The Rockwoed Review

The death of bicycling as asport
is apparently near at hand. aul the
decline of interest 1n cycling as a
pastime has been atmoast as rapid
as was ita developinzant.  The ma-
jority of people merely use the
“silent steed” as a malter of con-
venience, and this is really its legi-
timate place. A few young men
and women who are cooped vpin
offices and shops, no doubt find
their bicycles of great use in giv-
ing them a maximum amouat of
outdoor exercise in a minimum of
time, but the droves of red faced
panting enthusiasts, who used to
crowd the dusty country rads at
all hours of the day, imagining
that they were enjoying them-
selves, have disappeared. Even
the Rockwood Bicycle Clubis only
a dim tradition, in which
lager beer, Billy Shea and the
ambulance waggon figure more
extensively than the bicycle itself.
All of this does not mean that the
bicycle is not as prominentas it
ever was, but merely emphasizes
the fact that the wheei is no longer
+ one ‘‘eternal round of pleasure.”

Bicycle racing has very properly
been ostracized by the generz] pub-
lic. The professional—amaleur
wheel advertisemeuts, pacers. and
other paraphernalia soon ended
the interest of those who had a
true liking for the sport—then
again those who raced foand the
track practice almost as monoton-
ous as a criminal does the tread-
mill.  We could not gt aloug
without the bicycle as a conveni-
ence. We can exist without it as
a meaus of recreation.

The remarkable development
of Queens as a University is an
object lesson well worth studyiug,
and Principal Grant isto be highly
commended for cultivating the
spirit of sturdy independence
which has always characlerized
this successful institution. King-
ston acted wisely in encouruging
Queens. This bonus will bring
more grist to the mill than half a
dozen graiu elevators.

A zriecal pzis expresssl that
Me. MeCammon and his asoetates
will revive the Dramuic Club
an ewly A, Itis sail that the
uam wrrie T me regard themsely :s
as oo ¢ 1 Looking to mke st
clasi coons, 50 a minstrel show is
out of the question.  Several ghol
farces are s1id to b2 on the muarket
Let us havs some of them.

Me. R H.Mualin paid us a flying
vistt on the ozcasion of the Aiyo-
naut Granite Match, which by the
way he refereed. It was no doubt
the experience of his lifetinte, but
he dea't fairly with both teawms,
although the usual kick was com-
ing from some of the players, The
lot of the referee is not a happy
one, and the touch line critics whe
are generally as ignorant of foot-
ball knowledye as a bald head is of
hair, are worse than the players
themselves.

Rather a funny iacident from
which a moral might be extracted
took place at a recent foothall
match, A policeman, of football
fame, was engaged keeping back
the crowd that was rather trouble-
some. A dispute took place on the
touch line and the angry onlookers
of course took part in the discus.
sion. T'he policeman forgot his
duty entered into the altercation
aud was just about to hit one of
the players with his baton, when
the player quietly remarkod that
he thought the police were eugag-
ed to keep back the crowd and not
to iaterfere with the game. The
offizer tok the hint and sheepishly
returned to consciousness and his
duty.

A new arrangement is to come
in force regarding Tuewday night
entertaimments. In deference to
the wishes of those of delicate
nerves the band will play once a
mounth only, and will carefully
avoid anything but the most sooth-
ing and seductive melodies, The
orchestra will take a more promiun-
ent part than heretofore, and the
new vocalists of talent who have
recently been added to the staff
will come ¢o the front.



