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starting-handle and gives it a' turn.... Hardly daring 
to breathe, the crowd listens. Not a sound from the 
motor. The silence is insupportable. Another turn 
of the handle. The engine remains mute. One more 
effort. With a roar, echoing in that profound stillness 
like the rumble of an earthquake, the Zlist awakes 
from its sleep, palpitates and breathes. The crowd, 
silent for one second more, breaks into a frenzied, 
delirious" Hurrah \" 

Slowly the car leaves the garage and takes its way 
towards the Times Square, whence it is to start on 
its long journey. The serried crowd opens before it 
like the sea cut by the bows of a liner, then closes 
behind us and advances, almost pushing us forward. 

"Italy! Italy I Hurrah!" 
'Ve are lost, as it were, in the surge of this human 

wave on which we seem to float. Sirtori, at the steer­
ing-wheel, is hardly sure of himself. Haaga, myself, 
and our guide are in a whirl of confusion. Our 
machine scarcely seems to advance by its own power, 
but is urged forward on the crest of all this enthusi­
asm, raised from the ground and carried like a sacred 
offering. In their hands, caps, and the buttonholes of 
their coats, the crowd carry little Italian flags. They 
wave them on high, kiss them. The flags flutter like 
butterflies on a spring morning. Still the crowd 
cheers­

" Italy! Italy I Hurrah!" 
Suddenly the throng seems to overflow into a square 

and recedes from us. Mounted policemen clear the 
way with the flat of their sabres. The crowd lengthens 
out and takes the form of an enormous serpent, writh­
ing on the pavement. Weare alone. It is a curious 

\ THE DEPARTURE 27
t 
( . One feels as though one were suddenly 
} :relieved from an oppressive weight. The crowd was 

"" so dense that we were almost suffocated. Now we are 
able to breathe. 

Kept within bounds by policemen and a double file 
of automobiles, the human tide flows along the foot­
ways, and we are alone in the middle. At least, not 
exactly alone, for beside us are the other competing 
machines-the Thomas, lithe and low; the }:Jrotos, 
short and well knit on its squat wheels; the De Dion 
Bouton, pyramidal; the l\1otobloc and the Sizaire, 

~~'~. fragile and small. Each nation seems to have put a 
~\ reflex of its soul into these machines, which are the 
'l:",' flowers of their respective geniuses, created in their 
".\.
,j,' own likeness-the Protos, heavy and strong to labour ; 
~,} the Thomas, long and impetuous, straining like a grey­
..J., hound at the leash; the Zi.ist, l\1otobloc, and Sizaire, 

slender and nervous. We look at the machines around 
us with eager eyes. They are to contend with us for 
victory. We would like to read their destiny, to know 
what is in store for them ... and for us. 

A shrill trumpet blast breaks the silence and the 
motors begin to throb. First to. go is the De Dion, 
then the Thomas, next our Zlist, then the others. The 
De Dion advances slowly, turns round the building of 
the New Yar/c Times, passes before the line of motor­
cars, and takes the advance guard. The band plays the 
" Marseillaise." Then the Thomas moves, then the Z list. 
Quite slowly, almost at a walking pace, we make the 
,circuit of the Tillles building and stop. The notes of the 
. National Hymn are followed by a tremendous silence. 

A man dressed in a black overcoat approaches us 
and asks­
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" All right? " 
His voice sounds as clear and distinct in the enor­

mous square as if he were talking in a small closed 
room. V\Tith one voice we reply­

" All right I " 
The man then mounts a small wooden platform, 

draws a revolver, points it in the air, and fires. 
I hardly hear the report. I only know that we are 

hurled forward, surrounded by a crowd, kissed again 
and again, then advance between two thick hedges of 
extended hands amidst a roar as of a falling torrent. 
I remember nothing more; I know nothing; my mind 
is a chaos of confused impressions. 
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".. AT Tarrytown, a little calm, quiet village betwixt the 

'... river and the forest, we stop, after a break-neck race 
• -ow' across the streets of New York. Something has gone 

wrong with the chain non-skid; but the halt is notI,
l

unwelcome, as it enables us to collect our thoughts. 
" New York and its noise are already far off and our 

long journey has really begun. It is strange how far 
.'	 off and evanescent everything that happened this 

morning seems; it is already scarcely more than a 
confused recollection. Weare the first to arrive here; 
all the others, including the terrible Thomas, must 
have remained behind at the starting-place. But it 
behoves us to be quick or they will overtake us. Thus 
the subtle torment begins-that torment which for 
months and months is to become the first element of 
our lives, which will sleep with us and wake with us. 
It is this fear of those who are following or preceding 
us-this subtle anguish which will banish sleep and 
even hunger, and enable us to endure cold and fatigue 
for hour after hour and mile after mile. Where are 
the others? Have they arrived? 

" At any rate, when our repairs were completed they had 
not overtaken us. A group of people assembled round 
our car and saluted us coldly. They were Americans 
and had hoped to see their own champion pass first. 
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