





road, and the passers-by, blinds a
horse and terrifies him, and it
behooves all who ride at night to ride
gently where horses are, and to
remember that it is the light that they
fear, not the machine, and to cover the
lamps as speedily as may be when
opportunity offers. So you may pass to
your grave uncursed, and even, if the
horseman be fair-minded and not
afflicted with motorphobia, blessed.

If you are not too grown-up for picnics,
in the most modern style, there is
much of pleasure to be found in the
roadside fire, the coffee made on the
spot, and the lunch you have brought.
Make your fire sufficiently far from the
machine to be safe, should gasolene
leak. Light your fire by throwing a little
gasolene or alcohol over the pile of
wood, and all the troubles of kindling
and damp wood are eliminated. It is a
pretty picture, this fire in the woods; in
the dim shadows looms the gigantic
shape of your machine, and beyond
that lies the velvety blackness which,
hiding all that day reveals, holds forth
to you the charm of mystery.

I recall reading in an ancient treatise
on alchemy, in a discussion of the
philosopher's stone, that life and sanity
were dependent on light, and that
when we had no light, we were, for the
time being, somewhat dead and
somewhat insane! This seems
sufficiently ridiculous, but certainly as
far as night automobiling is concerned,
we are, if not insane, at least in not just
the frame of mind we are when riding
in full daylight.

[ recall covering seven miles of
unknown road, rocky and rutty and
jolty, and thinking that it needed
mending. It was very dark, and the
search-lights but picked us out a path.
Later we returned over this same
stretch of road in the day-time. We
covered the seven miles, going, in the
dark, in thirty minutes. It took us over
an hour returning in the day time, and
we wondered with our hearts in our
mouths, how ever we had managed
this place in the dark. For it was a road
of boulders, and on either side a deep,
deep ditch. Had we known of the ditch,

we would have crawled. Could we have
seen the boulders we went over, we
would have feared. As it was we went
over with merely slight discomfort.
Will the head boy in the class of motor
psychology please answer as to the
why?

Everything you do in a motor at night
has its own particular charm. If you
ford a stream, looming black and
forbidding as it tinkles at the edges
over uneven stones, you are fording
some earthly Styx, and wonder where
is Charon's prototype—perhaps you
are he! If you get lost, you are lost
indeed, not merely off the track. I once
wandered disconsolately around half
the night in a net-work of roads which
crossed and recrossed, trying to find a
way out and a man to guide me. When
at last I accomplished both, I learned I
had been going around and around,
and discovering always an old road for
a new one. | was reminded of the man
in Tramp Abroad, who got lost in his
bedroom and discovered a wilderness
of chairs on which to bark his shins!

When the sun has just gone down, and
the afterglow is fading, and you are
racing for town and supper—that is
one of the magic moments of
automobiling—when it is just dark
enough to see tha tyou need lamps, and
not dark enough to light them! The
other moment is in the wee, tiny hours
of the morning, between one and three,
when the moon shines bright, when
the road is deserted, when all the
houses are dead and all the people are
asleep, whent he cattle and the horse
have ceased their prowling, when
there is never a noise or a motion or a
light to break the illusion that you and
you alone are the sole inhabitant of a
lonely world.

Then, if the road is good and your time
is long, you let the machine go, and the
blood in you leaps and exults and you
faintly writhe in your seat with the joy
and the splendor of it all. Here is a
town, the ghost of itself, everyone
soundly tucked up in bed. Your exhaust
thunders in echo against the buildings
on either side, wunless you are
charitable enough to shut it off!

Beyond a dog barks—perhaps he races
out at you, hounds madly along beside
you for a tod, and then you have him,
his doggish protest growing fainter
and fainter in the distance.

The moonlight, and your acetylene
lights, show the road for a mile ahead,
yet only for a couple of hundred feet is
the seeing to be trusted. Moonlight
looks so bright, and is really so dim, it
does not do to trust its exposition of
the way beneath you.

Hills are steep neither in the climbing
nor the coasting, and any driver will
bear me out when I say that any well
regulated automobile of good birth and
breeding climbs better at night than by
day. In the old bicycle days we used to
be told that this ability to ride better
and harder and faster at night was
subjective and psychological. I wish I
knew where the bump of psychology
was located on the motor, but it only
works at night!

You may have toured a thousand-
thousand miles. You may have ridden
summer, winter, fall and spring. Your
motoring may have been over good
roads and bad, pikes and lanes, in
civilization and in savage lands. But
until you have ridden from midnight
well into the dawn, over a road you
have never seen before, and felt the
magic touch of the new night-wind,
seen the fairy gilding of the moon from
the top of a speeding machine, and
watched the fiery javelin of your seach-
light pierce to the heart the ever-
reviving, mysterious curtain of night,
you cannot say you have known all that
motoring can teach.






