No one, however judicious and kindly, can bear to have a servant spoken of with dislike. We are the servants of our servants in a measure, and their defects are our especial property. We are jealous of their good name, even if we are aware of their faults. We may like to find fault with them ourselves, but we do not intend that any one else shall.

Above all things, never join in when one member of the family has a difference with another. This is a sad breach of social and domestic etiquette, and one that is never tolerated. It is characteristic of weak and imperfect human nature that we can abuse our own with impunity, but no friend or acquaintance will be permitted to meddle. If it is a breach of etiquette in those whom we are visiting to wash their soiled linen in public, it is even more for us to make the offense more enormous by lending our aid and countenance. As for those who interfere in the domestic tiffs between husband and wife, history, poetry, and the drama have sufficiently elucidated their unhappy fate.

Never notice any omissions in the provisions made for the comfort of guests. “Fussing” is characteristic of American ladies, who spend so much more time within doors than their English sisters. If the guest-chamber lacks some comfort you have been accustomed to, say nothing about it unless it is indispensable, in which case it was probably an oversight. Never ask to have windows opened or closed, fires made, or lunches served. If your hostess has not made sufficient preparations for your comfort, cut your visit short, depart gracefully, and avoid her invitations in future; but keep your discomfiture locked in your own bosom.

The Arab law of hospitality is so noble, so comprehensive, so grand, that, although it transcends all social forms, we can use it to enforce the meaning of that law of etiquette and its vital spirit. Longfellow beautifully embodies an old-time castle of welcome in four lines in “The Old Clock on the Stairs”:


In that mansion used to be 
Free-hearted hospitality: 
His great fires up the chimney 
roared, 
The stranger feasted at his board.


There is another class of people who, with less money and living in a plain way, have none the less the great virtue of hospitality. They may be people of education, with fine aesthetic tastes, but are compelled to practice a severe economy. With only one servant, possibly not any, they will invite the one or two guests—dear friends, relatives, or those whom it is a pleasure to meet and entertain. The best bedroom is set in order; chickens are fed up and doomed to slaughter; early teas, to which neighbors are invited, are planned; and rides into pleasant nooks after Mayflowers, Autumn leaves, or whatever the attraction of the season may be, are set down for the visitor’s benefit. The hostess in this case does every thing at a sacrifice of self, and her visitors should not stay long enough to wear her out. Perhaps she is one of that numerous class of women who has worked hard in her home all Winter, and is expected to entertain city friends all Summer. Perhaps she is married to one of the sons who has kept the old home. All the brothers, with their troops of children, must come back to the old shade-trees and meadows for a quiet rest. Perhaps they have no special love for the hostess who presides over the old-time house; but it is such a convenient thing to have a place to visit where there is fresh air, pure milk, plenty of good fruit, and no bills to pay. Ten to one the wife in the country is more worn than her city relatives, and is in no wise able to bear the extra care or the additional cooking; for, by force of circumstances, she has been dressmaker, milliner, and servant. May be, in her large family, the whole year through she has turned dresses wrong side out and up side down. She has made every dollar go its farthest. And now her visitors have come to take up all her self-sacrifice has saved. It might have been a pleasure to entertain them for a week; but when they remain six weeks or two months the case is different. We once heard a gentleman remark that he could say all the new things he had to say to visitors in one day; and, as a rule, we quite agree with him. Of course, one has congenial friends, whom it is a pleasure to see much and often; but too many so-called friends are persons who are serving their own convenience and outraging the laws of hospitality—persons who never offer a helping hand, and seem oblivious that everything is done for them by their entertainers. Never make a Summer visit at the expense of anybody’s comfort.

A word about children visiting. Do not let them run over everybody, and monopolize every room. If they can not have a good time without destroying the comfort of a household, put them to bed, and keep them there, until they promise to amuse themselves in a rational manner. Children can be the most despotic little tyrants, as well as the sweetest of cherubs. They need a wholesome restraining, as much for their own good as for the happiness of older people.


