PREFACE TO REPRI NT EDI TI ON

The reader should grasp clearly the date at which this book was
witten. It was done in 1907: it appeared in various nmagazi nes
as a serial in 1908 and it was published in the Fall of that
year. At that time the aeroplane was, for nobst people, nerely a
runour and the "Sausage" held the air. The contenporary reader
has all the advantage of ten years' experience since this story
was i magi ned. He can correct his author at a dozen points and
estimate the value of these warnings by the standard of a decade
of realities. The book is weak on anti-aircraft guns, for
exanple, and still nore negligent of submarines. Mich, no
doubt, will strike the reader as quaint and limted but upon nuch
the witer may not unreasonably plume hinself. The
interpretation of the German spirit nust have read as a
caricature in 1908. Ws it a caricature? Prince Karl seened a
fantasy then. Reality has since copied Prince Carl with an
astonishing faithfulness. |Is it too nmuch to hope that sone
denmocratic "Bert" may not ultinmately get even with his Hi ghness?
Qur author tells us in this book, as he has told us in others,
nore especially in The Wrld Set Free, and as he has been telling
us this year in his War and the Future, that if manki nd goes on
with war, the smash-up of civilization is inevitable. It is
chaos or the United States of the Wrld for mankind. There is no
other choice. Ten years have but added an enornous conviction to
the message of this book. It remains essentially right, a
panphl et story--in support of the League to Enforce Peace.

K

THE WAR IN THE AIR



CHAPTER |

OF PROGRESS AND THE SMALLWAYS FAM LY

"This here Progress,” said M. Tom Smal | ways, "it keeps on

"You'd hardly think it could keep on," said M. Tom Snal | ways.

It was along before the Wr in the Air began that M. Smallways
made this remark. He as sitting on the fence at the end of his
garden and surveying the great Bun Hill gas-works with an eye
that neither praised nor blanmed. Above the clustering gasoneters
three unfamliar shapes appeared, thin, wall ow ng bl adders that
flapped and rolled about, and grew bi gger and bi gger and rounder
and rounder--balloons in course of inflation for the South of

Engl and Aero C ub's Saturday-afternoon ascent.

"They goes up every Saturday," said his neighbour, M. Stringer
the mlkman. "It's only yestiday, so to speak, when all London
turned out to see a balloon go over, and now every little place
in the country has its weekly-outings--uppings, rather. It's

been the sal vation of them gas conpanies."

"Larst Satiday | got three barrer-1loads of gravel off ny

petaters,” said M. Tom Snal | ways. "Three barrer-1|oads! Wat
they dropped as ballase. Sone of the plants was broke, and sone

was buried."”

"Ladi es, they say, goes up!"



"l suppose we got to call 'emladies,” said M Tom Smal | ways

"Still, it ain't hardly ny idea of a lady--flying about in the
air, and throwi ng gravel at people. It ain't what | been

accustoned to consider |adylike, whether or no."

M. Stringer nodded his head approvingly, and for a tinme they
continued to regard the swelling bulks with expressions that had

changed fromindifference to disapproval

M. Tom Smal | ways was a green-grocer by trade and a gardener by
di sposition; his little wife Jessica saw to the shop, and Heaven
had pl anned him for a peaceful world. Unfortunately Heaven had
not planned a peaceful world for him He lived in a world of
obstinate and incessant change, tand in parts where its
operations were unsparingly conspicuous. Vicissitude was in the
very soil he tilled; even his garden was upon a yearly tenancy,
and overshadowed by a huge board that proclained it not so nmuch a
garden as an eligible building site. He was horticul ture under
notice to quit, the last patch of country in a district flooded
by new and prbaa things. He did his best to consol e hinself,

to imagine matters near the turn of the tide.

"You' d hardly think it could keep on," he said.

M. Snallways' aged father, could renenber Bun Hill as an idyllic
Kentish village. He had driven Sir Peter Bone until he was fifty
and then he took to drink a little, and driving the station bus,
which lasted himuntil he was seventy-eight. Then he retired. He
sat by the fireside, a shrivelled, very, very old coachman,

full charged with renini scences, and ready for any carel ess
stranger. He could tell you of the vanished estate of Sir Peter

Bone, long since cut up for building, and how that magnate rul ed



the country-side when it was country-side, of shooting and
hunting, and of caches along the high road, of how "where the
gas-works is" was a cricket-field, and of the com ng of the
Crystal Palace. The Crystal Palace was six niles away from Bun
Hll, a great facade that glittered in the norning, and was a

cl ear blue outline against the sky in the afternoon, and of a
night, a source of gratuitous fireworks for all the popul ation of
Bun Hill. And then had cone the railway, and then villas and
villas, and then the gas-works and the water-works, and a great,
ugly sea of worknen's houses, and then drai nage, and the water
vani shed out of the Oterbourne and left it a dreadful ditch, and
then a second railway station, Bun Hi |l South, and nore houses
and nore, nore shops, nore conpetition, plate-glass shops, a
school -board, rates, ommi buses, tranctars--going right away into
London itsel f--bicycles, notor-cars and then nore notor-cars, a

Carnegie library.

"You'd hardly think it could keep on," said M. Tom Snal | ways,

growi ng up anong these marvels.

But it kept on. Even fromthe first the green-grocer's shop

whi ch he had set up in one of the smallest of the old surviving
vill age houses in the tail of the High Street had a subnerged
air, an air of hiding fromsonething that was | ooking for it.Wen
they had made up the pavement of the Hi gh Street, they

| evell ed that up so that one had to go down three steps into the
shop. Tomdid his best to sell only his own excellent but
limted range of produce; but Progress cane shoving things into
his wi ndow, French artichokes and aubergi nes, foreign appl es--
apples fromthe State of New York, apples from California,
appl es from Canada, apples from New Zeal and, "pretty | ookin

fruit, but not what | should call English apples,” said Tom -

bananas, unfaniliar nuts, grape fruits, mangoes.



The motor-cars that went by northward and sout hward grew nore and
nmore powerful and efficient, whizzed faster and snelt worse,
there appeared great clangorous petrol trolleys delivering coa
and parcels in the place of vani shing horse-vans, notor-omibuses
ousted the horse-omi buses, even the Kentish strawberries going
Londonward in the night took to nmachinery and clattered instead
of creaking, and becane affected in flavour by progress and

petr ol

And then young Bert Snallways got a notor bicycle...

Bert, it is necessary to explain, was a progressive Snallways.

Not hi ng speaks nore eloquently of the pitiless insistence of
progress and expansion in our time than that it should get into
the Smal | ways bl ood. But there was something advanced and
enterprising about young Snal | ways before he was out of short
frocks. He was lost for a whole day before he was five, and
nearly drowned in the reservoir of the new water-works before he
was seven. He had a real pistol taken away fromhimby a rea
pol i ceman when he was ten. And he learnt to snpoke, not with

pi pes and brown paper and cane as Tom had done, but with a penny
packet of Boys of England Anerican cigarettes. Hi s |anguage
shocked his father before he was twelve, and by that age, what
with touting for parcels at the station and selling the Bun Hill
Weekly Express, he was making three shillings a week, or nore,
and spending it on Chips, Conmic Cuts, Ally Sloper's Half-holiday,
cigarettes, and all the concomitants of a life of pleasure and
enlightennent. Al of this without hindrance to his literary
studies, which carried himup to the seventh standard at an

exceptionally early age. | nention these things so that you may



have no doubt at all concerning the sort of stuff Bert had in

hi m

He was six years younger than Tom and for a tine there was an
attenpt to utilise himin the green-grocer's shop when Tom at
twenty-one married Jessica--who was thirty, and had saved a
little noney in service. But it was not Bert's forte to be
utilised. He hated digging, and when he was given a basket of
stuff to deliver, a nonmadic instinct arose irresistibly, it
becane his pack and he did not seemto care how heavy it was

nor where he took it, so long as he did not take it to its
destination. danour filled the world, and he strayed after it,
basket and all. So Tomtook his goods out hinself, and sought
enpl oyers for Bert who did not know of this strain of poetry in
his nature. And Bert touched the fringe of a nunber of trades in
successi on--draper's porter, chem st's boy, doctor's page, junior
assistant gas-fitter, envel ope addresser, mlk-cart assistant,
golf caddie, and at last helper in a bicycle shop. Here,
apparently, he found the progressive quality his nature had
craved. His enployer was a pirate-soul ed young nan nanmed G ubb
with a bl ack-sneared face by day, and a nusic-hall side in the
eveni ng, who dreant of a patent |lever chain; and it seened to
Bert that he was the perfect nodel of a gentlerman of spirit. He
hired out quite the dirtiest and unsafest bicycles in the whole
sout h of England, and conducted the subsequent discussions with
astoni shing verve. Bert and he settled down very well together.
Bert lived in, becane alnost a trick rider--he could ride

bi cycles for mles that woul d have conme to pieces instantly under
you or nme--took to washing his face after business, and spent

his surplus noney upon remarkable ties and collars, cigarettes,

and shorthand cl asses at the Bun Hi Il Institute.

He woul d go round to Tomat tinmes, and | ook and talk so



brilliantly that Tom and Jessie, who both had a natural tendency
to be respectful to anybody or anything, |ooked up to him

i mensel vy.

"He's a go-ahead chap, is Bert," said Tom "He knows a thing or

two. "

"Let's hope he don't know too nuch," said Jessica, who had a fine

sense of limtations.

"It's go-ahead Tines," said Tom "Noo petaters, and English at

that; we'll be having "emin March if things go on as they do go.

I never see such Tinmes. See his tie last night?"

"It wasn't suited to him Tom It was a gentlenman's tie. He

wasn't up to it--not the rest of him It wasn't beconming"..

Then presently Bert got a cyclist's suit, cap, badge, and all
and to see himand G ubb going down to Brighton (and back)--heads
down, handl e-bars down, backbones curved--was a revel ation

in the possibilities of the Smallways bl ood.

Go- ahead Ti nes!

ad Smallways would sit over the fire nunbling of the greatness
of other days, of old Sir Peter, who drove his coach to Brighton
and back in eight-and-twenty hours, of old Sir Peter's white
top-hats, of Lady Bone, who never set foot to ground except to
wal k in the garden, of the great, prize-fights at Ctawley. He
tal ked of pink and pig-skin breeches, of foxes at Ring's Bottom
where now the County Council pauper lunatics were encl osed, of

Lady Bone's chintzes and crinolines. Nobody heeded him The



worl d had thrown up a new type of gentlenan altogether--a

gentl eman of nost ungentlemanly energy, a gentleman in dusty

oi | skins and notor goggl es and a wonderful cap, a stink-nmaking
gentl eman, a swift, high-class badger, who fled perpetually al ong
hi gh roads fromthe dust and stink he perpetually nmade. And his
| ady, as they were able to see her at Bun Hll, was a

weat her-bi tten goddess, as free fromrefinement as a gi psy--not

so nmuch dressed as packed for transit at a high velocity.

