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THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Start!

i IRST man gets away in ten minutes.”
F 'hil Summers glanced at his wrist-
watch and smiled at his companion.
The air was filled with thunderous reverbera-
tions from' the huge exhaust-pipes of a score
of great racing-cars, and a fog of ewil- sinelling
blue smoke hLlIH' in the air, through which the
sun could hardly penetrate. The scene was
the starting-point of the great international
motor-race known as the [arcrl Ttalin, which
was to be run over the mountain roads of the
rugeed island of Sicily. Phil Summers was
not .}'H’- twenty vears old, but to him motor-
racing was the greatest thing in life. Te-
day he was to experience the fulfilment of
his greatest ambition; he was to act as
mechanic in an important road-race to Ralph
Rollo, the most famous of Brtish racing
drivers. As Rollo stood quietly by the
side of his car, dressed, as Phil honself was,
in leather jerkin and racing-helmet, with
goggles pushed up on to his forehead, the
boy looked at him in undisguised admiration,
Slender in build and of nu-dlum height, le
possessed wrists of steel and iron nerve, as
Phil well knew: while it was a by-word
amongst race-drivers that = the .n.nutu-.t paart
about Rollo was lis heart!"” He had
recently broken all records at Brooklands
tm{L by driving his monster twelve evimder
“ Moonheam ** round at the vate of 110 miles
per hour for a lap, a speed which many rackng
men {-unuuhqu;] to be well in excess of the
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STORY OF A GREAT RACE

safety-limit of the famous track. Yet Rollo
had ** held ' the great car without apparent
difficulty at that colossal speed.

But it was perhaps a more exacting task
that awaited him now. A road race i quite

different matter from a track race. and
Rolle well knew that the Sicilian mountain
course chosen for the Targa Italia was a
specialty difficult and dangerous ome. The
steep, winding roads were for the most part
rough and stoeny, while there were no less than
three hundred sharp turns on the eircuit,
which measured roughly seventy miles round.
Part of the road, where it ran steeply down-
hill along a gloomy gorge, was particularly
dreaded, for here the road was very narrow,
and edzed upon one side by the rmugeged moun-
tain, while upon the other was a sheer dro
of many hundred feet into the valley below.

Rollo was perhaps thinking of tlas, for his
face was a shade thonghtful as he patted the
long bonnet of the famous * Blue Streak,”
the specially built road-racer he was driving
to- 11:].1'

“ Wish it was time to start nnw
turning to Pl with a laugh.
about for the word ‘ go’
needle.”

Phil glanced at his wateh acain.

* Five minutes more, for the first man.” he
said. " We're number five, so we start five
minutes after hum, Ah!'™

A big blonde man, in racing garb, came by
with o swagger in his walk., ;

“Ach, Rollo! We meet again, isn't it 2
Vell, 1 warn yon! To-day 1 win!” And

) F

" he said,
“This t!-.lltlng
alwavs gives me the



with a8 wave of his hand, the big man p;l:‘if':.'l
on to his car, & huge white racer bearing the
nuniher 2.

Rollo gave a short laugh.

“ That's Shafiner, the leading driver of the
German Mercedes team,” he said. “-A fine
driver, too, but a man to keep clear of, 1 faney.
He won a lot of good races before the war, but
ke has not had much luck since. He'd stick
at nothing to win to-day, 1 believe.”

““ Well, he'll start three minutes ahead of
us,” Janghed Phil.. “ If we can get by lnm,
we'll see that he stavs behind us. Shall I
gtart her up ? "

“ Yes it's about
ti![h'_'—‘

Ouiet and un-
flurried, Rollo got
inte the driving
seat, while Phil
pulled the engine
OVEr onee or twice.
Then, with a quick
swing, the eight
perfectly-tuned
evlinders broke
into song.

“The first man’s
away!"” said
Rollo quietly, as
Phil, after a last
swift look round,
Jjumped up beside
lim.

