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THE RAMBLER MAGAZINE

something far more dangerous than the
predatory minion of the law. In a
twinkling the gears were out of mesh, the
engine throttled down and the brake
brought us to an easy stop within a few
feet of the waving red lanterns.

Constables, sure enough, but why did
they quietly get out of the way instead of
ordering us to step down and deliver.
It was a weird sort of performance that
savored more of the Arabian nights, but
in a few moments we realized the danger.
There, entirely blocking the road was a
large frame house in the course of being
moved along the highway, and a pretty
mess indeed, would a car have made,
charging it a la Don Quiote, in full tilt.
There might have been sad tales to tell
of that morning’s run had not those
same anti-automobile authorities had the
foresight to post, not one man merely,
but two—to keep one another awake
probably, for the house on its greased
timbers was squarely in the center of the
main road leading to the course. Once
safely by it, we let her out again with a
feeling of relief, but we went on just as
fast. Such is human nature, but then
houses usually do not flock in the middle
of the road, and one in a night is surely
enough.
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Another quarter hour saw us at Mine-
ola, just beyond the grandstand, and
here we lolled about until approaching
daylight warned us the time for business
was close at hand. Lightened of its
load by one passenger less, the faithful
Rambler sped along the ]encho Turn-
pike in the misty gray dawn of the Octo-
ber morning and six miles further, at a
turn that promised to be ‘“‘interesting”
when the speed monsters attempted to
negotiate it, we dropped another. Ten
miles further, at Albertson’s “S”, the
load was reduced to one and the driver,
and now time was pressing; we had but
a few minutes in which to cover the re-
maining miles to the Lakeville turn be-
fore at least two or three of the racing
machines would be well along on their
mad dash around the tortuous oval.
Around the curves lickety split, up and
down hill we pushed the Rambler for
every ounce of speed she could produce,
with the warning cry of the telephone
signal man “they’re off, get off the course”
ringing in our ears. Faces lighted up
and late arrivals came on the run at the
sound of our mad rush, only to give way
to a disappointed expression at sight of
us, “It’s only a touring car.”
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With two or three minutes to spare we
pulled off the course, had cameras out
and ready for business before the inter-
mittent booming of the exhaust of the
first car was heard on the turn a half
mile above. All that forenoon the Ram-
bler rushed back and forth, up one side
road and down another, striking the
course at as many points as possible dur-
ing the running of the race and did
veoman service. Then, when the tele-
phone and key had done their duty in
telling the storv of the race’s running
right in the newspaper offices and on the
streets a quarter hour later, came the
mad rush back to reveal the work of the
cameras in the darkroom and show
those not fortunate enough to be able to
attend the race itself what it looked like,
and here again the Rambler scored.
Twelve hours after leaving, the car was

back in its home garage from the run of
sixtv odd miles and ve scribes were dream-
ing of other ““beats’ to come.

UP AMONG THE CLOUDS AT ESCONDIDO, CAL.



