THE ROYAL BICYCLE CLUB OF BOMBAY

And so, the name…


Back in the days when the sun never set on the venerable British Empire, there existed in London a very exclusive club known as the “Royal Bicycle Club of Bombay.” While this club was neither royal nor located in Bombay, and few if any, owned bicycles…it was very difficult to become a member. One of three requirements for acceptance was demanded:

1. The applicant must provide a food or beverage that no one in the club had ever tasted before. Or

2. The applicant must accomplish a feat of physical prowess that no one had ever done before. Or

3. The applicant must tell a story that no member had ever heard before.

Because of its exclusiveness and the stern requirements for membership, many a young Briton dreamed of the day when he could become a Bicycler.

Upon the scene one day came a bold young man who, on the face of it, seemed to have all the credentials. He was handsome, wealthy, single, daring and had a past history of adventure that could make him a desirable member.

Best of all, he wanted, more than anything in this world, to become a Bicycler.

Upon presenting himself before the Admitting Committee he was told of the requirement for membership. Burning with zeal, the young man started out to accomplish not only one requirement, but all three. Five years later he returned and again presented himself before the Committee. With him he carried an exotic brew he had discovered in the heart of the Andes, a specie of moss found only on the very top of a previously unclimbed mountain in darkest Africa and a sheath full of notes on a story he had experienced in the remote wilderness of Tibet.

The Admitting Committee, sensing a unique and unequalled presentation, immediately summoned the entire membership. From all over the world they came…dashing, daring adventurers of the first rank.

At last they were all assembled. In silence they filed in to take their allotted seats, completely circling the brave young man who stood alone under the bright cone of light which left the others in darkness.

Hesitatingly, but with confidence, he presented his first offering--the Andes Brew. Slowly the cup passed amongst the members, each tasting and passing the cup along. Suddenly there was heard a loud “Harrumph” and a member stood up and spilled the cup on the floor. In sonorous tones he declared, “This, I have tasted before.”

The young man was shocked, but courageously went on to his second presentation. Slowly the box with the African Moss circled the darkened room. Not a sound was heard, until a stern voice called out “I’ve seen this before” and the moss was crushed under an adventurer’s boot.

The young man reddened, and swayed slightly. He was desperate and had only one more chance. Carefully and deliberately he unbound the sheath and in a slow, clear voice began reading his Tibetan story.

The Young Man’s Story

(Editor’s Note: Because of the limitations of space, the following annotations are made: The young man described his being shipwrecked in the Gulf of Martaban, of swimming ashore and being captured by a traveling caravan near Moulmein, of escaping just north of Lhasa and making his way to the Tsangpo River. Here he joined a friendly band of nomadic sheepherders and traveled with the flock. Having heard of a unique and strange burial rite practiced by another tribe who never left their mountain hideout, he asked to go and witness the ceremony. His story continues.)

“Their chief had died and the tribe was grief-stricken. Six days of wild lamentations were observed. At sunset on the last day, eight beautiful native girls appeared at the bier. It was a signal to all the others to stop their dancing, drinking and weird incantations. Four on a side, the girls picked up the bier and slowly walked up a rocky path to the burial grounds. Up, up we went into the hills. Hand-hewn steps cut into the solid walls of the cliffs seemed scarcely wide enough for one, yet these eight girls moved ever on and up with not a false step. At last we reached a level spot scarcely 10 rods wide and about 20 rods in length. Here the bier was again laid on the ground and a candle was placed at the head and foot and lighted.

One by one the mourners approached the bier, knelt and whispered something in the dead man’s ear. Then they arose and went slowly back down to the village. I was standing at the end of the line and didn’t know what to do. As the vow of silence still reigned I couldn’t ask the man in front of me, so I thought I’d just go through the motions the same as everyone else.”

The silence in the room was intense. Bicyclers leaned forward in their seats to catch every word. The young man continued.

“As I knelt at the side of the bier and looked down at the Chief, I was surprised to see his lips move slightly and a small sound come forth. I put my ear to his mouth and heard a weak, small voice say ‘Roll me over. Roll me over’ I was astonished. What should I do? Recovering myself, I bent again to the Chief and whispered in his ear ‘Why do you want me to roll you over?’ There was a long silence and I thought I must have imagined him saying anything at all. Suddenly his lips moved again and in a loud, clear voice that echoed back and forth amongst the canyon walls, he shouted ‘So the Royal Bicycle Club of Bombay can kiss my a_ _!’”