A devastating
roar, a cloud of
blae smoke, and a
shower of stones
flung .into the air—and No, 1, a huge red
Fiat, dnven h_‘." a popular Italian driver
pamed Loretto, was off !

:: He'll want some eatching I"’ zaid Raollo,

Trust the ‘ Blue Streak—and wyon!”

mu}'rnurm.l Phil. Ancther roar, and the big
white Mercedes jumpf.'f_l into its stride.
Bhaffiner was away !
_ Two fast French cars followed st minute
mtervals, and at last Rollo moved the “ Blye
‘E{TEILL' o _EP to the line, TPhil il'll“ﬂli his ﬂﬂﬂg!,gg
lato position, and pumped up the pressure,
while Rollo kept Lis eye on the starter’s Hag.

again, sn't it :

“Ach, Rollo!" said the bir, blonde man.

Yell, | wam you!

“ Good luck, Rollo ! came a vell from the
corner of the stand, where a litt]e group of
British enthusiasts were gathered.

Rollo waved his hand and souled, the flag
foll. and the © Blue Streak 7 jumped forward,
and thev were off !

THE SECOND CHAPTER
A Great Race!

ue * Blue Streak ” had hardly got into
T her stride, when, with a hiss from her
wonderful brakes, which acted on all
four wheels, Rollo checked her sharply for
the first bad corner,
Round they swung,
with |ltil't‘1"l.' a F‘-I'{IIILI.,
and the car shot
forward again as
the brakes came off
and the throttle
opened, like a grey-
hound shipped from
the leash. PBut
another bad eorner
already loomed in
sight, demanding a
further check on
the speed. It was
then that Phil
realised the magn-
tude of the task
that lay before
Rollo, in setting
out to drive a car
capable of a speed
of one lundred
miles per hour,
: overa course which
made it impossible to average half that speed.
Each of the three hundred corners in the
seventy odd miles of narrow, winding, moun-
tain road had to be faced no less than four
tfimes, for the race consisted of four cirenits.
For the whole distance of over two huftred
nﬁnf! fifty miles it would be a case of aceelera-
tion, with the engine screaming round, then
on with the powerful brakes, a wrench round
the comner, and down with the accelerator
again | Such a race does not allow margin for
the slightest error of judgment, which would
almost certainly mean disaster.

‘ “ We meet
fo-day I wint”
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But Roliv was not in the least dismaved.
After going somewhat cantiously for the first
few miles, he settled down to drive a great
race. Half way round the first civeuit, he
caucht the hrst of the French ecars, while
almost ii:ﬂ!'ﬂ:ﬂ“ﬁh'l}' after the other French-
man pulled up with engine trouble.

Shafiner was n hot pursuit of the Italian in
front of him, but Loretto drove like a demon,
and at the end of the first 1.'|]r was still snecess-
fully staving him off. By this time Rollo
was hard on BShalfiner's heels, and several
times the erew of the * Blue Streak ™ caught
sicht of the flving white Mercedes on the
winding road

in front of
them. Of the R %
dozen or Sso "

cars that start-
ed behind
them, Phil saw
nothing, but
as a matter of
fact several of

tvres, lie found he was lving third. Shaffner
got away from the pits just as Rollo pulled in,
and the Italian left only a few seconds later.,

“ We've got to get & move on now, Phil,”
muttered Rollo, as the ** Blue Streak ™ roared
ofl in pursuit of the two leaders exactly one
minute twentv geconds later.