So Bert grew up, filled with ideals of speed and enterprise, and
becane, so far as he becane anything, a kind of bicycle

engi neer of the let's-have-a-look-at-it and enanel chi pping
variety. Even a road-racer, geared to a hundred and twenty,
failed to satisfy him and for a time he pined in vain at twenty
m | es an hour along roads that were continually nore dusty and
nmore crowded with nmechanical traffic. But at |ast his savings
accunul ated, and his chance cane. The hire-purchase system
bridged a financial gap, and one bright and nmenorabl e Sunday
nmor ni ng he wheel ed his new possessi on through the shop into the
road, got on to it with the advice and assi stance of G ubb, and
teuf-teuffed off into the haze of the traffic-tortured high road,
to add hinself as one nore voluntary public danger to the

anenities of the south of Engl and.

"Orf to Brighton!" said old Smal |l ways, regardi ng his youngest son
fromthe sitting-roomw ndow over the green-grocer's shop with
somet hi ng between pride and reprobation. "Wen | was 'is age,
I'd never been to London, never bin south of Craw ey--never

bi n anywhere on nmy own where | couldn't wal k. And nobody didn't
go. Not unless they was gentry. Now every body's orf

everywhere; the whole dratted country sins flying to pieces.
Wonder they all get back. Of to Brighton indeed! Anybody want

to buy 'orses?"



"You can't say _|I_ bin to Brighton, father,” said Tom

"Nor don't want to go," said Jessica sharply; "creering about and

spendi n' your noney."

For a tine the possibilities of the notor-bicycle so occupied
Bert's mind that he remai ned regardl ess of the new direction in
whi ch the striving soul of man was finding exercise and
refreshnent. He failed to observe that the type of notor-car
like the type of bicycle, was settling-down and losing its
adventurous quality. |Indeed, it is as true as it is remarkable
that Tomwas the first to observe the new devel opnent. But his
gardening nade himattentive to the heavens, and the proxinmity of
the Bun Hi |l gas-works and the Crystal Palace, fromwhich ascents
were continually being nmade, and presently the descent of ball ast
upon his potatoes, conspired to bear in upon his unwilling mnd
the fact that the Goddess of Change was turning her disturbing
attention to the sky. The first great boomin aeronautics was

begi nni ng.

G ubb and Bert heard of it in a nusic-hall, then it was driven
hone to their minds by the cinematograph, then Bert's imagination
was stinulated by a sixpenny edition of that aeronautic classic,
M. Ceorge Giffith's "Cipper of the Couds," and so the thing

really got hold of them

At first the nost obvious aspect was the nmultiplication of
bal | oons. The sky of Bun Hill began to be infested by ball oons.
On Wednesday and Saturday afternoons particularly you could
scarcely | ook skyward for a quarter of an hour wi thout

di scovering a balloon sonewhere. And then one bright day Bert,



nmotori ng toward Croydon, was arrested by the insurgence of a
huge, bol ster-shaped nonster fromthe Crystal Palace grounds, and
obliged to disnobunt and watch it. It was like a bolster with a
broken nose, and below it, and conparatively small, was a stiff
framework bearing a man and an engine with a screw that whizzed
round in front and a sort of canvas rudder behind. The framework
had an air of dragging the reluctant gas-cylinder after it like a
brisk little terrier towng a shy gas-di stended el ephant into
society. The conbi ned nonster certainly travelled and steered.

It went overhead perhaps a thousand feet up (Bert heard the

engi ne), sailed away sout hward, vani shed over the hills,
reappeared a little blue outline far off in the east, going now
very fast before a gentle south-west gale, returned above the
Crystal Palace towers, circled round them chose a position for

descent, and sank down out of sight.

Bert sighed deeply, and turned to his notor-bicycle again.

And that was only the begi nning of a succession of strange
phenonena in the heavens--cylinders, cones, pear-shaped nonsters,
even at last a thing of alumniumthat glittered wonderfully, and
that G ubb, through some confusion of ideas about arnour plates,

was inclined to consider a war machi ne.

There foll omed actual flight.

This, however, was not an affair that was visible fromBun Hill
it was sonmething that occurred in private grounds or other

encl osed pl aces and, under favourable conditions, and it was
brought honme to Grubb and Bert Srallways only by neans of the
magazi ne page of the hal f-penny newspapers or by ci nemat ograph
records. But it was brought honme very insistently, and in those

days if, ever one heard a nan saying in a public place in a



| oud, reassuring, confident tone, "It's bound to cone," the
chances were ten to one he was talking of flying. And Bert got a
box lid and wote out in correct wi ndowticket style, and G ubb
put in the window this inscription, "Aeroplanes made and
repaired.” It quite upset Tom-it seened taking one's shop so
lightly; but nost of the neighbours, and all the sporting ones,

approved of it as being very good indeed.

Everybody tal ked of flying, everybody repeated over and over
again, "Bound to cone," and then you know it didn't conme. There
was a hitch. They flew-that was all right; they flewin

machi nes heavier than air. But they snmashed. Sonetines they
smashed the engi ne, sonetinmes they smashed the aeronaut, usually
they smashed both. Machines that made flights of three or four

m | es and cane down safely, went up the next time to headl ong

di saster. There seened no possible trusting to them The breeze
upset them the eddies near the ground upset them a passing

thought in the mnd of the aeronaut upset them Al so they

upset --sinply.

"It's this 'stability' does 'em" said Grubb, repeating his
newspaper. "They pitch and they pitch, till they pitch

t hensel ves to pieces.”

Experiments fell away after two expectant years of this sort of
success, the public and then the newspapers tired of the
expensi ve phot ographi ¢ reproductions, the optinmstic reports, the
per petual sequence of triunph and di saster and silence. Flying
sl unped, even ballooning fell away to sone extent, though it
remained a fairly popular sport, and continued to lift grave
fromthe wharf of the Bun Hill gas-works and drop it upon
deserving people's | awns and gardens. There were half a dozen

reassuring years for Tom-at |least so far as flying was



concerned. But that was the great time of nono-rail devel opnent,
and his anxiety was only diverted fromthe high heavens by the

nmost urgent threats and synptons of change in the | ower sky.

There had been tal k of nono-rails for several years. But the
real mschief began when Brennan sprang his gyroscopi ¢ nono-r ai
car upon the Royal Society. It was the |eading sensation of the
1907 soirees; that cel ebrated denonstration-roomwas all too
small for its exhibition. Brave soldiers |eading Zionists,
deserving novelists, noble | adies, congested the narrow passage
and thrust distinguished elbows into ribs the world would not
willingly let break, deenming thenselves fortunate if they could
see "just a little bit of the rail." Inaudible, but convincing,
the great inventor expounded his discovery, and sent his obedient
little nodel of the trains of the future up gradients, round
curves, and across a sagging wire. Itran along its single rail
on its single wheels, sinple and sufficient; it stopped, reversed
stood still, balancing perfectly. It naintained its astounding
equi librium anidst a thunder of applause. The audi ence dispersed
at last, discussing how far they woul d enjoy crossing an abyss on
a wire cable. "Suppose the gyroscope stopped!" Few of them
anticipated a tithe of what the Brennan nono-rail would do for

their railway securities and the face of the world.

In a few, years they realised better. In alittle while no one
t hought anyt hing of crossing an abyss on a wire, and the nono-
rail was superseding the tramlines, railways: and indeed every
formof track for mechanical |oconmotion. Where |and was cheap
the rail ran along the ground, where it was dear the rail lifted
up on iron standards and passed overhead; its swift, convenient
cars went everywhere and did everything that had once been done

al ong made tracks upon the ground.



When ol d Smal | ways di ed, Tom coul d think of nothing nore striking
to say of himthan that, "Wen he was a boy, there wasn't nothing
hi gher than your chinbleys--there wasn't a wire nor a cable in

t he sky!"

A d Snal | Ways went to his grave under an intricate network of
wires and cables, for Bun Hill becane not only a sort of minor
centre of power distribution--the Home Counties Power

Di stribution Conpany set up transforners and a generating station
cl ose beside the old gas-works--but, also a junction on the

subur ban nono-rail system Moreover, every tradesman in the

pl ace, and indeed nearly every house, had its own tel ephone.

The nono-rail cabl e standard becane a striking fact in urban

| andscape, for the nost part stout iron erections rather |ike
tapering trestles, and painted a bright bluish green. One, it
happened, bestrode Tom s house, which |ooked still nore retiring
and apol ogetic beneath its imensity; and another giant stood
just inside the corner of his garden, which was still not built
upon and unchanged, except for a couple of advertisenent boards,
one recomendi hg a two-and-si xpenny wat ch, and one a nerve
restorer. These, by the bye, were placed al nost horizontally to
catch the eye of the passing nono-rail passengers above, and so
served admirably to roof over a tool-shed and a nushroom shed for
Tom All day and all night the fast cars from Bri ghton and
Hastings went nurnuring by overhead | ong, broad,

confortabl e-1ooking cars, that were brightly lit after dusk. As
they flew by at night, transient flares of light and a runbling
sound of passage, they kept up a perpetual sumrer |ightning and

thunderstormin the street bel ow

Presently the English Channel was bridged--a series of great iron

Eiffel Tower pillars carrying nono-rail cables at a height of a



hundred and fifty feet above the water, except near the mddle,
where they rose higher to allow the passage of the London and

Antwer p shi pping and the Hanburg-America |iners.

Then heavy notor-cars began to run about on only a coupl e of
wheel s, one behind the other, which for sone reason upset Tom
dreadful ly, and made hi m gl oony for days after the first one

passed the shop..

Al'l this gyroscopi c and nono-rail devel opnent naturally absorbed
a vast anount of public attention, and there,was al so a huge

exci tenent consequent upon the amazing gol d discoveries off the
coast of Angl esea made by a submarine prospector, Mss Patricia
G ddy. She had taken her degree in geology and mineralogy in the
Uni versity of London, and while working upon the auriferous rocks
of North Wales, after a brief holiday spent in agitating for
wonen' s suffrage, she had been struck by the possibility of these
reefs cropping up again under the water. She had set herself to
verify this supposition by the use of the submarine craw er

i nvented by Doctor Al berto Cassini. By a happy mngling of
reasoning and intuition peculiar to her sex she found gold at her
first descent, and emerged after three hours' subnersion with
about two hundredwei ght of ore containing gold in the
unparal | el ed quantity of seventeen ounces to the ton. But the
whol e story of her submarine mning, intensely interesting as it
is, nmust be told at sone other tine; suffice it now to remark
simply that it was during the consequent great rise of prices,
confidence, and enterprise that the revival of interest in flying

occurred.

