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“All right 2”

His voice sounds as clear and distinct in the enor-
mous square as if he were talking in a small closed
room. With one voice we reply—

“ All right!”

The man then mounts a small wooden platform,
draws a revolver, points it in the air, and fires.

I hardly hear the report. 1 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.

IX

THE SNOW

AT Tarrytown, a little calm, quiet village betwixt the
river and the forest, we stop, after a break-neck race
across the streets of New York. Something has gone
wrong with the chain non-skid ; but the halt is not
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. We are 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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