Rollo settled down grimly to his task as
the * Blue Streak " roared along, slithering
round corners now in a shower of dust and
stones, aud only kept on the road by those
wonderful steel wrsts of Rollo's. It seemed
to Phil impossible for any man alive to drive
a car faster, or even as fast, over that tricky,

dangerous

ﬁ; rourse. Yetig
e
4,:,?;’?_-_;?;: was near the

end of the cir-
cait—the thind
—hefore ti]uj'
sighted either
of the two lead-
Ing CATS,

: Then Phal
these came to f‘*"’ gave a sudden
grief in the first 3% shout, as he
lap, while none ; saw a gleam of
of the others _Z== white m a
were fast —< f cloud of dust
enough to over- ‘;’A Iy just fhthng
take the three T 2 round a corner

In the second ‘ T Mg : “It's Shafi-
lap Shafiner, Yl L ner! Loretto

o - g R L e e
driving like S -_-,--’-f-.;:_x:ff_;‘e;.f__ W mnst hﬂ"rlll gﬂil;i
fury, managed The flag fell, the * Blue Streak ™ jumpad forward, and they wers offt Past e
to get by the Hurrah !

redd Fiat, almost forcing it off the road n
doing so. The Italian made frantic eflorts to
regain his position, but the German did not
mean to be caught, and Rollo, now fairly on
his mettle, managed to get by the Fist n his
tu”‘l. “nI}- to l'Hl“"Ti"“rv i jl'i]lll_-tl:].'['t' PN
diately afterwards,

This mishap cost him nearly a couple _nt'
minutes. and several cars went by while
he and Phil were rapidly changing the punc-
tured wheel. However, Rollo gquickly began
to pick up the time he had lost, and at the E'"d
of the lap, when he pulled in af the “'F!""'”h'
ment pits for a fresh supply of petrol, oil, and
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Rollo smiled.
driver, and he had a wonderful car.
Rollo, could not beat the German, he hoped
that the plucky Italian would.

It was by a superb bit of driving indeed
that Loretto had edged s ng Fiat past the

Loretto was a magmficent

I he,

great white. Mercedes, The engine of Shail-
ner's car suddenly began to misfire, and the
German, cursing his luck, felt his car slowing
down. Furionsly, the drver jammed s
font down on the throttle-pedal and s good
engine, after & momentary splutter, roared off
again at full power. But the momentary
checking of the Germun car's speed had given
)



Loretto, hanging grimly on at his rival's rear
wheels, his chance,

Even as the engine of the big Mercedes
regained its full-throated roar, the Fiat was
by, in a shower of stones and a thunder of
gound !

The Ttalian led in the race as he passed the

ndstands to start on the last lap, and the
roar of delight from the crowd was heard by
the crew of the red Fiat even above the roar
of the exhaust and of the wind in their ears.

Before the roar had died away, Shafiner
dashed past the stands, with Rollo hard on his
heels. The crowd went mad with excitement.
Who would win ?

Rollo erouched over the wheel of the  Blue
Streak,” with every line of his face tense. He
knew the time had come to make a supreme
effort, if he hoped to win. And vet he had to
restrain bimseld. One slip, one error of
judgment at one of the innumerable corners,
and he would be out of the race.

He drove as he had never driven before,
and at last was rewarded by a glimpse of the
white Mercedes, flving along in-front. Rollo
made up his mind that he must pass Shaffner
in the next five miles, if at all : for that dis-
tance farther on was the place where the
road wound down the gorge, at the edge
of the preeipice, and here 3t was ypractically
impossible to pass another car.

Nearer and nearer to the hig white racer
crept Rollo, until at last he was within
fifty vards, in & cloud of choking dust. Then
came one of the worst corners on the course,
8 sharp left-hand turn. BShaffmer, driven on
by the “ Blue Streak,” approached it rather
too fast, skidded violently, and went round
wide to the right, almost broadside on, his
back wheels missing the bank by inches, His
ear consequently lost some way, and in an
instant Rollo had ¢ gear, shot round
on the inside of the Mercedes in a shower of

and was past ! Phil saw the German
.mpmtzljr at his steering-wheel in a

mad effort to lock over his front wheels go
that they fouled the back wheels of the * Blue
Btreak,” as she went past. Had he succeeded
in doing so, it is probable that both cars
would have gone off the road together, in one

was just too late in pulling hishuge ear round,
With her eight cvlinders roaring out their
thunderous song the  Blue Streak ™ drew
clear, and Phil could not suppress a triumphant
shout, as they plunged down the narrow
winding road which traversed the gloomy
aorge.