It is curious how that revival began. It was |like the com ng of
a breeze on a quiet day; nothing started it, it came. People

began to talk of flying with an air of never having for one



nmonent dropped the subject. Pictures of flying and flying

machi nes returned to the newspapers; articles and all usions
increased and nmultiplied in the serious nagazi nes. People asked
in nmono-rail trains, "Wen are we going to fly?" A new crop of
inventors sprang up in a night or so like fungi. The Aero Cdub
announced the project of a great Flying Exhibition in a | arge
area of ground that the renoval of sluns in Witechapel had

rendered avail abl e.

The advanci ng wave soon produced a synpathetic ripple in the Bun
Hi Il establishment. G ubb routed out his flying-nmachi ne node
again, tried it in the yard behind the shop, got a kind of flight
out of it, and broke seventeen panes of glass and nine
flower-pots in the greenhouse that occupied the next yard but

one.

And then, springing fromnowhere, sustained one knew not how,
came a persistent, disturbing runour that the problem had been
solved, that the secret was known. Bert nmet it one early-closing
afternoon as he refreshed hinmself in an inn near Nutfield,
whi t her his notor-bicycle had brought him There snoked and
medi tated a person in khaki, an engineer, who presently took an
interest in Bert's nmachine. It was a sturdy piece of apparatus,
and it had acquired a kind of docunentary value in these

qui ck-changing tines; it was now nearly eight years old. Its
poi nts di scussed, the soldier broke into a newtopic with, "M
next's going to be an aeroplane, so far as | can see. |'ve had

enough of roads and ways."

"They TORK," said Bert.

"They tal k--and they do," said the soldier

"The thing's com ng--"



"I't keeps ON coming," said Bert; "I shall believe when | see it."

"That won't be long," said the soldier

The conversation seened degenerating into an ani able wangl e of

contradiction.

"I tell you they ARE flying," the soldier insisted. "I see it
mysel f."

"We've all seen it," said Bert.

"I don't nean flap up and smash up; | nean real, safe, steady,

controlled flying, against the wind, good and right."

"You ain't seen that!"

"I "AVE! Aldershot. They try to keep it a secret. They got it
ri ght enough. You bet--our War Office isn't going to be

caught -napping this tine."

Bert's incredulity was shaken. He asked questions- and the

sol di er expanded.

"I tell you they got nearly a square mile fenced in--a sort of

val |l ey. Fences of barbed wire ten feet high, and inside that they
do things. Chaps about the canp--now and then we get a peep. It
isn't only us neither. There's the Japanese; you bet they got, it

too--and the Germans!"

The soldier stood with his legs very wide apart, and filled his
pi pe thoughtfully. Bert sat on the |ow wall against which his

not or - bi cycl e was | eani ng.



"Funny thing fighting' |l be," he said.
"Flying's going to break out," said the soldier. "Wen it DCES
come, when the curtain does go up, | tell you you'll find every
one on the stage--busy.... Such fighting, too!... | suppose you

don't read the papers about this sort of thing?"

"I read '"ema bit," said Bert

"Wel |, have you noticed what one mght call the renmarkabl e case
of the disappearing inventor--the inventor who turns up in a

bl aze of publicity, fires off a few successful experinents, and

vani shes?"
"Can't say | 'ave," said Bert.
"Well, | '"ave, anyhow. You get anybody cone al ong who does

anything striking in this line, and, you bet, he vanishes. Just
goes off quietly out of sight. After a bit, you don't hear
anything nore of '"emat all. See? They disappear. Gone--no
address. First--oh! it's an old story now-there was those
Wight Brothers out in Anerica. They glided--they glided niles
and niles. Finally they glided off stage. Wy, it nust be

ni neteen hundred and four, or five, THEY vani shed! Then there
was those people in Ireland--no, | forget their nanes. Everybody
said they could fly. THEY went. They ain't dead that |'ve heard
tell; but you can't say they're alive. Not a feather of 'em can
you see. Then that chap who flew round Paris and upset in the
Seine. De Booley, was it? | forget. That was a grand fly, in
spite of the accident; but where's he got to? The accident

didn't hurt him Eh? _'E 's gone to cover."



The soldier prepared to |ight his pipe.

"Looks like a secret society got hold of them" said Bert.

"Secret society! NAW"

The soldier lit his match, and drew. "Secret society," he
repeated, with his pipe between his teeth and the match flaring,
in response to his words. "War Departnents; that's nmore |ike
it." He threw his match aside, and wal ked to his machine. "I

tell you, sir," he said, "there isn't a big Power in Europe, OR
Asia, OR America, OR Africa, that hasn't got at |east one or two
flying nmachines hidden up its sleeve at the present tine. Not
one. Real , workable, flying machines. And the spying! The
spyi ng and manoeuvring to find out what the others have got. |
tell you, sir, a foreigner, or, for the matter of that, an
unaccredited native, can't get within four mles of Lydd nowadays

--not to nmention our |little circus at Al dershot, and the

experinental canp in Galway. No!"

"Well," said Bert, "lI'd like to see one of them anyhow Jest to
help believing. 1'll believe when | see, that I'Il pronise you."
"You'll see 'em fast enough," said the soldier, and led his

machi ne out into the road.

He left Bert on his wall, grave and pensive, with his cap on the
back of his head, and a cigarette snmouldering in the corner of

hi s nout h.

"I'f what he says is true," said Bert, "me and G ubb, we been
wasting our blessed old tinme. Besides incurring expense with

thet green-'ouse."”



It was while this nmysterious talk with the soldier still stirred
in Bert Smallways' imagination that the nost astounding incident
in the whole of that dramatic chapter of human history, the

com ng of flying, occurred. People talk glibly enough of

epoch- maki ng events; this was an epoch-nmaking event. It was the
unantici pated and entirely successful flight of M. Alfred
Butteridge fromthe Crystal Palace to 3 asgow and back in a small
busi nessl i ke-1 ooki ng machi ne heavier than air--an entirely
manageabl e and control |l abl e nmachine that could fly as well as a

pi geon.

It wasn't, one felt, a fresh step forward in the matter so nuch
as a giant stride, a leap. M. Butteridge remained in the air

al t oget her for about nine hours, and during that tine he flew
with the ease and assurance of a bird. Hi s machi ne was, however
neither bird-like nor butterfly-like, nor had it the w de,

| at eral expansion of the ordinary aeroplane. The effect upon the
observer was rather sonething in the nature of a bee or wasp.
Parts of the apparatus were spinning very rapidly, and gave one a
hazy effect of transparent w ngs; but parts, including two
peculiarly curved "w ng-cases"--if one may borrow a figure from
the flying beetles--remined expanded stiffly. 1In the mddle was
a |l ong rounded body |ike the body of a noth, and on this M.
Butteridge could be seen sitting astride, nuch as a nan bestrides
a horse. The wasp-like resenbl ance was increased by the fact
that the apparatus flew with a deep boom ng hum exactly the

sound made by a wasp at a w ndowpane.

M. Butteridge took the world by surprise. He was one of those
gentl enen from nowhere Fate still succeeds in producing for the

stimulation of mankind. He cane, it was variously said, from



Australia and America and the South of France. He was also
described quite incorrectly as the son of a man who had amassed
a confortable fortune in the manufacture of gold nibs and the
Butteridge fountain pens. But this was an entirely different
strain of Butteridges. For sone years, in spite of a loud voice,
a |l arge presence, an aggressive swagger, and an inplacabl e
manner, he had been an undi stingui shed nenber of nost of the

exi sting aeronautical associations. Then one day he wote to al
the London papers to announce that he had nade arrangenents for
an ascent fromthe Crystal Palace of a machine that woul d
demonstrate satisfactorily that the outstanding difficulties in
the way of flying were finally solved. Few of the papers printed
his letter, still fewer were the people who believed in his
claim No one was excited even when a fracas on the steps of a

| eading hotel in Piccadilly, in which he tried to horse-whip a
promi nent German nusi ci an upon sone personal account, delayed his
prom sed ascent. The quarrel was inadequately reported, and his
nane spelt variously Betteridge and Betridge. Until his flight

i ndeed, he did not and could not contrive to exist in the public
m nd. There were scarcely thirty people on the | ook-out for him
in spite of all his clanobur, when about six o'clock one sumer
norni ng the doors of the big shed in which he had been putting
toget her his apparatus opened--it was near the big nodel of a
megat heriumin the Crystal Pal ace grounds--and his giant insect

came droning out into a negligent and incredul ous worl d.

But before he had nade his second circuit of the Crystal Pal ace
towers, Fanme was lifting her trunpet, she drew a deep breath as
the startled tranps who sl eep on the seats of Trafal gar Square

were roused by his buzz and awoke to discover himcircling the

Nel son columm, and by the tinme he had got to Birm ngham which

pl ace he crossed about hal f-past ten, her deafening blast was

echoi ng throughout the country. The despaired-of thing was done.



A man was flying securely and well.

Scot | and was agape for his conming. d asgow he reached by one
o'clock, and it is related that scarcely a ship-yard or factory
in that busy hive of industry resumed work before hal f-past two.
The public mnd was just sufficiently educated in the

i mpossibility of flying to appreciate M. Butteridge at his
proper value. He eircled the University buildings, and dropped
to within shouting distance of the crowds in Wst End Park and on
the slope of Glnorehill. The thing flew quite steadily at a
pace of about three mles an hour, in a wide circle, making a
deep humthat, would have drowned his full, rich voice conpletely
had he not provided hinmself with a megaphone. He avoi ded
churches, buildings, and nono-rail cables with consummate ease as

he conversed.

"Me nane's Butteridge," he shouted; "B-U-T-T-E-R-1-D-GE. - Got

it? M nother was Scotch.”

And having assured hinself that he had been understood, he rose
am dst cheers and shouting and patriotic cries, and then flew up
very swiftly and easily into the south-eastern sky, rising and
falling with long, easy undulations in an extraordinarily

wasp-1i ke manner.

H's return to London--he visited and hovered over Manchester and
Li verpool and Oxford on his way, and spelt his name out to each
pl ace--was an occasi on of unparalleled excitenent. Every one was
staring heavenward. More people were run over in the streets
upon that one day, than in the previous three nonths, and a
County Council steanboat, the Isaac Walton, collided with a pier

of Westminster Bridge, and narrowl y escaped di saster by running



ashore--it was | ow water--on the nud on the south side. He
returned to the Crystal Pal ace grounds, that classic
starting-point of aeronautical adventure, about sunset,
re-entered his shed without disaster, and had the doors | ocked
i medi at el y upon the photographers and journalists who been

wai ting his return.

