we had none of the fierco July h-et we
have in Canada; the roads were smooth aud
hard, no leosy stones 1o dodge, no dust or
ruts to gallop over. No leaping of «litchas
irom roud. o ‘sidewalk; and back to sidenaths
sach as we get at kome, nothing to do it to
Tun . over . these  heantifnl  rozds  winding
through - quaint little villages, and oool, leafy
lancs; vot the boys could not run 'with any-
thine like their usual spoed "and courage. But
lo gel back to the storyv of the Tace..

LONMGBOAT'S COLLAPSE.
Fifty-five men started and orly 27 finished.
Wien the pistol fired Art Durn, the Calgary
ranncry sprang to the-front at a hot clip, vui.
befcre two milés had bezn covered, Jack,
Price, - Lond and Duncan, thse Bnglichmen,
with Heffron the South African, and Dorando,
the Itallan. whe was the first to croas !he'
tape. were feading, Jack in front was cutting
§.a pretty fair clip, ‘Tom Longboat  was
next up, 200 vards Luek, and mnnng strong :
Doc. Merton, the Teronto ‘evelist, ‘and T, who
wer: hic attendante, picked him up and away
we wont, ‘The Indian was running his own
race, ard. we did "not bother him. As +-o
trave.dcd on -mile after mile, Morton kept to
and from between ‘the leaders and tha In-
vean. - "They are runtring as if the devil
himself - wrere behind,” he wm'd finally. and I
pHerimagsd forward to see for myself, - Sure
enangh,. there thoy were, running like . terror-
stricken men. "I told Tom. . “I keich ’em,”
he grunted. ©1 kil ‘em,” and sure enough
h» did. At nine miles Prize fell by the way-
side, and we passed him as hiz attendant rub-
bad Lim down. " Th-n Beale, the Finglishman,
~cam2 up from behind and joined Tom. Tom
grinned  and - stuck like a leech - whon the
Dritisher, wvrged on Ly his fricads, tried wo
feave him. Boals hung on for fer five miles,
and during that tim» Jaek, Dupcan and Lord
collapred, * " Hofimon; out in fact, was set-
ting n d-oeperate pace, ard at one time led
Tonghoat by four minutas, *You'ro whacked,
Tougboat I vas ithe  incessant cry of the
thorsands along the rcute, but Tom. only
grinnod and strods on.  Then around a bend
the red pants of the Italian, Dorando, cauxht
our eve, Tom watched him a whilo and . then
steadily  cut him down. Twice the Italian
car2 back, but -at 18 miles the Indian nadd
him well brateny and Hefferon, tiring fast, was
oniy 30 yards aliead, *‘It’s all over but ihe
cheeving,” said ‘Dee Morton and Tom Flana
Fan, who had -gone on to the Stadium. con
tent that Longbout would win, when «itddenly,
viith ealy a slicht preniciitary  warning the
Indinn ctapsored, thiew up his hand, and fall
anecless across my wheel.  We oave him cham
pagne, and. were buey bringing him around
when a Maratlion medical ofhicer zuriverd and
refused to lot -him go on. “He's deud beat,
aned 1 won't let him start,” he said, though
he ackrowledged that Tom's hsest and wul
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were strong.  Tom said: afterwards t.ha.}; ha
sidcenly Jost all esnse.. ‘I think it's the heat
that got me.” he sald, He went to ths Stadiom
in 1 car. It was a tough blow to ¥Flanagan,
2t the Indian felt blue, but there wasn't any-
thing toit. We felt thot the Indinn had £oN0
haek, but as the minutss rolled by, and we
saw that England’ best had gen2 down, and
the others were walking no tima, wa fslt thot,
1t warn't the Indian who had gone back, wut
that he had succumbed to erange iweathar
ronditions.  So much  for Lengoboxt. who - fol.
lowed ithe leadars and experienoad. the Lot
cariv pace  How abont Bert Coldsboro, Harry
Lawson and T'rod Simpson, who laid back in
the second brigade, and rofused to be drag-
cosl cut at a hot clip?  They fared o better.
Tielere -16 miles had. been covered they were
floppinge  to. walk, -