“ Now to catch Loretto, f we can!” he
'{]:[..:].lﬂgh,i,‘,1 And then, as his Cyes took in the
narrow ledge in front of their flying wheelg,
which was the road. he gave a ery of warning,

“ Look out, Rollo! The Fiat!”

For not a hundred yards in front was the
red Fiat racer, drawn up on the road as near
to the mountain side as it was possible to get,
with her crew working feverishly to change a
wheel. So narrow was the road that there
was barely room for a car to pass between the
stationary car and the edge of the precipice.

Rollo took in the situation at a glance. It
was impossible to pull up in time, at the speed
they were going, and even to apply the brakes
might cause the * Blue Streak” to swerve
from her course. Without the slightest
slackening of speed, therefore, he rushed for
the narrow strip of road that was elear.
Phil involuntarily shut his eves, as he after-
wards confessed, and elung to his seat like
grim death.

A twist of those strong wrists of Rollo's; &
skid which took the back wheels within an inch
of the edge—and no farther ;: and a shower of
stones which rattled down over the precipice
into space-—and they were through !

Phil had a glimpse of Loretto standing,
white-faced, by his car, wheel—spanner in
hand, as they flew by ; he waved his hand,
and the * Blue Streak " was gone !

Shaffner got by, on the Mercedes, in no less
miraculous fashion, but the experience shook
his nerve somewhat, and he never looked like
catching Rollo from that moment.

But the British race-driver dare not slacken
speed for an instant. He was leading, and
he vowed fo himself that, if his engine would
only stand up to the gruelling, he would never
lose his lead now. Yet the alightest mistake
i driving would be disastrous. Never had
Rollo’s cool head and iron nerve stood him
in guch good stead! Round cormer after
corner he swirled, skidding as little as possible
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to save his tyrcs. The “Blue Streak”
fairly ate ap the miles which separated them
from the winning-post. Rollo’s luck held,
The visions of tyre-tronble, which had worried
Phil ever ginee I]!u'_‘.' had won the leading
wsition i the oreal race, |n-5_5;”| to fade. '
the miles flew under their wheels. The good
sight-cylinder engine never faltered. Nothing
but the rankest bad Iuck could rob them of
l.’il’_‘fﬂl'}' now. Would the ‘l;'.’-ln]]'["g-I“]_:.;g NevVer
come in sight !  Ah, there it was at last !

b=

On tip-toe the crowd waited, in the hape
of welcoming the Fiat into second place.
Bt they were doomed to disappointment.

Bhafiner brought the Mercedes in thres
minutes after Rollo, and was :.'!u;a'rlf.‘ followed
by the plucky Italian Loretto, who had guickly
cot poing again after the mighap which had
deprived him of hizs lead., He received s
tremendous ovation from his compatriots, 1o
which Phil and Rollo joined heartily. It had
been a nmgniﬁc}em race,

in an instant Rollo had changed gear, shot round on the inside of the Mercedes in a shower of siones,
and was past!

The © Blue Streak ** flashed past the stands
and over the line an easy winner, to the accom-
paniment of wild * View holloas " from the
band of English sportsmen present, and loud
cheers from the sporting Italian crowd.

The latter was obviously disappointed at the
NON-Appearance of thor 1.‘|1:t1l'|["iﬂl1. Ll:lﬂ'“ll,
who had been leading at the beginning of
the last lap, But, in the absence of the red
Fiat, Rollo’s blue racer was an infinitely
more welcome sight than the white car of the
German driver would have been

i 2
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“'Bout as exciting a httle gpeed burst ans
I've ever had ! ¥ dmawled Rollo, as he heaved
himself stiffly out of the driving seat. * Feel-
ing tired, Phil 2 7

“Yes!” said Phil frankly. “ Dut, by
gum, Rollo, you're wonderful!™

He held out his hand to the race-driver,
who gripped it tightly.

“ The * Blue Streak " wins ! ™ he said with
a smile.

TUE END