"Look here, you chaps,"” he said, as his assistant did so, "I'm
tired to death, and saddle sore. | can't give you a word of
talk. |'mtoo--done. M nane's Butteridge. B-U-T-T-E-R-1-D
GE CGet that right. I"man Inperial Englishman. ['Il talk to
you all to-norrow "

Foggy snapshots still survive to record that incident. His

assistant struggles in a sea of aggressive young nmen carrying
not e- books or uphol di ng cameras and wearing bowl er hats and
enterprising ties. He hinself towers up in the doorway, a big
figure with a nouth--an el oquent cavity beneath a vast bl ack
nmoust ache--di storted by his shout to these relentl ess agents of

publicity. He towers there, the nost fanous nman in the country,.

Al nost synbolically he holds and gesticulates with a negaphone in

his | eft hand.

Tom and Bert Smal | ways both saw that return. They watched from
the crest of Bun Hill, fromwhich they had so often surveyed the
pyrotechnics of the Crystal Palace. Bert was excited, Tom kept
cal mand | unpi sh, but neither of themrealised how their own
lives were to be invaded by the fruits of that begi nning.
"P'raps old Gubb'll mind the shop a bit now," he said, "and put
his bl essed nodel in the fire. Not that that can save us, if we

don't tide over with Steinhart's account."”



Bert knew enough of things and the problem of aeronautics to
realise that this gigantic inmtation of a bee would, to use his
own idiom "give the newspapers fits.”" The next day it was clear
the fits had been given even as he said: their nmgazi ne pages
were black with hasty photographs, their prose was convul sive
they foaned at the headline. The next day they were worse.

Bef ore the week was out they were not so nuch published as

carried screanming into the street.

The doni nant fact in the uproar was the exceptional personality
of M. Butteridge, and the extraordinary ternms he demanded for

the secret of his nachine.

For it was a secret and he kept it secret in the nost el aborate
fashion. He built his apparatus hinself in the safe privacy of
the great Crystal Pal ace sheds, with the assistance of

i nattentive worknmen, and the day next following his flight he
took it to pieces single handed, packed certain portions, and
then secured unintelligent assistance in packing and di spersing
the rest. Seal ed packi ng-cases went north and east and west to
vari ous pantechni cons, and the engi nes were boxed with peculiar
care. It becane evident these precautions were not inadvisable
in view of the violent demand for any sort of photograph or

i mpressions of his machine. But M. Butteridge, having once nade
his denonstration, intended to keep his secret safe from any
further risk of |eakage. He faced the British public now with
the question whether they wanted his secret or not; he was, he
said perpetually, an "Inperial Englishman,” and his first w sh
and his last was to see his invention the privilege and nonopoly

of the Enpire. Only--

It was there the difficulty began



M. Butteridge, it becane evident, was a man singularly free from
any fal se nodesty--indeed, fromany nodesty of any
kind--singularly willing to see interviewers, answer questions
upon any topic except aeronautics, volunteer opinions,

criticisnms, and autobi ography, supply portraits and photographs
of hinmself, and generally spread his personality across the
terrestrial sky. The published portraits insisted primarily upon
an i nmense bl ack noustache, and secondarily upon a fierceness
behi nd the noustache. The general inpression upon the public was
that Butteridge, was a small nman. No one big, it was felt, could
have so virulently aggressive an expression, though, as a matter
of fact, Butteridge had a height of six feet two inches, and a
wei ght al t oget her proportionate to that. Mreover, he had a | ove
affair of |large and unusual dinensions and irregul ar
circunstances and the still largely decorous British public
learnt with reluctance and alarmthat a synpathetic treatnent of
this affair was inseparable fromthe exclusive acquisition of the
pricel ess secret of aerial stability by the British Enpire. The
exact particulars of the simlarity never canme to |light, but
apparently the lady had, in a fit of high-m nded inadvertence,
had gone through the cerenony of narriage with, one quotes the
unpubl i shed di scourse of M. Butteridge--"a white-livered skunk,"
and this zoological aberration did in sone | egal and vexatious
manner mar her social happines. He wanted to talk about the

busi ness, to show the spl endour of her nature in the light of its
complications. It was really nost enbarrassing to a press that
has al ways possessed a considerable turn for reticence, that

want ed t hi ngs personal indeed in the nodern fashion. Yet not too
personal. It was enbarrassing, | say, to be inexorably
confronted with M. Butteridge's great heart, to see it laid open
in relentlesss self-vivisection, and its pul sating dissepiments

adorned with enphatic flag | abels.



Confronted they were, and there was no getting away fromit. He
woul d nake this appalling viscus beat and throb before the
shrinking journalists--no uncle with a big watch and a little
ever baby ever harped upon it so relentlessly; whatever evasion
they attenpted he set aside. He "gloried in his |ove," he said,

and conpelled themto wite it down.

"That's of course a private affair, M. Butteridge," they would
obj ect.

"The injustice, sorr, is public. | do not care either | amup
against institutions or individuals. | do not care if | amup
agai nst the universal All. | ampleading the cause of a woman, a
worman | |urve, sorr--a noble woman--m sunder st ood. I intend to
vindi cate her, sorr, to the four wi nds of heaven!"

"I lurve England," he used to say--"lurve Engl and, but

Puritanism sorr, | abhor. It fills me with loathing. It raises

my gorge. Take ny own case."

He insisted relentlessly upon his heart, and upon seeing proofs
of the interview. |If they had not done justice to his erotic
bel | owi ngs and gesticul ations, he stuck in, in a large inky

scrawl, all and nore than they had omtted.

It was a strangely enbarrassing thing for British journalism
Never was there a nore obvious or uninteresting affair; never had
the world heard the story of erratic affection with |ess appetite
or synpathy. On the other hand it was extremely curious about

M. Butteridge's invention. But when M. Butteridge could be
deflected for a moment fromthe cause of the |ady he chanpi oned,
then he tal ked chiefly, and usually with tears of tenderness in

his voice, about his nother and his chil dhood--his nother who



crowned a conpl ete encycl opedia of maternal virtue by being
"largely Scotch.” She was not quite neat, but nearly so. "I owe
everything in ne to nme nother," he asserted--"everything. Eh!"
and--"ask any man who's done anything. You'll hear the sane

story. Al we have we owe to wonen. They are the species, sorr

Man is but a dream He cones and goes. The woman's soul | eadeth

us upward and on!"

He was al ways going on |ike that.

What in particular he wanted fromthe Government for his secret
did not appear, nor what beyond a noney paynent coul d be expected
froma nodem state in such an affair. The general effect upon
judi ci ous observers, indeed, was not that he was treating for
anything, but that he was using an unexanpl ed opportunity to

bel | ow and show off to an attentive world. Runours of his rea
identity spread abroad. It was said that he had been the

I andl ord of an ambi guous hotel in Cape Town, and had there given
shelter to, and witnessed, the experinments and finally stolen the
papers and plans of, an extrenmely shy and friendl ess young

i nventor naned Palliser, who had cone to South Africa from

Engl and i n an advanced stage of consunption, and died there.

This, at any rate, was the allegation of the nore outspoken
Anerican press. But the proof or disproof of that never reached

the public.

M. Butteridge also involved hinself passionately in a tangle of
di sputes for the possession of a great nunber of val uabl e noney
prizes. Sone of these had been offered so | ong ago as 1906 for
successful mechanical flight. By the tine of M. Butteridge's
success a really very considerabl e nunber of newspapers, tenpted

by the inmpunity of the pioneers in this direction, had pl edged



thenselves to pay in sone cases, quite overwhelmng suns to the
first person to fly from Manchester to G asgow, from London to
Manchester, one hundred mles, two hundred mles in England, and
the like. Mst had hedged a little with anbi guous conditions,
and now of fered resi stance; one or two paid at once, and
vehemently called attention to the fact; and M. Butteridge
plunged into litigation with the nore recalcitrant, while at the
same time sustaining a vigorous agitation and canvass to induce

the Governnent to purchase his invention

One fact, however, renai ned permanent throughout all the

devel opnents of this affair behind Butteridge's preposterous |ove
interest, his politics and personality, and all his shouting and
boasting, and that was that, so far as the mass of people knew,
he was in sol e possession of the secret of the practicable

aeropl ane in which, for all one could tell to the contrary, the
key of the future enpire of the world resided. And presently, to
the great consternation of innunerable people, including anong
others M. Bert Snmallways, it becane apparent that whatever

negoti ations were in progress for the acquisition of this

preci ous secret by the British Governnent were in danger of
falling through. The London Daily Requiemfirst voiced the

uni versal alarm and published an interview under the terrific

caption of, "M . Butteridge Speaks his Mnd."

Therein the inventor--if he was an inventor--poured out his

heart.

"I came fromthe end of the earth," he said, which rather seened
to confirmthe Cape Town story, "bringing ne Mdtherland the
secret that would give her the enpire of the world. And what do
| get?" He paused. "I amsniffed at by elderly mandari ns!

And the woman | love is treated like a leper!™



"I aman Inperial Englishman,” he went on in a splendid outburst,
subsequently witten into the interview by his own hand; "but
there there are linits to the human heart! There are younger
nations--living nations! Nations that do not snore and gurgle
hel pl essly in paroxysns of plethora upon beds of formality and
red tape! There are nations that will not fling away the enpire
of earth in order to slight an unknown man and insult a noble
worman whose boots they are not fitted to unlatch. There are
nations not blinded to Science, not given over hand and foot to

ef fete snobocraci es and Degenerate Decadents. |In short, mark ny

wor ds- - THERE ARE OTHER NATI ONS! "

This speech it was that particularly inpressed Bert Snallways.

"If them Gernmans or them Americans get hold of this," he said

inpressively to his brother, "the British Enpire's done. It's

U-P. The Union Jack, so to speak, won't be worth the paper it's
witten on, Tom"

"l suppose you couldn't lend us a hand this norning," said
Jessica, in his inmpressive pause. "Everybody in Bun Hill seens
wanting early potatoes at once. Tomcan't carry half of them"
"We're living on a volcano," said Bert, disregarding the
suggestion. "At any noment war may cone--such a war!"

He shook his head portentously.

"You' d better take this lot first, Tom" said Jessica. She
turned briskly on Bert. "Can you spare us a norning?" she asked.

"I dessay | can," said Bert. "The shop's very quiet s'norning.
Though all this danger to the Enpire worries ne sonething

frightful."



"Work'Il take it off your mind," said Jessica.

And presently he too was going out into a world of change and
wonder, bowed beneath a | oad of potatoes and patriotic
insecurity, that nerged at last into a very definite irritation
at the weight and want of style of the potatoes and a very

cl ear conception of the entire detestabl eness of Jessica.

