





GOLDEN GATE TO HELL GATE

known that there was so much mud in
the world. Had we been told that
Omaha was really the mud center of
the universe, we should have swallowed
the assertion without a murmur. We
had leit Denver one day at noon and
made 100 miles hefore sunset, and—
there is no denying it—we were
“chesty.” We began saying that the
trip was so “nearly over”; “wished the
easy stretch before us wasn't quite such
a cinch”; "hoped we wouldn't get into
Detroit too long before the automobile

races” and a whole lot of shallow,
optimistic piffle like that.

But little did we know what events
the next few hours would bring forth.
We went through all the mental pro-
cesses that moved Noah to his con-
struction of the first cup defender.
Rain—rain everywhere and not a launch
to float! We put ropes on the rear
wheels, took off our shoes and stock-
ings and, half wading half swimming,
three-quarters cussing, pulled the ma-
chine through slimy, oozy lakes of
mud. [t rained six times in five days.
We waited in Omaha for nine days for
a let-up and, despairing of that. we
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floundered on through it. Ten inches
of rainfall in twenty-four hours and,
for once in the life of man, the weather
report appeared to be conservative.
Bridges, all over the state of Iowa, we
found washed away.

The Missouri spread itseli with
blatant egotism. Council Bluffs needed
only a few mandolins and the imposing
palace of the Doges to be a Venice.
This after the burning sands was in-
deed a contrast. The little *“Oldsmo-

bile” was long-suffering and patient—
just what sort of an amphibious thing
it was to stand the baths, we were at
a loss to guess. We took to a hill
whenever we sighted one, shook our-
selves like water spaniels, baled out the
machine and splashed on. By driving
earlv and late, we made Chicago, fioo
miles, in four days, not so bad for
chauffeurs who could point no boastiul
finger to a mermaid somewhere perched
in the family tree,

We rolled into Chicago under the
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usual auspicious circumstances —rain-
ing cats-and-dogs. A few hardy Olds-
drivers of Chicago, whose hospitality
was not quenchable in water, were wait-
ing for us under the poor shelter of
some Garfield Park trees. They gave
us a greeting that warmed us through
our steamy, water-soaked clothes, and
piloted us to the Chicago Automobile
Club, where we lunched sumptuously.
A day in Chicago gave us time to give
the plucky little engine a much-needed
overhauling.

We reached Detroit in time for the
automobile races—and not as we had
“feared,” too soon. We were rovally
entertained and for the two days during
which the races were on, we devoted
ourselves to inspecting the enormous
plant of the “Oldsmobile” and preparing
for the last stretch of the journey. We
had made 637 miles in less than two
days. Then we, for the first time,
crossed the international boundary at
Windsor and rode into the domain of
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King Edward. We were forced here to
make a deposit of $130.00 with the cus-
toms authorities which, however, was re-
funded to us when we re-crossed into
our own country at Niagara Falls.
From thence on, being everywhere
within sight of that most welcome
sight to the wayfarer, the habitations of
man, always on roads that were pass-
able and often excellent, we bowled

along famously toward our long-wished-
for destination.  Through Palmyra,
down the pjeturesque and historic
Mohawk Valley, the home of the hostile
Six Nations, we hot-footed it through
Rochester, Lyons, '."-]}rrnr:uscl Utica and
Albany, where we cross the stately and
changeless old Hudson and run down
its eastern banks to New York City—
at last.

What we did there, we flatter our-
selves, is a chapter now of automobile
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history. We talked to reporters; we
posed for cameras; we tried to look un-
concerned when the crowd gaped at us
and full of wonder, fingered and mar-
veled at the sturdy little “Oldsmobile.”
We shook hands with Mayor Low, and
Mayor Low shook hands with us; we
gave him theletter from Mayor Schmitz
of San Francisco, and, with another ex-
change of amiable blank-cartridges, we
withdrew, perspiring, relieved and tri-
umphant.

Then we started on the wverv last
sprint of all the grand journey. In two

days we were at Boston, one more at
Portland, Maine, and with the last
gasp of the sparker in that town, there
ended the longest trip in an automobile
ever made between two points in America
and in the world, We took off our hats,
Hammond and I, and with deep solemnity
and in sincerest gratitude, did homage
to that inanimate, but faithful, little
“Oldsmobile” Runabout with its honor-
able scars and its glorious wounds of a
big achievement—across the Continent
from ocean to ocean—and ready to
turn that minute and hit the back trail.
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THE THINGS THAT WE LIKE TO
THINK ABOUT.

These are—first, that we can greet
the “knockers” of the Pacific slope with
all the magnanimity of one who laughs
last, for we have no excuses to offer,
and no hard-luck stories to tell; that,
that loyal old cyclometer shows ap-
proximately 5,000 hard, honest miles;

that, we had come through desert,
canyon, turnpike and forest trail in 73
days, and on only 48 of these was it
possible to do any driving, which is an
average of a hundred miles a day; that,
we used only 230 1-2 gallons of gaso-
line, or a gallon for every 2o miles for
mountains and boulevards alike; and
that we had used up only four tires on
the whole heartbreaking journcy. These
things, we admit, we are outrageously
proud of.
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We had a few delays of that char-
acter where you perspire and fume, and
say with your self-contrel working over-
time, “I can’t make the thing go.”" We
had to put new leathers on the brakes,
replace the rivets, and put in new
clutch-bands and wiring. We had no
trouble whatever with the spark—let
that be writ large and impressive. We
did not once run out of gasoline and
only once out of water, then when a
bush turned on the pet-cock on the
under side of the cooler with spectacu-
lar results which we have recorded.

And this is about the end of it. For
what we experienced, what we suffered
and enjoyed, the biting disappointments
and the inexpressible delights of him
who has done that which he had set
himself to do, we would not sell for all
the wealth of Wall Street. We have
capital which we have laid up by the
exertion which makes a man bow down
only to superior achievement of pluck
and perseverance.

This much, at least, have we found in
our transcontinental tour in the “Olds-
mobile,” to which, say we, all honor.

FINIS
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