MOTOR_CYCLING

DIARY of a THROTTLE TWISTER

JUST FANCY

MANY a witless whimscrack has

arted with the words Just

Fancy, eg—Tramp No. 1: “Just

funcy—a seven-course dinner, cigars

nm! liqueurs, ail for &d
Wi 7

nu lden hul Jus! fﬂn(‘)

HIS cr mine Es no mere varia-
ion of the theme. When I say
to you: “ Just fancy . . . 108 m.p.h.
in second gear,” I mean that
in my capacity as Tall Stories Dept.
I have just had the remarkable ex-
perience of riding a properly and
Jegally equmpod road-going motor-
cycle at 106 in second gear, More-
over, ou a road (public not
admitted, so therel).

The more elderly of my
readers may remember

Alluring, sleek
in its integument
of chrome plate
—the outsize
B.ough-Superior
tried by “Castor.””

|hat early in 1031 one

(and-what-a-man)
Hobbs of Guildford, lent
me what was described as
the world's fastest touring
bike. I took it touring at
around 106 m.ph. No
faster, because being at the time
members of the public, Hobbs and I
must needs use a public road, in-
fested with Trojans, perambulators,
waifs and strays, all ea"nr to leave
a wife 'md two rh

FHLS time it was dmerenr The

road was different (closed). The
bike was different (faster). Since
last spring the compression of this
1,200 c.c. Brough-Sup. had sprung
up to 8} to 1. The cams had be-
come more advantageously lumpy.
Twin carburetters grew where once
there was one. The valves were

The wizardry of Ted Barag-
wanath had been at wor! .

‘Was there ever so Eureka-making
a prospect? And yet my inward
Eurekas were oot unmixed with
anxiety. I remembered this as the
only thing on wheels which I had
been scared to ride flat out. Now
1 dislike wearing my pride in a
splint, and accordingly had made a
silent vow to right the mat And
now here was Hobbs telling me
that she should do her 120 Gn the
Just perceptible down grade of our
stretch which was neither

dead straight nor quite perfectly
surfaced,
.
L CHOLLD go up the gmde first
you. Just feel your
R the first “run.

see . . . The speaker, C. R.
(and what a man) Hobbs, broke off
table, raptly.
“Yes, here we are, 6000 rpm.
equals 10921 mph, Try it, any-

way, and if you do get into top this
run T shouldn’t make the change
above five-thousand-two. That's just
81" Nor should I. We have that
much in common, have Hobbs and T,

So. . was to “feel my
way " at 4 paltry 106-per. Stap ma!
(and buy one).

B -
WL h1uI her back against com-
pression, Push a score of
paces with the clutch up. Drop it—
and she fires instantly with a tuny
Tesonance through her Brooklands

“ official receivers.” It is a moderate
note, under this light warming-up
load, yet having a quality suggestive
of sublime lnnnouemlion, an in-
sidious hint of boundless, prodigious
power, Like a thunderstorm,
distantly brewing.

I remember Moby Dick for the
most caressingly comfortable of all
fast motors, A Terry saddle nests
low between the bolstered sponginess
of pneumatic pads on tank top and
rear wing. Scrapping footrests, high-
placed and far back, throw the body
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into a natural crouch, so that the
postage-starp absurdity which is the
tiny windshield eovers its subject
handsomely. Always slight of build
—like Gandhi, Charlie Dodson and
other great men—my consclousness
n puny stature is acute among

gleaming  open spaces of
cinommm

HE grip goes round a quarter
turn.  Click!—into  second.
Ahead there is the near-straight tar-
mae rise, beckoning its invitation Lo
realms of speed beyond my ken,
Below are nearly seventy brake
lorses. Right, let ’em come.
Another sharp twist at the Binks
quick-opener. With a bound—there is
no other word—those five hundred-
weights of iron and steel jut for-
ward. Visibly she rises at the head,
lifting the load from the forks until
by its very feel I know the front
wheel to be searcely in touch with
the tarmac.
Nestling behind the windshield is
the white-faced rev. clock, translat-
ing Into terms of tangible r.p this

* Castor”
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at Over Ninety

phenomenon of mechanical science.
Four thousand. In a breath to four
thousand-five, five thousand, five
thousand-five. Jerking, always jer
ng, that busy le hand works
round. Tt fascinates strangely. T
could wateh it for hours. Yet I
must tear my eyes off it and peer
ahead at the smeary panorama of
the road, and the banks th'lt sLnt
that road. Yes, those ban
nasty things to hit.