CHAPTER 1 |

HOW BERT SMALLWAYS GOT | NTO DI FFI CULTI ES

It did not occur to either Tomor Bert Smallways that this
remarkabl e aerial performance of M. Butteridge was likely to
affect either of their lives in any special manner, that it would
in any way single themout fromthe mllions about them and when
they had witnessed it fromthe crest of Bun Hill and seen the
fly-1ike mechanism its rotating planes a golden haze in the
sunset, sink humming to the harbour of its shed again, they
turned back towards the sunken green-grocery beneath the great
iron standard of the London to Brighton nono-rail, and their

m nds reverted to the discussion that had engaged them before M.

Butteridge's triunph had come in sight out of the London haze.

It was a difficult and unsuccessful discussions. They had to
carry it on in shouts because of the npaning and roaring of the
gyroscopic notor-cars that traversed the High Street, and inits
nature it was contentious and private. The G ubb business was in
difficulties, and Grubb in a nmonment of financial eloquence had
given a half-share in it to Bert, whose relations with his

enpl oyer had been for sone tinme unsalaried and pallish and

i nformal .



Bert was trying to inpress Tomwith the idea that the
reconstructed Grubb & Snal | ways of fered unprecedented and
unparal | el ed opportunities to the judicious small investor. It
was coning hone to Bert, as though it were an entirely new fact,
that Tom was singularly inpervious to ideas. In the end he put
the financial issues on one side, and, making the thing entirely
a matter of fraternal affection, succeeded in borrowing a

sovereign on the security of his word of honour

The firmof Gubb & Smallways, fornerly G ubb, had i ndeed been
singularly unlucky in the last year or so. For nmany years the
busi ness had struggled along with a flavour of ronantic
insecurity in a small, dissolute-looking shop in the High Street,
adorned with brilliantly col oured adverti senents of cycles, a

di splay of bells, trouser-clips, oil-cans, punp-clips,

frane-cases, wallets, and ot her accessories, and the announcenent

of "Bicycles on Hre," "Repairs,"” "Free inflation,” "Petrol,"
and simlar attractions. They were agents for several obscure
makes of bicycle,--tw sanples constituted the stock,--and
occasionally they effected a sale; they al so repaired punctures
and did their best--though |uck was not always on their side--
with any other repairing that was brought to them They handl ed

a line of cheap granophones, and did a little with nusical boxes.

The staple of their business was, however, the letting of
bicycles on hire. It was a singular trade, obeying no known
conmerci al or econonic principles--indeed, no principles. There
was a stock of ladies' and gentlemen's bicycles in a state of

di srepair that passes description, and these, the hiring stock
were |l et to unexacting and reckl ess people, inexpert in the
things of this world, at a nomnal rate of one shilling for the

first hour and sixpence per hour afterwards. But really there



were no fixed prices, and insistent boys could get bicycles and
the thrill of danger for an hour for so |ow a sum as threepence,
provi ded they could convince Grubb that that was all they had.
The saddl e and handl e-bar were then sketchily adjusted bv G ubb

a deposit exacted, except in the case of fam liar boys, the
machi ne | ubricated, and the adventurer started upon his career.
Usual |y he or she canme back, but at times, when the accident was
serious, Bert or Gubb had to go out and fetch the nachi ne hone.
Hire was al ways charged up to the hour of return to the shop and
deducted fromthe deposit. It was rare that a bicycle started
out fromtheir hands in a state of pedantic efficiency. Ronmantic
possibilities of accident lurked in the worn thread of the screw
that adjusted the saddle, in the precarious pedals, in the

| oose-knit chain, in the handl e-bars, above all in the brakes and
tyres. Tappings and cl anki ngs and strange rhythm c creaki ngs
awoke as the intrepid hirer pedalled out into the country. Then
perhaps the bell would jamor a brake fail to act on a hill; or
the seat-pillar would get |oose, and the saddle drop three or
four inches with a disconcerting bunp; or the loose and rattling
chain would junp the cogs of the chain-wheel as the machine ran
downhill, and so bring the nechanismto an abrupt and di sastrous
stop without at the sane tine arresting the forward nonmentum of
the rider; or a tyre would bang, or sigh quietly, and give up the

struggle for efficiency.

When the hirer returned, a heated pedestrian, G ubb would ignore

all verbal conplaints, and exanmi ne the machi ne gravely.

"This ain't '"ad fair usage," he used to begin.
He becanme a mild enbodinent of the spirit of reason. "You can't
expect a bicycle to take you up in its arms and carry you," he

used to say. "You got to show intelligence. After all--it's



machi nery. "

Sonetinmes the process of |iquidating the consequent clains
bordered on violence. It was always a very rhetorical and often
atrying affair, but in these progressive tinmes you have to nake
a noise to get aliving. It was often hard work, but
neverthel ess this hiring was a fairly steady source of profit,
until one day all the panes in the wi ndow and door were broken
and the stock on sale in the wi ndow greatly damaged and

di sordered bv two over-critical hirers with no sense of
rhetorical irrelevance. They were big, coarse stokers from
Gravesend. One was annoyed because his |left pedal had cone off,
and the other because his tyre had becone deflated, small and

i ndeed negligible accidents by Bun Hill standards, due entirely
to the ungentle handling of the delicate machines entrusted to
them-and they failed to see clearly how they put thenselves in
the wong by this nmethod of argunent. It is a poor way of
convincing a man that he has let you a defective nachine to throw
hi s foot-punp about his shop, and take his stock of gongs outside
in order to return themthrough the wi ndow panes. It carried no
real conviction to the mnds of either G ubb or Bert; it only
irritated and vexed them One quarrel makes many, and this

unpl easantness led to a violent dispute between G ubb and the

| andl ord upon the noral aspects of and |egal responsibility for
the consequent re-glazing. |In the end G ubb and Snmal | ways were
put to the expense of a strategic nocturnal renoval to another

posi tion.

It was a position they had | ong considered. It was t snall
shed-1i ke shop with a pl ate-glass wi ndow and one room behi nd,
just at the sharp bend in the road at the bottomof Bun HIl; and
here they struggl ed al ong bravely, in spite of persistent

annoyance fromtheir former |andlord, hoping for certain



eventualities the peculiar situation of the shop seened to

prom se. Here, too, they were doomed to di sappoi ntnent.

The Hi gh Road from London to Brighton that ran through Bun Hill
was like the British Enpire or the British Constitution--a thing
that had grown to its present inportance. Unlike any other roads
in Europe the British high roads have never been subjected to any
organi sed attenpts to grade or straighten themout, and to that
no doubt their peculiar picturesqueness is to be ascribed. The
old Bun Hill H gh Street drops at its end for perhaps eighty or a
hundred feet of descent at an angle of one in five, turns at
right angles to the left, runs in a curve for about thirty yards
to a brick bridge over the dry ditch that had once been the

O terbourne, and then bends sharply to the right again round a
dense clunp of trees and goes on, a sinple, straightforward,
peaceful high road. There had been one or two horse-and-van and
bi cycl e accidents in the place before the shop Bert and G ubb
took was built, and, to be frank, it was the probability of

others that attracted themto it.

Its possibilities had come to themfirst with a hunorous fl avour

"Here's one of the places where a chap might get a living by

keepi ng hens," said G ubb.

"You can't get a living by keeping hens," said Bert.

"You'd keep the hen and have it spatch-cocked," said G ubb. "The

not or chaps would pay for it.

When they really cane to take the place they renmenbered this
conversation. Hens, however, were out of the question; there was

no place for a run unless they had it in the shop. It would have



been obvi ously out of place there. The shop was nuch nore nodern
than their former one, and had a plate-glass front. "Sooner or

|ater,"” said Bert, "we shall get a notor-car through this."

"That's all right,"” said Gubb. "Conmpensation. | don't mnd
when that notor-car conmes along. | don't mind even if it gives

me a shock to the system

"And nmeanwhile," said Bert, with great artfulness, "lI'mgoing to

buy nyself a dog."

He did. He bought three in succession. He surprised the people
at the Dogs' Home in Battersea by demanding a deaf retriever, and
rejecting every candidate that pricked up its ears. "I want a
good, deaf, slow noving dog,"” he said. "A dog that doesn't put

hi nsel f out for things."

They di spl ayed i nconvenient curiosity; they declared a great

scarcity of deaf dogs

"You see," they said, "dogs aren't deaf."
"Mne's got to be," said Bert. "l've HAD dogs that aren't deaf.
All 1 want. [It's like this, you see--1 sell granophones.

Naturally | got to make "emtalk and tootle a bit to show 'em

orf. Well, a dog that isn't deaf doesn't like it--gets excited
snells round, barks, grows. That upsets the custoner. See?

Then a dog that has his hearing fancies things. Mkes burglars
out of passing tranps. Wants to fight every notor that nakes a
whizz. Al very well if you want livening up, but our place is
lively enough. | don't want a dog of that sort. | want a quiet

dog.

In the end he got three in succession, but none of themturned



out well. The first strayed off into the infinite, heeding no
appeal s; the second was killed in the night by a fruit

not or - waggon which fled before G ubb could get down; the third
got itself entangled in the front wheel of a passing cyclist, who
came through the plate glass, and proved to be an actor out of
wor k and an undi scharged bankrupt. He denmanded conpensation for
sone fancied injury, would hear nothing of the valuable dog he
had killed or the wi ndow he had broken, obliged G ubb by sheer
physi cal obduracy to straighten his buckled front wheel, and
pestered the struggling firmwith a series of inhumanly worded
solicitor's letters. G ubb answered them-stingingly, and put

hi nsel f, Bert thought, in the wong.

Affairs got nore and nore exasperating and strai ned under these
pressures. The w ndow was boarded up, and an unpl easant
altercation about their delay in repairing it with the new

| andl ord, a Bun Hill butcher--and a | oud, bellow ng, unreasonable
person at that--served to renmind themof their unsettled troubles
with the old. Things were at this pitch when Bert bethought
hinsel f of creating a sort of debenture capital in the business
for the benefit of Tom But, as | have said, Tom had no
enterprise in his conposition. His idea of investnent was the

stocking; he bribed his brother not to keep the offer open

And then ill-luck made its last lunge at their crunbling business

and brought it to the ground.

