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Hero of the 1910 Vanderbult

(Continued from page 382)

that Dawson's car really had completed the race, with a halt a lap
to spare and he was awarded hith place.

The following year at Indianapolis he realized the ambition of
every race driver since 1911 to the present day—and won the 500
mile race. With Marmon deciding to abandon racing, Joe accepted
the wheel of a National. As his team mates he had Bruce-Brown
and Howard Wilcox, both now dead, the former killed 1n 1912 at
Milwaukee and the latter in 1925 at Altoona.

Admittedly Ralph DePalma, then at the zenith of his racing
career, had the speed and the pit organization to beat everything
in the race. Brown was out of the running before the finish oi
the race, Wilcox finished at the tail-end, while Dawson had driven
so well that he was riding securely in second place, with the third
man far to the rear. But ahead of him twenty miles rode the
great ‘DePalma, who had only five or six miles to go to receive
the checkered flags.

UDDENLY DePalma’s motor began to falter. Dawson, driving
D at undiminished speed, passed DePalma on the back stretch and
he knew by the sound of his rival’s motor that it was ready to
quit at any moment. It had cracked a water jacket and was slowly
dying, just as Dawson’s had died the year before.

Could Dawson cover the twenty miles while DePalma covered
his five? Would DePalma’s motor continue to function long enough
for him to finish? These and other questions raced through Daw-
son’s mind, It was up to him to do his part. He threw all cau-
tion to the winds. Previously he had been nursing his threadbare
tires to make them last. But ahead of him now loomed first place,
glory and over $20,000 in prizes. The spectators sensed the situa-
110m, oo,

DePalma continued to crawl around the bricks at
diminishing speed. Dawson was fairly burning the track.
h]]fw] was above E!i._[:ht}', DePalma'’s was falling below hiteen.

The Mercedes crossed the tape and started falteringly on its last
lap. Dawson passed him once, twice, three times. The stands
were wild. Thousands stood by cheering the greatest drive ever
seen on the historic bricks. Thousands cheered the brave effort
DePalma was making in his crippled Mercedes. Eyes strained
after DePalma as he staggered around the south turn and into the
back stretch. A mile and a half to go—would he make it? 'The
answer came to the waiting thousands as the Mercedes made her
weary way down the stretch and started into the northeast corner
of the track, faltered on for another quarter of a mile and was
seen scarcely to move as she entered the northwest turn, the entry
into the homestretch.

Dawson roared past DePalma on his final lap. It was now a
race between tires and time. Would the National's frayed shoes
stand by for another half mile or would they blow out, causing
delay, perhaps death to the daring driver?

A half mile lessened to a hundred vards. DePalma was for-
eotten for the moment. The hundred yards gave way to hity;
to twenty-five; to ten; to five. The checkered flag flashed before
the nose of Dawson’s National. He had won first place!

Instantly the stands became a bedlam. Dawson was intensely
popular in Indianapolis and the National had its friends, too.

Then attention once more went back to the gallant DePalma. Was
he moving? Eyes strained northward from the stands. Yes, he
was a little bit. No, he wasn't. Yes, he might be. There was no
doubt about it now. He was not moving. He and his mechanic

eveI-
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were walking about the car, which now had stopped just at the
head of the homestretch. A scant hali mile ahead lay second
place, even if disaster had cheated them out of first.

The mechanic attempted to crank the car, but it was useless.
Then the two of them pushed the car down the hot bricks tearing
their lungs into shreds almost at every breath after the terrific
strain of five hours of racing. As the Mercedes was pushed across
the finish wire. DePalma stood there, a whimsical smile on his
tired face.

Then the blow fell. He was ruled out of the race because his
car had not crossed the finish line under its own power! Dawson's
average of 78.72 was considered phenomenal, exceeding Harroun's
by more than four miles an hour, and it was destined to remain
uniil the 1914 race.

Dawson did no racing in the fall of 1912 and the spring of 1913,
being under the displeasure of the Contest Board of the A.AA,,
through no fault of his own. He had been misled by the man
handling his affairs and had raced on an unsanctioned track, with
consequent disbarment.

Though reinstated in 1913 he did not drive at Indianapolis.

In 1914, with the Frenchmen coming back eager to repeat their
1913 victory at Indianapolis Dawson entered the lists as America's
hope against the invaders. He assembled his Marmon racing car
carefully and when it reached the starting line it was ready for a
long fast race. As the race wore on, Dawson entered the south
turn on his second 100 miles. Gilhooley's Isotta wrecked before his
eyves and the mechanic was thrown out falling to the track below
the car. To turn up the track and clear the car was impossible.
To go straight ahead meant to run over the mechanic. To turn
off the track into the soft earth meant a sure wreck for the speed-
ing Marmon. Dawson chose the latter course.

For weeks his life was despaired of and for a year he wore a
brass brace to hold his shattered vertebrae in place. The doctor
forbid him ever to undergo the strain of another race. So Joe
traveled for his company for a year or two.

B UT the speed urged would not die. He accepted a position with
the Chalmers Company where he could at least gratify his desire
to his heart’s content on the roads of the southwest. He made
many intercity records with the sturdy little Chalmers. Many of
these records, particularly those between Galveston and Dallas, San
Antonio and Dallas, Oklahoma City and Amarillo, stood for years,
until in fact, the then rough roads gave way to improved surfaces.

In August of 1917 Dawson came to the Sheepshead Bay speedway,
a two-mile board track and drove a 224-cubic-inch Chalmers to a
world's twenty-four-hour record. For a day and a night he whirled
around the great saucer, through sunshine, rain and fog, and when
the twenty-four hours was up he had covered 1898 miles at an
average speed of 79.08 miles an hour. Joe Gardham, of the Chal-
mers experimental staff, relieved him in this drive. This stock car
record has only recently been broken.

Today Dawson is service superintendent of the Philadelphia
Marmon Company. He keeps his contact with racing by serving
on the technical committee of the America Automobile Association
in the numerous events conducted at the Atlantic City speedway.
In the 1028 s00-mile race at Indianapolis he acted as pacemaker,
driving a Marmon roadster over the bricks which in years gone by
had rolled back to him the thundering roar of racing cars.