Table Manners

A well-known writer on society topics says: Among the most trustworthy tests of good home training is placed that of table manners; and no individual can hope to acquire and to keep them who knows any difference in them, when in the privacy of the family circle, or in company. The properly trained youth does not annoy those next to whom he sits by fidgeting in his chair, moving his feet, playing with his bread, or with any of the table equipage. Neither does he chew his food with his mouth open, talk with it in his mouth, or make any of those noises in eating which are the characteristics of vulgarity. His food is not conveyed in too large or too small portions to his mouth; he neither holds his head as erect as though he had swallowed a ramrod, nor does he bury his face in his plate. He handles his knife and fork properly, and not overhanded, as a clown does; he removes them from the plate as soon as it is placed before him, and he crosses them side by side when he has finished, and not before, as this is the signal which a well-drilled butler observes for removing the plate. He does not leave his coffee-spoon or tea-spoon in his cup. He avoids using his handkerchief unnecessarily, or disgusting those at table with a trumpet-like performance with it. He does not converse in a loud tone, nor indulge in uproarious laughter.
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If he breaks anything, he is not profuse in his apologies, but shows his regret in his face and manner, rather than in words. Some writer has said: “As it is ill-mannered to express too much regret, so it is the essence of rudeness not to make an apology.” Titlebus Titmouse, when he broke a glass, assured his host that he would replace it with the best in London. This was rather too practical a form of showing his sincerity.

The well-bred man breaks his bread instead of cutting it, taking care not to crumble it in a slovenly way. He does not hesitate to pass any course of which he does not wish to partake, instead of playing with it, as a writer on table etiquette advises. He swallows his food before he leaves the table, and sees no occasion for astonishment because eating on the street is forbidden. All the details of good breeding are as familiar to him as his alphabet, and he has been taught to think that attention in small things is the true sign of a great mind, and that he who can in necessity consider the smallest can also compass the largest subjects.
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HOW TO RIDE A HIGH WHEELER

TIMSLEY BROTHERS, BICYCLING (1879)
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Riding and Learning to Ride

AN OUNCE of knowledge is worth a ton of theory, and there is no royal road to bicycle riding any more than there is to the attainment of any other desirable object. Cases are on record of persons learning the art in an incredibly short space of time, and we were informed the other day of an instance of a rider who purchased a machine at a large provincial factory, and after being shown simply how to mount, actually rode away on it, without any previous practice. Such instances are however extremely rare, and must not be allowed to mislead. Patient persevering practice is required to become a proficient and elegant bicyclist.

In the choice of a bicycle it is undoubtedly the truest economy to purchase only the best quality, and that from a well-known manufacturer, whose reputation is the buyer’s best safeguard for the superiority of the machine he sells.

For if it be considered that a bicycle, which must bear the wear and tear of all kinds of roads, and carry a weight of ten to fourteen stone at a rate of twelve to fifteen miles an hour, for days together if necessary, weighs only forty-five pounds, it will be at once conceded that not only must it be made of the very best materials which money can buy, but that its construction demands also the finest mechanical skill and ability which can be bestowed upon it.

Second rate material, and second rate labor, are not only absolutely unreliable, but perilous to life and limb. This warning cannot be too strenuously enforced.

A high class bicycle is not expensive beyond the first outlay; it may be ridden daily, and will last for years if only ordinary attention be paid to keeping the wearing parts well cleaned and lubricated with the best sperm oil. Even should a casualty occur, in most cases the necessary repairs and adjustments can be done at a trifling cost.

By way of illustration, we heard the other day of an overthrown bicycle being run over by a dray, at Aldershot, all the wheels of which passed over it; nevertheless the rider was run down by a van belonging to a menagerie, and although the wheel was knocked into the shape of a badly executed figure eight, no single spoke, screw, spring, or bearing was broken, and in a few hours the machine was made as efficient as before. These were high-class bicycles. On the other hand, you may, during the season, read almost weekly, in the Field, of tourists whose journeys have been delayed, or altogether abandoned, through such mishaps as “broken backbone,” “broken spokes,” and we have even seen “broken tires.” And to such reports you see almost invariably attached the name of a second-class maker.

The best known makers are Sparrow, of London, Keen, of Surbiton, Timerlake, of Maidenhead, Humber, of Nottingham, and The Coventry Machinists’ Company, of Coventry; the latter are the oldest established and by far the largest makers in the country, if indeed their factory and plant be not the largest in the world for the manufacture of bicycles.

It is well for the beginner not to be too ambitious about the size of the driving-wheel; confidence is more certainly acquirable for the largest possible radius the rider’s length of leg can compass, for the sake of the speed thereby to be obtained without any greater labor.

Where practicable, it is very advisable to learn on a small wooden machine, and we say experto crede, this will not be injured in appearance by the few harmless falls that the tyro generally has to take in the beginning, with the best grace he may. Decidedly the better way in the first instance is to obtain the assistance of a friend, and this there can be little difficulty in doing. The knack of balancing is really all there is to be actually learned, the rest comes by practice, and that gives the confidence which enables riders to do the great things in the way of speed and distance that the equestrian may sigh for in vain.