It is a poor heart that never rejoices, and Witsuntide had an
air of com ng as an agreeable break in the business conplications
of Grubb & Snallways. Encouraged by the practical outcone of

Bert's negotiations with his brother, and by the fact that half



the hiring-stock was out from Saturday to Mnday, they decided to
i gnore the residuum of hiring-trade on Sunday and devote that day
to nuch-needed rel axation and refreshnent--to have, in fact, an
unstinted good tine, a beano on Wit Sunday and return
invigorated to grapple with their difficulties and the Bank
Hol i day repairs on the Monday. No good thing was ever done by
exhausted and dispirited nen. |t happened that they had nade the
acquai ntance of two young ladies in enploynment in Capham Mss
Fl ossie Bright and M ss Edna Bunthorne, and it was resol ved
therefore to make a cheerful little cyclist party of four into
the heart of Kent, and to picnic and spend an indol ent afternoon
and eveni ng anong the trees and bracken between Ashford and

Mai dst one.

M ss Bright could ride a bicycle, and a nmachine was found for
her, not anong the hiring stock, but specially, in the sanple
held for sale. M ss Bunthorne, whom Bert particularly affected,
could not ride, and so with sone difficulty he hired a basket-

work trailer fromthe big business of Way's in the O apham Road.

To see our young nen, brightly dressed and cigarettes alight,

wheeling off to the rendezvous, G ubb guiding the | ady's machine
beside himw th one skilful hand and Bert teuf-teuffing steadily,
was to realise how pluck may triunph even over insolvency. Their
| andl ord, the butcher, said, "CGurr," as they passed, and shout ed,

"Go it!" in a loud, savage tone to their recedi ng backs.

Much they cared

The weat her was fine, and though they were on their way southward
before nine o' clock, there was already a great mnultitude of
hol i day peopl e abroad upon the roads. There were quantities of
young nen and wonen on bicycles and notor-bicycles, and a

majority of gyroscopic notor-cars running bicycle-fashion on two



wheel s, mngled with ol d-fashioned four-wheeled traffic. Bank
Hol i day tines always bring out old stored-away vehicles and odd
peopl e; one saw tricars and el ectric broughans and dil api dat ed
old racing notors with huge pneumatic tyres. Once our holiday-
makers saw a horse and cart, and once a youth riding a bl ack
horse am dst the badi nage of the passersby. And there were
several navigable gas air-ships, not to nention balloons, in the
air. It was all inmensely interesting and refreshing after the
dark anxieties of the shop. Edna wore a brown straw hat with
poppi es, that suited her admirably, and sat in the trailer like a
queen, and the eight-year-old notor-bicycle ran like a thing

of yesterday.

Little it seened to matter to M. Bert Smallways that a newspaper

pl acard procl ai ned: - -

GERMANY DENOUNCES THE MONRCE

DCCTRI NE.

AMBI GUOUS ATTI TUTDE OF JAPAN

VWHAT WLL BRITAIN DO? IS I T WAR?

This sort of thing was al vays going on, and on holidays one
disregarded it as a matter of course. Wek-davs, in the slack
tinme after the mdday neal, then perhaps one night worry about
the Enpire and international politics; but not on a sunny Sunday,
with a pretty girl trailing behind one, and envious cyclists
trying to race you. Nor did our young people attach any great

i mportance to the flitting suggestions of mlitary activity they
glinpsed ever and again. Near Midstone they cane on a string of

el even notor-guns of peculiar construction halted by the



roadsi de, with a nunber of businesslike engi neers grouped about
them wat chi ng t hrough fiel d-gl asses sonme sort of entrenchnent
that was going on near the crest of the downs. It signified

nothing to Bert.

"What's up?" said Edna.

"Ch! - -manoeuvres," stid Bert.

"Ch! | thought they did them at Easter," said Edna, and troubl ed

no nore.

The | ast great British war, the Boer war, was over and forgotten

and the public had |ost the fashion of expert military criticism

Qur four young peopl e picnicked cheerfully, and were happy in the
manner of a happi ness that was an ancient node in N neveh. Eyes
were bright, Gubb was funny and alnost witty, and Bert achieved
epi grans; the hedges were full of honeysuckle and dog-roses; in
the woods the distant toot-toot-toot of the traffic on the
dust - hazy hi gh road m ght have been no nore than the horns of

el f-land. They | aughed and gossi ped and picked fl owers and nade
| ove and tal ked, and the girls snoked cigarettes. Al so they
scuffled playfully. Anong other things they tal ked aeronautics,
and how thev would cone for a picnic together in Bert's
flying-machi ne before ten years were out. The world seenmed ful

of anusing possibilities that afternoon. They wondered what
their great-grandparents woul d have thought of aeronautics. In
the evening, about seven, the party turned honeward, expecting no
di saster, and it was onlv on the crest of the downs between

W ot ham and Ki ngsdown t hat di saster cane.

They had cone up the hill in the twilight; Bert was anxious to



get as far as possible before he lit--or attenpted to light, for
the i ssue was a doubtful one--his |anps, and they had scorched
past a number of cyclists, and by a four-wheeled notor-car of the
old style lanmed by a deflated tyre. Sone dust had penetrated
Bert's horn, and the result was a curious, anusing, wheezing
sound had got into his "honk, honk." For the sake of nerrinent
and glory he was naking this sound as nuch as possible, and Edna
was in fits of laughter in the trailer. They made a sort of
rushi ng cheerful ness along the road that affected their fell ow
travell ers variously, according to their tenperanments. She

did notice a good | ot of bluish, evil-snelling snmoke coning from
about the bearings between his feet, but she thought this was one
of the natural conconitants of notor-traction, and troubled no
nmore about it, until abruptly it burst into alittle

yell owti pped flame.

"Bert!" she screaned.

But Bert had put on the brakes with such suddenness that she
found herself involved with his I eg as he disnobunted. She got to
the side of the road and hastily readjusted her hat, which had

suf f er ed.

"Gaw " said Bert.

He stood for sone fatal seconds watching the petrol drip and
catch, and the flanme, which was now beginning to snell of enanel
as well as oil, spread and grew. His chief idea was the
sorrowful one that he had not sold the machi ne second-hand a year
ago, and that he ought to have done so--a good idea in its way,
but not i mediately hel pful. He turned upon Edna sharply. "Get
a lot of wet sand,"” he said. Then he wheel ed the nachine a
little towards the side of the roadway, and laid it down and

| ooked about for a supply of wet sand. The flames received this



as a hel pful attention, and nmade the nost of it. They seened to

brighten and the twilight to deepen about them The road was a

flinty road in the chalk country, and ill-provided w th sand.
Edna accosted a short, fat cyclist. "W want wet sand," she
sai d, and added, "our notor's on fire." The short, fat cyclist

stared blankly for a nmonment, then with a hel pful cry began to
scrabble in the road-grit. Wereupon Bert and Edna al so
scrabbled in the road-grit. Qher cyclists arrived, disnounted
and stood about, and their flane-lit faces expressed
satisfaction, interest, curiositv. "Wt sand,"” said the short,
fat man, scrabbling terribly--"wet stnd." One joined him They
t hrew hard- earned handfuls of road-grit upon the flanes, which

accepted themw th ent husi asm

G ubb arrived, riding hard. He was shouting sonmething. He
sprang off and threw his bicycle into the hedge. "Don't throw
water on it!" he said--"don't throw water on it!" He displayed
commandi ng presence of mnd. He becane captain of the occasion
O hers were glad to repeat the things he said and initate his

actions.

"Don't throw water on it!" they cried. Al so there was no water.

"Beat it out, you fools!" he said.

He seized a rug fromthe trailer (it was an Austrian bl anket, and
Bert's winter coverlet) and began to beat at the burning petrol
For a wonderful mnute he seemed to succeed. But he scattered
burni ng pools of petrol on the road, and others, fired by his
enthusiasm inmtated his action. Bert caught up a trailer-cushion
and began to beat; there was another cushion and a tabl e-cloth,

and these also were seized. A young hero pulled off his jacket



and joined the beating. For a nonent there was |ess tal king than
hard breathing, and a trenendous flapping. Flossie, arriving on
the outskirts of the crowd, cried, "Ch, ny God!" and burst |oudly

into tears. "Help!" she said, and "Fire!"

The | ane notor-car arrived, and stopped in consternation. A
tall, goggled, grey-haired man who was driving inquired with an
Oxford intonation and a clear, careful enunciation, "Can WE hel p

at all?"

It becanme manifest that the rug, the table-cloth, the cushions,
the jacket, were getting snmeared with petrol and burning. The
soul seened to go out of the cushion Bert was swaying, and the

air was full of feathers, like a snowstormin the still twlight.

Bert had got very dusty and sweaty and strenuous. |t seened to
hi m hi s weapon had been wrested fromhimat the nmonent of
victory. The fire lay like a dying thing, close to the ground
and wicked; it gave a | eap of anguish at every whack of the
beaters. But now Grubb had gone off to stainp out the burning
bl anket; the others were | acking just at the noment of victory.
One had dropped the cushion and was running to the notorcar

""ERE!" cried Bert; "keep on!"

He flung the deflated burning rags of cushion aside, whipped off
his jacket and sprang at the flames with a shout. He stanped
into the ruin until flanes ran up his boots. Edna saw him a

red-l1it hero, and thought it was good to be a man.

A bystander was hit by a hot hal fpenny flying out of the air.
Then Bert thought of the papers in his pockets, and staggered
back, trying to extinguish his burning jacket--checked, repul sed,

di smayed.



Edna was struck by the benevol ent appearance of an elderly
spectator in a silk hat and Sabbatical garnments. "Ch!" she cried

to him "Help this young man! How can you stand and see it?"

A cry of "The tarpaulin!" arose.

An earnest-looking nman in a very light grey cycling-suit had
suddenly appeared at the side of the |lame notor-car and addressed

the owner. "Have you a tarpaulin?" he said.

"Yes," said the gentlemanly man. "Yes. W've got a tarpaulin.”

"That's it," said the earnest-I|ooking man, suddenly shouti ng.

"Let's have it, quick!"

The gentlemanly nman, with feeble and deprecatory gestures, and in
the manner of a hypnotised person, produced an excellent |arge

tarpaulin.

"Here!" cried the earnest-1ooking man to G ubb. "Ketch holt!"

Then everybody realised that a new nethod was to be tried. A
nunber of willing hands seized upon the Oxford gentl eman's

tarpaulin. The others stood away w th approving noises. The
tarpaulin was held over the burning bicycle |like a canopy, and

t hen snot hered down upon it.

"W ought to have done this before," panted G ubb

There was a nonent of triunph. The flanmes vani shed. Every one
who could contrive to do so touched the edge of the tarpaulin.
Bert held down a corner with two hands and a foot. The
tarpaulin, bulged up in the centre, seened to be suppressing

triunmphant exultation. Then its self-approval becanme too nuch



for it; it burst into a bright red smle in the centre. It was
exactly like the opening of a nouth. It laughed with a gust of
flanes. They were reflected redly in the observant goggl es of

the gentl eman who owned the tarpaulin. Everybody recoil ed.