Six thovsand. Six thousand-one.

he needle wavers, stops, The

wind, seeming incredibly solid,
atrikes me like a rushing flood as I
wriggle upward In my seat and ease
back the throttle grip, gingerly, with
Teverent respect.

OW down the grade, O Mohy
mine. Let us prepare to Go
Flaces, as the Americans say.

The same Iurching acceleration.
The same large biff in the base of
the spine, as reaction does its best
to slide me off the back. Five
thousand-two, salth the oracle, is
gear-change time. And so it shall
De. Wateh It now. Four thousand-
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SECOND GEAR!

Tells Another Tale of M.P.H.
Sensations of Full-throttle Gear-changes

an Hour

eight. Five thousand. Five-one

5 v two. No declutching;
thisis & matter for the mag. cut-out,
an ample black blob taped loving!
to the tank-side lever. I drop a paw
from the off-side bar and fasten It
on the lever and button. For a frac-
tion, perhaps a fiftieth of a second,
the power is cut off dead. There
a sharp, shelllike bang and twin

Next Week

Another “International”
Machine to be Tested!

(Perrigs’s BSA. iy tested this week.)

tongues of flame show from the in-
take funmels. Simultaneously the
gear slides in . . and we un-
button the power,

It ever there was need to put hand
to bar agaln it is now. A second ago
venty b.hp., nearly, were scream-
ing near to peak. Now, with not a
whiff less gas, we are unbuttoning
those gees on a gear a point higher,

THE SOURCE OF THE *“SOUP.” The rugged 1,150 c.c. J A. F

engine of “the world’s fastest road-going motorcycle,”

specially cast long-stroke cylinders, fed with Ethyl “ A" xkruugh mm
racing Amals.
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7TET apart from being all but left
behind the chingenp, she

xistent, impossible. A fenthor
bed could scarcely be safer.

The revs. climb up again, after
dropping back with the extra top-
gear load: four thousand-five, Now
four llmlwmll eight . . . five
thousand-two. Now I must screw
an optie on the mnd again
and lay her over to make fhis
scarcely perceptible left-hand curve,
Hardly perceptible? Well, yes, when
you're standing still. But this Is
different.  Over she banks, A
snatched glance back to that rev.
clock, Five thousand-two. .

Whoa there, Moby ! _She is stray-
ing out towards the off-side camber.
Easy with the throttle, aud over a
bit more. Five thousand-two.

BAC)\ to a standstil
earth and the cold w'ﬂntes ur n
1

5 top g 3
Hobbs, In a not arer em}-usmsuc
tone, to thin air and h
of figures. 22
But you'll want to check the gear
for yourself. The back “lu‘el is
26 inch, of course.”
Duly I check them. OXK.
Privately he thinks me something
of a little pansy. He's probably
right. But just to make quite sure,
we have another crack at beating
the figure. And another., And
several more. But there's nothmg
doing. For, quite frank]
over oo far on
t upwards of 115.
So Moby Dick is taken home,
handeuffed and lnd-r:d up again,
Just fai ancy.

FI’]:I)D\' DI\O’\' scnds every-
body his love,

Too often when the great men of
the riding game forsake our humble
station for racing motorcars they
develop a tendency towards an
Oxford accent, paté de foiz jrus
and roses round the door. Not se,
Fred. Still he has a ready ear for
the *“short and simple annais of
the poor,” as I learned on Satvrday
night when he fell upon me with a
Dixonian bellow in ye olde hostelrie
o mile from Brooklands,

And just to show how interested
he really was in all this eycling he
adjured me please to remember
when flying into print on the subject
of Brooklands sidecar speeds that
he, Fred Dixon, still holds the lap
record. This is all very true, and
Yery necessary, too, that you should
know how true it is, since a theory
scems to have sprung up in the
part of the century that Ted
agwanatl's 103.11 is the record.
“If you look it up,” says F) rwi
yow'll find my figure iv, (\s

-aring.

as —— g
It Is 1059, which shu\\s ho\\' close
Fred came to using 2 wicked word.

daubtru]




