
Reporting the Vanderbilt Race in a Rambler
RICHARD WRIGHT

J
MUST how the Vanderbilt cup people are supposed to be indulging in
race was won and lost last that aid to beauty-peaceful sleep . Auto
fall has long been a matter mobiles were everywhere and before our
of history , but how the de- Rambler party got within three blocks
tails of the international of the gates it was a mad rush for place
struggle for speed mastery in the waiting line , for the capacity of
were reported and given to the ferryboat for touring cars is strictly
a waiting world within a limited , so it is a case of first come , first

few minutes from the time that Hemery served . For a few moments our hearts
crossed the line a winner with Heath and went down ; it looked as if we were in for
Tracy close behind is something that only the hour's wait or the long way round
the scribes who started off at one A. M. despite our promptness , for automobiles
on the assignment are cognizant of . And seemed literally to spring out of the very
how a Rambler car played a rather im- ground at every few feet —the street was
portant part in this to the general public , full of them . On we raced and fortune
unknown accompaniment of every event of
general importance , is yet another story .
Four of us were ordered to rendezvous

at 34th street and Broadway , a landmark
in the center of what is euphoniously
termed New York's “ Tenderloin , " at
the wee ' sma ' hour of two in the morning ,
there to meet a chauffeur with a Rambler
car . Ye scribe who aids in the com
pounding of that mixture of news , scan
dal and sage meditations on the editorial
page that greets the average citizen at the

breakfast table every morning , knows no
hours . He works from now till then ,
from the time he begins till the time he favored us , for hugging the right hand
gets through , so we were a

ll

a
t

the ap- curb crosstown brought u
s

smack up
pointed place promptly and after shak- against the tail end o

f

the coveted line ,

ing the sleepy guardian o
f

the steering while many o
f

our oponents ran b
y

and
wheel into a semblance o

f wakefulness , had to manoeuver to get back to it , los

w
e piled the tonneau full o
f

cameras , ing valuable time in the process , for that
ourselves and spare sweaters and over- broad streak o

f thumping , chugging
coats . It was not cold then , but going a machinery surmounted by gleaming shafts
good twenty -five a

n hour at four in the o
f white light grew like magic .

morning lowers the temperature con- B
y

the time our fears were finally re

siderably . lieved b
y being handed a ticket and

In less than five minutes we were off told to move ahead in line , it had ex

a
t
a good clip for the Long Island Rail- tended to and beyond Second avenue , a

road Ferry , for we were scheduled to long block away . We were just one to

make the two - fifteen boat and losing it the good ; the next man behind u
s who

meant either a wait of an hour o
r
a de- had slipped into position while previous

tour o
f

several miles b
y

way o
f

the arrivals were fumbling about to get in

Williamsburg bridge . The scene o
f

ani- line followed u
s onto the boat and then

mation at the ferry entrance would have the gates swung to in the faces o
f

the
done credit to a Saturday half -holiday race waiting line , condemning them to a long

crowd instead o
f
a time when a
ll

good and exasperating wait .

AMONG THE WILD MUSTARD IN CALIFORNIA



492 THE RAMBLER MAGAZINE

1

SCENES AT FOX LAKE , ILLINOIS

some

1

our

were

Despite the usual strict rule against wheel would bring us on even terms with
restarting the motor before touching the monster of twice the Rambler's
slip on the opposite side , every engine was size , and then a battle of skill and power
throbbing out a lively tune long before would often end by landing us a notch
the boat bumped into the slip on the ahead in the procession , there ,
Long Island shore . One by one the driver would catch the chauffeur of a
cars led off in a decorous line , but once ponderous covered car napping and
free from the restraining walls and fences shoot by him at an open space ; these
of the ferry enclosure it was a free - for -all, impromptu encounters constant
go -as -you -please. The Island is noted until ten or fifteen miles out on the way
for it

s

fine roads and with a trusty car the contestants had all settled into the
beneath you there is more than enough respective places allotted them b

y
their

exhilaration in speeding along a
t
a clip speed and endurance , for not a few o
f

o
f

better than thirty miles a
n hour- them were laid out b
y

the roadside mak
give it the added touch o

f

the weird , ing good , minor troubles that d
o

not
distorted shadows that only a moonless seem so small a

t three A
. M.

night and the beams o
f

numerous acely- The battle was to the swift , and after
lene headlights can produce and it is passing Jamaica , the road was clear be
positively fascinating . fore and behind - under the impulse o

f

Your newspaper man can sleep when a
n open throttle and advanced spark the

and where h
e may , and more than one of Rambler was eating u
p

the road in a

u
s had determined to utilize the trip out manner that would bring u
s to the end

to indulge in a cat nap , but even had a o
f our journey long before daylight .

tonneau with three and their assorted We were spinning along a
t
a great rate

paraphernalia been conducive to repose , everything working smoothly and utterly
the excitement of the scene and it

s

sur- carefree , when seemingly from the nether
roundings would have been more than regions there sprung u

p

directly in front
sufficient to keep the most somnolent o

n o
f

u
s

two baleful red eyes , dancing and
the alert . Cars to the right of us , cars cutting circles against the background

to the left o
f

u
s , cars in front of us and o
f inky blackness .

cars behind - every one with it
s

driver A trap ! The Long Island constable
keenly o

n

the qui vive to spy a
n opening has decided to take time b
y

the forelock
and le

t

her out to gain a length and move and rake in a few shekels , was our first

u
p

one in the swiftly speeding line . Here thought , but those red lights presaged

a spurt and a clever twist of the steering n
o good and w
e instinctively feared

1