"Save the trailer!" cried sone one, and that was the last round
in the battle. But the trailer could not be detached; its

wi cker-work had caught, and it was the last thing to burn. A
sort of hush fell upon the gathering. The petrol burnt |ow, the
wi cker-work trailer banged and crackled. The crowd divided
itself into an outer circle of critics, advisers, and secondary
characters, who had played undi stingui shed parts or no parts at
all in the affair, and a central group of heated and distressed
principals. A young man with an inquiring mnd and a
consi der abl e know edge of notor-bicycles fixed on to G ubb and
wanted to argue that the thing could not have happened. G ubb
wass short and inattentive with him and the young man wi t hdrew
to the back of the crowd, and there told the benevolent old
gentleman in the silk hat that people who went out wi th nachines
they didn't understand had only thenselves to blanme if things

went wrong.

The old gentleman let himtalk for sone tine, and then remarked,
in a tone of rapturous enjoynent: "Stone deaf," and added, "Nasty

things."

A rosy-faced man in a straw hat clainmed attention. "I DI D save
the front wheel," he said; "you'd have had that tyre catch, too,

if | hadn't kept turning it round. It became manifest that this
was so. The front wheel had retained its tyre, was intact, was
still rotating slowy anong the bl ackened and tw sted ruins of
the rest of the machine. It had something of that air of

consci ous virtue, of uninpeachable respectability, that



di stinguishes a rent collector in a | ow neighbourhood. "That
wheel 's worth a pound," said the rosy-faced man, neking a song of

it. "l kep' turning it round."

Newconers kept arriving fromthe south with the question, "Wat's
up?" until it got on Gubb's nerves. Londonward the crowd was
constantly | osing people; they would nmount their various wheels
with the satisfied nanner of spectators who have had the best.
Their voices would recede into the twilight; one would hear a

| augh at the menory of this particularly salient incident or

t hat.

"I"'mafraid," said the gentl eman of the notor-car, "ny

tarpaulin's a bit done for."

G ubb adnitted that the owner was the best judge of that.

"Nothin, else | can do for you?" said the gentleman of the

motor-car, it may be with a suspicion of irony.

Bert was roused to action. "Look here,” he said. "There's ny
young lady. |If she ain't 'one by ten they | ock her out. See?
Well, all my noney was in ny jacket pocket, and it's all mxed up
with the burnt stuff, and that's too "ot to touch. 1S O apham

out of your way?"

"All in the day's work," said the gentleman with the notor-car

and turned to Edna. "Very pleased indeed," he said, "if you'll
conme with us. W're late for dinner as it is, so it won't make
much difference for us to go hone by way of C apham W've got
to get to Surbiton, anyhow. I|I'mafraid you"ll find us a little

sl ow. "



"But what's Bert going to do?" said Edna.

"l don't know that we can accommpdate Bert,"” said the notor-car

gentl eman, "though we're tremendously anxious to oblige."

"You couldn't take the whole lot?" said Bert, waving his hand at

t he deboshed and bl ackened ruins on the ground.

"I"'mawfully afraid | can't," said the Oxford man. "Awfully

sorry, you know. "

"Then I'lIl have to stick '"ere for a bit," said Bert. "I got to

see the thing through. You go on, Edna.”

"Don't like leavin' you, Bert."

"You can't 'elp it, Edna."

The | ast Edna saw of Bert was his figure, in charred and

bl ackened shirtsl eeves, standing in the dusk. He was nusing
deeply by the m xed ironwork and ashes of his vani shed

nmot or - bi cycle, a nelancholy figure. Hi s retinue of spectators
had shrunk now to half a dozen figures. Flossie and G ubb were

preparing to follow her desertion

"Cheer up, old Bert!" cried Edna, with artificial cheerful ness.

"So long."

"So long, Edna," said Bert.

"'See you to-norrer."

"See you to-norrer," said Bert, though he was destined, as a

matter of fact, to see nmuch of the habitable gl obe before he saw



her agai n.

Bert began to light matches froma borrowed boxful, and search

for a half-crown that still eluded himanong the charred remains

H s face was grave and nel ancholy.

"I WSH that 'adn't 'appened," said Flossie, riding on with

G ubb. ...

And at last Bert was |eft alnost alone, a sad, blackened

Pronet hean figure, cursed by the gift of fire. He had
entertai ned vague ideas of hiring a cart, of achieving niracul ous
repairs, of still snatching sonme residual value from his one
chi ef possession. Now, in the darkening night, he perceived the
vanity of such intentions. Truth cane to himbleakly, and laid
her chill conviction upon him He took hold of the handl e-bar
stood the thing up, tried to push it forward. The tyreless

hi nd- wheel was jamed hopel essly, even as he feared. For a

m nute or so he stood uphol ding his nmachine, a notionless
despair. Then with a great effort he thrust the ruins from
himinto the ditch, kicked at it once, regarded’it for a nonment,

and turned his face resolutely Londonward.

He did not once | ook back

"That's the end of THAT gane!" said Bert. "No nore
teuf-teuf-teuf for Bert Smallwavs for a year or two. Good-bye
"didays! ... Oh! | ought to 'ave sold the blasted thing when

had a chance three years ago."

The next nmorning found the firmof Gubb & Smallways in a state



of profound despondency. t seened a smallmatter to themthat the
newspaper and cigarette shop opposite displayed such placards as

this:--

REPORTED AMERI CAN ULTI MATUM

BRI TAIN MUST FI GHT.

CUR | NFATUATED WAR OFFI CE STI LL

REFUSES TO LI STEN TO MR BUTTERI DGE.

GREAT MONO- RAI L DI SASTER AT TI MBUCTQOQO.

or this:--

WAR A QUESTI ON OF HOURS.

NEW YORK CALM

EXClI TEMENT | N BERLI N.

WASHI NGTON STI LL SI LENT.

VHAT WLL PARI S DO?

THE PANI C ON THE BOURSE.



THE KING S GARDEN PARTY TO THE

MASKED TWAREGS.

MR BUTTERI DGE TAKES AN OFFER

LATEST BETTI NG FROM TEHERAN

or this:--

W LL AVERI CA FI GHT?

ANTI - GERVAN RI OT | N BAGDAD.

THE MUNI Cl PAL SCANDALS AT DANMASCUS

MR BUTTERI DGE' S | NVENTI ON FOR AMERI CA.

Bert stared at these over the card of punp-clips in the pane in
the door with unseeing eyes. He wore a blackened flannel shirt,
and the jacketless ruins of the holiday suit of yesterday. The
boar ded-up shop was dark and depressing beyond words, the few

scandal ous hiring machi nes had never | ooked so hopel essly

di sreputabl e. He thought of their fellows who were "out," and of
t he approachi ng di sputations of the afternoon. He thought of
their new | andl ord, and of their old landlord, and of bills and
claims. Life presented itself for the first time as a hopel ess

fight against fate....

"Grubb, o' man," he said, distilling the quintessence, "I'mfair

sick of this shop."



"So'ml," said G ubb.

"I'"'mout of conceit with it. | don't seemto care ever to speak

to a custoner again."

"There's that trailer,” said Gubb, after a pause.

"Blow the trailer!"” said Bert. "Anyhow, | didn't |eave a deposit
onit. | didn't do that. Still--"
He turned round on his friend. "Look 'ere," he said, "we aren't

gettin' on here. W been |osing noney hand over fist. W got

things tied up in fifty knots."

"What can we do?" said G ubb.

"Clear out. Sell what we can for what it will fetch, and quit.
See? It's no good 'anging on to a losing concern. No sort of

good. Jest foolishness.”

"That's all right," said Gubb--"that's all right; but it ain't

your capital been sunk init."

"No need for us to sink after our capital,"” said Bert, ignoring

t he point.

"I"'mnot going to be held responsible for that trailer, anyhow

That ain't ny affair.”

"Nobody arst you to make it your affair. |If you like to stick on
here, well and good. |I'maquitting. 1'lIl see Bank Holiday

through, and then I'm O R-P-H  See?"

"Leavin' nme?"



"Leavin' you. If you nust be left."

G ubb | ooked round the shop. It certainly had becone

di stasteful. Once upon a tine it had been bright with hope and
new begi nni ngs and stock and the prospect of credit. Now-now it
was failure and dust. Very likely the |andlord would be round
presently to go on with the row about the wi ndow. ..."Were d' you

thi nk of going, Bert?" G ubb asked.

Bert turned round and regarded him "I thought it out as | was

wal king 'ome, and in bed. | couldn't sleep a wnk."

"What did you think out?"

"Pl ans. "

"What pl ans?"

"Ch! You're for stickin, here."

"Not if anything better was to offer.”

"I't's only an ideer," said Bert

"You nade the girls | augh yestiday, that song you sang."

"Seens a long tinme ago now," said G ubb.

"And ol d Edna nearly cried--over that bit of mne."

"She got a fly in her eye," said Gubb; "I sawit. But what's

this got to do with your plan?"



"No end," said Bert.

na Q,\pn

"Don't you see?"

"Not singing in the streets?"

"Streets! No fear! But 'ow about the Tour of the Waterin

Pl aces of England, G ubb? Singing! Young nen of famly doing it
for a lark? You ain't got a bad voice, you know, and mnine's al
right. | never see a chap singing on the beach yet that |
couldn't 'ave sung into a cocked hat. And we both know how to
put on the toff a bit. Eh? Well,that's ny ideer. M and you

G ubb, with a refined song and a breakdown. Like we was doing
for foolery yestiday. That was what put it into ny 'ead. Easy
make up a programme--easy. Six choice itens, and one or two for

encores and patter. I"mall right for the patter anyhow. "

G ubb remai ned regardi ng his darkened and di shearteni ng shop; he
thought of his former | andlord and his present |andlord, and of
the general disgustingness of business in an age which re-echoes
to The Bitter Cry of the Mddle Cass; and then it seermed to him
that afar off he heard the twankle, twankle of a banjo, and the
voi ce of a stranded siren singing. He had a sense of hot
sunshi ne upon sand, of the children of it least transiently

opul ent holiday makers in a circle round about him of the

whi sper, "They are really gentlenen," and then dollop, dollop
came the coppers in the hat. Sonetinmes even silver. 1t was al

i ncone; no outgoings, no bills. "I'"mon, Bert," he said.

"Right 0!'" said Bert, and, "Now we shan't be |ong."



"W needn't start without capital neither," said Gubb. "If we
take the best of these machines up to the Bicycle Mart in

Fi nsbury we'd raise six or seven pounds on 'em W could easy do

that tonorrow before anybody nuch was about....'

