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A Woman’s Exciting Ride in a Racing Motor-car

By Harriet Quimby
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Through the courtesy of Mr. A. E. Schaaf, mana-
per of the company that build the Pope-Toledo car,
g crew of mechanicians, and, last, but not least, a
driver who thought twice before he gave his consent,
the writer was permitted not only to approach and pat
one of the closely guarded iron flyers of 120 horse-
power which will compete in the race, but she was
also allowed actually to sit in it, and to hang on for
dear life while Herbert Lytle, its driver, put it through
its paces.

To Mr. Schaaf, as manager of the Pope Motor-car
Company in Toledo, is due the eredit of producing a
car which has won fame in competition in the Vander-
bilt Trial and Elimination races just passed. This
achievement is the result of his extended trip and
study abroad last year in the science of automobile
building:.

How and where the huge machines take their
exercise and limber up, as it were, before a race,
is a matter of interest to all motorists. Probably the
farmers in and about Mineola and along the turnpike
could tell an eloguent tale of how the machines exer-
cise, for every morning these patient folk are out in
force gathering up the débris of what were chickens,

rabbits, dogs, etc., which had been old- fashioned
enough to venture in the path of progress and for
their foolhardiness had come to an untimely end. But,
as we have not their story, the seene is here recorded
as it appeared to the writer on the early morning of
the speed test, which was very like any one of the
mornings along the Jericho roads for a full six weeks

preceding the day of the race. Putting yourself in
her place, this is your early morning experience with a
motor-racer.

It is two o’clock as your touring-car leaves Long
Island City, and a half-hour later vou turn into the
road leading to the course. The way is fairly clear
{.'!}.'.EE'.I'J-T.. for the ]'.I'.['EIE!-F_'E‘.':'-‘.iI:II‘.I_ of E—:]_EEI'}.'_.,.' drivers with their
loads of garden truck drawn by equally sleepy horses
wending at a snail’s pace cityward. As they come
down the hill they look like a sailor’s description of a
sea-serpent, and aside from the steady tramp of
hoofed feet they are as silent. The mounted police,
and even the much-dreaded bicyele “‘ cops,”’ have
folded their tents, and, with the exception of one or
two autos trailing along with a few enthusiasts who
wish to witness the speed test, the turnpike is yours.
The chauffeur driving your car has seecret L—lml'r:i-':i{_'rt].*i,
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Any one familiar with an auto knows what it is to
crank up. Well, to erank up a racer takes the com-
bined strength of three men, and when 1111.-1!3}’ the en-
gine turns, the explosions .
binder fray with httv pis opping at once. ‘It is
hacl ﬁr‘[m;-:.” you ventu d are laughed at for your
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m:,: cl]'H]_ LI‘;-J.LL]]'JL_, Jll-e diz d.Ib]lu]!Jh'd q_l.zmun.,_ A racer
is heard miles before it is zeen.

At last you are off, with headlights glowing like

two full moons and sending a search for a block ahead.
[t is weird to a degree as you sweep along compara-
tively easy until you come to the course. You whiz
past a cemetery and you feel queerizsh, for it is as dark
and as silent as death except for the i'_-'-]..ll“ll't‘ of an en-
gine cracking and throbbing and leaping under VoL
The treea loom up like dark elouds, and even common-
place posts take on fantastic shapes. Thousands of
bugs, attracted by your headlights, are whirring along
in a small army |||-1i: ahead of you, and you recall your
reading of Dante, especially as another machine is
heard bellowing along and its great eyes appear like a
flash of lightning and are gone. You have reached
the course, and you brace your feet and hold with hoth
hands to the narrow seat, as you wateh Lytle bend
low over the wheel, one hand gripping the controller
and the other on the steering gear. He is not nerv-
ous, for, after all, thi only a speed test, and he has
entered and won two genuine races, 1 es winning
honors at the American eliminating Vanderbilt race
last year. He is not nervous, but there is a certain
tension—there’s no mistaking that. Through vour
goggles you look at him equally goggled and appearing
in the darkness as uncanny as the machine he is driv-
ng sounds.

You are now going at about seventy miles an hour,
and you feel the swift currents of air produced by the
mad flight of the machine. Thump—what was that ?
" A gpirit has slapped me in the face,’ you shout to
Lytle. “‘Bug,’’ he shouts back, and vou think he is
slangy, until yvou feel another and another, and still
more. Thick and fast they come a; rainst you like a
-hrl“'r'i‘ of 'I.L"_']";n.. ..mn* 1,'-'I11;1t|r_1 that th-—-..- are really bugs
whieh have d by the headlights and ha
1.!!:!4311 overtaken l:-. l.}w flight of the ear. These bugs
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are a mile past. It w er all, only a
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the horses to stray to the wrong side of the road.
Again something—and with the driver you lean far
forward as from the rail of a ship, 1111]1, hup]lur to
make out the vague object looming before you in the
gloom. There is not only a great desire, but also a
great need, to see, for the driver's eyes and his Ligh-
strung nerves are all that are l-r*'t‘ een you and death.
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But it isn’t true—it was fast, faster than vou in
yvour very wildest dreams had ever experienced, and if
truth be told, you wonder how you managed to stick
on, and you turn and look with a new and respectful
interest at the boyish young chap, with a pink-and-
white face showing between the mud and oil spots and
the dimple in his chin, who had dared to speed up to
the hundred mark and past it, and who expects to go
still faster on the day of the great race.

Do you realize what it means to travel at the rate
of one hundred miles an hour? Only twenty miles
more and you would be going at two miles a minute.
But you have not yet finished ; you are up to seventy
again when another racer comes tearing along and
Liytle swerves his car to the right. He has detected
a false note in the medley of noises made by the two
cars.,. Quick as a flash he has slowed down and has
run off to the side, and a second later you are both out,
looking with frightened eyes at the driver who had
been hurled over the fence far into the potato patch,
and who immediately rises and walks toward bis car,
which is now only a pile of serap iron. You and Lytle
begin to question him. ‘‘Steering gear went wrong ;
lucky not to have been killed,’” he remarks. He is un-
hurt, and he coolly offers to assist you into your car.
The smashing of the machine and the close eall on his
life 1s only an incident in the history of a racing-car
driver. '

You and Lytle are ready.to start again, but you
are unable to move that crank. Both men and you
join' your strength in the tug-of-war, which the ma-
chine repeatedly wins. You sit down and wait.
Finally a truck wagon comes along, the driver is
awakened and made to lend a hand, and soon vou are
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are slowly driven, the water being then
thrown on the tires to cool them. One
of the greatest advantages of the Or-
mond racing course is that the hard sand
is damp and cool, and the tires never be-
come hot when racing over it.

You are glad enough to start for home
again, but you will remember for many
a day how it seems to fly, and you wonder
if next year’s racers will be able to ac-
complish as much even in the way of
speed and general equipment.
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THE COMBINED EFFORTS OF THREE MEN ARE NEEDED TO CRANK-UP
THE KACING-MACHINE.




RETURN FROM THE LIGHTNING RIDE IN WHICH THE LADY
I.OST HER HAT.




