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i t  uui  • Gruelling race from New 

York City to Coney Island. 
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* loture^ A creed of Aos»lcan 000*etltore start for the 

••walking moo# Bunlonoers, the Americans onXI thorn. I 
don't know— 

—whet the prlao is# tout It ought to be a— 

—fTCOd one. This Is what they are beginning to feel like. 

They don't care how faat amieroj lane oaa— 

—fly, or a car speed. They are — 

—juoi keen on finding out how feet— 

—they ees walk* MiaS that oar, or you'll— 

—be carrtoa heme t They are all &&m anyway % 

Ho, 383 smells the stable. 

101 ? He carries his age well I 

Getting near the poet now t Here's the arced waiting 
to welcome the winner, and here's the winner himself t 
Leslie Aftsssender, victor by— 

—5 yards falls completely exhausted after hie effort. 

Hullo I Here's Pop I who'll lend him a car fare 
heme 1 