On a gentle slope and on a machine with a small wheel, you may then, alone if necessary, take your seat, and proceed, grasping the handle, not too tightly but never leaning on it, and if your machine be low enough for your feet to just touch the ground, so much the better. If you find the balance difficult to acquire on starting, and that the machine has an inclination to fall, a mere touch with the toe, on the ground, on whichever side the machine is falling, will right you again. The pedals must not be used in the first essays, the impetus given by the incline being sufficient to move the machine with quite enough velocity for you to learn to balance and steer. When you have mastered this, you have learned all that a bicyclist needs by way of precept. The next thing is to accustom the feet and legs to the motion of the pedals, in order to do which, it is necessary to place the feet lightly on them, allowing the motion of the machine to carry them round.
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LE BICYCLE DE 3 METRES DE RENARD (1878)
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MOUNTING




Do not attempt to exert any pressure on the pedals until you become thoroughly accustomed to their motion. As your feet are now employed and cannot touch the ground to restore equilibrium, if you experience a tendency to fall, bear in mind, to turn the wheel gently and without the slightest jerk in the direction the bicycle is falling. This is the whole secret of success in bicycle riding, and cannot be too attentively observed. To a finished rider this motion is an instinct, but, until you arrive at this stage of perfection, it will need to be carefully remembered and practiced. If you turn the wheel in the opposite direction you will assuredly fall. We have heard many people say, “Why! I should have turned the wheel just the opposite way!” but we repeat this is an error, it must be turned in the direction in which you have a tendency to fall, and the more skillfully you bring the rule into practice, the more certain and speedy will be your progress. After a little experience in riding, so that you have become somewhat accustomed to the balance and the pedals, you may endeavor to mount. This, it is advisable, should be first attempted from some support, such as a wall or post, and not by the step. You will by this means gradually acquire the confidence necessary to mount and also dismount by means of the step in the proper manner. To mount by a wall, you place the machine in a nearly upright position against it, placing the pedal that is away from the wall just past the top of the throw. This is to ensure your getting a good start with your outside foot. Mount your machine and take hold of the outside handle, but with the other hand steady yourself against the wall, gently bringing the machine into a perpendicular position. As soon as it has attained this, push your outside pedal downwards, this will give you the requisite start and enable you to bring your other foot into use. This way of mounting will answer your purpose until you have arrived at some proficiency as a rider; you may then endeavor to do so in the ordinary way, by means of the step. To do this, take the machine by both handles, place the left toe upon the step, and, taking two or three short hops to get a little “way” on the machine, raise yourself on the step and drop into the saddle. In learning, it is always best to do this on a gentle descent; it is also desirable, in order to avoid a fall, to keep the wheel turned about two inches out of the perpendicular and towards you, so that, in the event of your not succeeding in reaching the saddle at the first attempt, you will drop on the side you started from.
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THE LEG-REST—DOWN-HILL




It is quite impossible to state arbitrarily how long this state of pupilage will last. No two riders, on comparing notes, ever find their experiences coincident. We can only counsel patience and resolution, and give the assurance that bicycling is not so difficult after all, and that success is within easy reach of all who persevere; a few hours being generally enough to learn each successive stage on the way to complete mastery over the machine. Frequent practice (but not by exhaustive spells of work) is of the greatest importance; and a sure aid to the maintenance of self-possession is to bear continually in mind the few precepts we venture to give. Of course, an impending fall, if not checked by gently and slightly turning the front wheel in the direction you are falling, as previously suggested, must be submitted to, and rendered as little unpleasant as possible; we therefore counsel the rider to yield to the machine if it does not immediately right itself on the action of the handle, and waiting till it has nearly reached the ground, then throw out the leg. The acquisition of a graceful and easy seat, and the economy of your motive power, are the next two things to be striven for. Avoid stiffness, whether in the joints of the legs and arms, or in the pose of the body, and do not attempt to sit rigidly upright with military exactness. The act of dismounting being exactly the converse of mounting, it is scarcely necessary to say more than that the left toe should be accustomed to seek the step and find it with ease, whereupon the rider can drop lightly on the ground on his right foot, not relinquishing his hold of the machine handle until he is safe on terra firma. Experienced riders generally acquire the habit of descending without using the step, and leave the machine from the treadle direct, or by throwing the left leg over the handle. A tyro should never attempt this.
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