"Nice to think of old Suet-and-Bones coning round to nake his

usual rowwith us, and finding a card up ' Cosed for Repairs.

"W'll do that," said Gubb with zest--"we'll do that. And we'll
put up another notice, and jest arst all inquirers to go round to

"imand inquire. See? Then they'll know all about us."

Bef ore the day was out the whole enterprise was planned. They
decided at first that they would call thenselves the Naval M.
Os, a plagiarism and not perhaps a very good one, fromthe
title of the well-known troupe of "Scarlet M. E s," and Bert
rather clung to the idea of a uniformof bright blue serge, with
a lot of gold | ace and cord and ornamentation, rather like a
naval officer's, but nmore so. But that had to be abandoned as

i npracticable, it would have taken too nuch tine and noney to
prepare. They perceived they nust wear sonme cheaper and nore
readily prepared costunme, and G ubb fell back on white dom noes.
They entertained the notion for a time of selecting the two wor st
machi nes fromthe hiring-stock, painting themover with crinson
enanel paint, replacing the bells by the | oudest sort of

nmot or - horn, and doing a ride about to begin and end the

entertai nnent. They doubted the advisability of this step

"There's people in the world,"” said Bert, "who wouldn't recognise
us, who'd know t hem bicycles again |like a shot, and we don't want

to go on with no old stories. W want a fresh start."

"I do," said Grubb, "badly."



"W want to forget things--and cut all these rotten old worries.

They ain't doin' us good."

Neverthel ess, they decided to take the risk of these bicycles,
and t hey decided their costumes should be brown stockings and
sandal s, and cheap unbl eached sheets with a hole cut in the

m ddl e, and wi gs and beards of tow The rest their normal

sel ves! "The Desert Dervishes," they would call thenselves, and
their chief songs would be those popular ditties, "In ny

Trailer,” and "What Price Hair-pins Now?"

They decided to begin with small seaside places, and gradually,
as they gai ned confidence, attack larger centres. To begin with
they selected Littlestone in Kent, chiefly because of its

unassumi ng nane.

So they planned, and it seenmed a small and uninportant thing to
themthat as they clattered the governnments of half the world and
more were drifting into war. About nidday they becane aware of
the first of the evening-paper placards shouting to them across

the street:--

Not hi ng el se but that.

"Always rottin' about war now, " said Bert.

"They' Il get it in the neck in real earnest one of these days, if

they ain't precious careful."



So you will understand the sudden apparition that surprised
rather than delighted the quiet informality of Dynthurch sands
Dynthurch was one of the |last places on the coast of England to
be reached by the nono-rail, and so its spacious sands were
still, at the time of this story, the secret and delight of quite
a limted nunber of people. They went there to flee vulgarity
and extravagances, and to bathe and sit and talk and play with
their children in peace, and the Desert Dervishes did not please

themat all.

The two white figures on scarlet wheels cane upon them out of the
infinite along the sands fromLittl estone, grew nearer and | arger
and nore audi bl e, honk-honking and enmitting weird cries, and
generally threatening |liveliness of the nbst aggressive type.

"Good heavens!" said Dynchurch, "what's this?"

Then our young nen, according to a preconcerted plan, wheel ed
round fromfile to line, disnpbunted and stood it attention

"Ladi es and gentlenmen,” they said, "we beg to present ourselves--

the Desert Dervishes." They bowed profoundly.

The few scattered groups upon the beach regarded themw th horror
for the nost part, but some of the children and young people were
interested and drew nearer. "There ain't a bob on the beach,”
said Grubb in an undertone, and the Desert Dervishes plied their

bicycles with conic "business," that got a |augh fromone very
unsophi sticated little boy. Then they took a deep breath and
struck into the cheerful strain of "Wat Price Hair-pins Now?"
G ubb sang the song, Bert did his best to make the chorus a

rousing one, and it the end of each verse they danced certain

steps, skirts in hand, that they had carefully rehearsed.



"Ting-a-ling-a-ting-a-ling-a-ting-a-ling-a-tang..

What Price Hair-pins Now?"

So they chanted and danced their steps in the sunshine on
Dynthurch beach, and the children drew near these foolish young
men, marvelling that they should behave in this way, and the

ol der peopl e | ooked cold and unfriendly.

Al'l round the coasts of Europe that norning banjos were ringing,
voi ces were bawl ing and singing, children were playing in the
sun, pleasure-boats went to and fro; the conmon abundant |ife of
the tinme, unsuspicious of all dangers that gathered darkly
against it, flowed on its cheerful aimess way. 1In the cities
men fussed about their businesses and engagenents. The newspaper
pl acards that had cried "wolf!" so often, cried "wolf!" now in

vai n.

Now as Bert and G ubb bawl ed their chorus for the third tine,
they becanme aware of a very big, golden-brown balloon lowin the
sky to the north-west, and coming rapidly towards them

"Jest as we're gettin' hold of "em" nuttered Grubb, "up cones a

counter-attraction. Go it, Bert!"

"Ting-a-ling-a-ting-a-ling-a-ting-a-ling-a-tang

What Price Hair-pins Now?"

The balloon rose and fell, went out of sight--"landed, thank

goodness, " said G ubb--re-appeared with a leap. "'ENG@" said

G ubb. "Step it, Bert, or they'll see it!"

They finished their dance, and then stood frankly staring.



"There's sonething wong with that balloon," said Bert.

Everybody now was | ooking at the balloon, drawi ng rapidly nearer
before a brisk north-westerly breeze. The song and dance were a
"dead frost." Nobody thought any nore about it. Even Bert and
G ubb forgot it, and ignored the next itemon the programe

al together. The ball oon was bunping as though its occupants

were trying to land; it would approach, sinking slowy, touch the
ground, and instantly junp fifty feet or so in the air and

i medi ately begin to fall again. Its car touched a clunp of
trees, and the black figure that had been struggling in the ropes
fell back, or junped back, into the car. In another nonent it
was quite close. It seened a huge affair, as big as a house, and
it floated down swiftly towards the sands; a long rope trailed
behind it, and enornous shouts cane fromthe man in the car. He
seened to be taking off his clothes, then his head cane over the
side of the car. "Catch hold of the rope!" they heard, quite

pl ai n.

"Sal vage, Bert!" cried Gubb, and started to head off the rope.

Bert followed him and collided, wthout upsetting, with a

fi sherman bent upon a simlar errand. A wonman carrying a baby in
her arnms, two snall boys with toy spades, and a stout gentleman
in flannels all got to the trailing rope at about the sane tine,
and began to dance over it in their attenpts to secure it. Bert
came up to this wiggling, elusive serpent and got his foot on
it, went down on all fours and achieved a grip. In half a dozen
seconds the whol e diffused popul ation of the beach had, as it
were, crystallised on the rope, and was pulling against the
bal | oon under the vehenment and stimnulating directions of the man

inthe car. "Pull, | tell you!" said the man in the car--"pull!"



For a second or so the btlloon obeyed its nonentum and the w nd
and tugged its human anchor seaward. It dropped, touched the
water, and nade a flat, silvery splash, and recoiled as one's

finger recoils when one touches anything hot. "Pull her in,

said the man in the car. "SHE S FAI NTED! "

He occupied hinmself with some unseen object while the people on
the rope pulled himin. Bert was nearest the balloon, and nuch

excited and interested. He kept stumbling over the tail of the

Dervish costune in his zeal. He had never inmagined before what a
big, light, wallowing thing a balloon was. The car was of brown
coarse w cker-work, and conparatively small. The rope he tugged

at was fastened to a stout-looking ring, four or five feet above
the car. At each tug he drewin a yard or so of rope, and the
waggl i ng wi cker-work was drawn so nuch nearer. Qut of the car
came wat hful bellow ngs: "Fainted, she has!" and then: "It's

her heart--broken with all she's had to go through."

The bal l oon ceased to struggle, and sank downward. Bert dropped
the rope, and ran forward to catch it in a new place. |n another
monent he had his hand on the car. "Lay hold of it," said the
man in the ear, and his face appeared close to Bert's--a
strangely faniliar face, fierce eyebrows, a flattish nose, a huge
bl ack noustache. He had di scarded coat and wai st coat - - per haps
with sone idea of presently having to swimfor his life--and his
bl ack hair was extraordinarily disordered. "WIIl all you people
get hold round the car?" he said. "There's a lady here fainted--
or got failure of the heart. Heaven al one knows which! M/ nane
is Butteridge. Butteridge, ny nane is--in a balloon. Now

pl ease, all on to the edge. This is the last tinme |I trust nyself
to one of these paleolithic contrivances. The ripping-cord
failed, and the valve wouldn't act. |If ever | neet the scoundre

who ought to have seen--"



He stuck his head out between the ropes abruptly, and said, in a
note of earnest expostulation: "Get sone brandy!--some neat

brandy!" Sone one went up the beach for it.

In the car, sprawing upon a sort of bed-bench, in an attitude of
el abor at e sel f-abandonnent, was a large, blond |ady, wearing a
fur coat and a big floriferous hat. Her head lolled back agai nst
the padded corner of the car, and her eyes were shut and her
mouth open. "M dear!" said M. Butteridge, in a comon, |oud

voice, "we're safe!"

She gave no sign.

"Me dear!" said M. Butteridge, in a greatly intensified |oud

voice, "we're safe!”

She was still quite inpassive.

Then M. Butteridge showed the fiery core of his soul. "If she
is dead," he said, slowy lifting a fist towards the ball oon

above him and speaking in an i mense tremul ous bellow-"if she

is dead, | will r-r-rend the heavens like a garnment! | nust get
her out,"” he cried, his nostrils dilated with enpotion-"1 nust get
her out. | cannot have her die in a w cker-work basket nine feet

squar e--she who was made for kings' palaces! Keep holt of this
car! |Is there a strong man anong ye to take her if | hand her

out ?"

He swept the | ady together by a powerful nmovenent of his arns,
and lifted her. "Keep the car fromjunping,"” he said to those
who cl ustered about him "Keep your weight onit. She is no

i ght woman, and when she is out of it--it will be relieved."



Bert leapt lightly into a sitting position on the edge of the

car. The others took a firner grip upon the ropes and ring.

"Are you ready?" said M. Butteridge.

He stood upon the bed-bench and lifted the lady carefully. Then
he sat down on the w cker edge opposite to Bert, and put one |eg
over to dangle outside. A rope or so seenmed to i ncormode him
"WIIl sonme one assist ne?" he said. "If they would take this

| ady?"

It was just at this nmonment, with M. Butteridge and the |ady

bal anced finely on the basket brim that she came-to. She
came-to suddenly and violently with a |oud, heart-rending cry of
"Alfred! Save nme!" And she waved her arns searchingly, and then

cl asped M. Butteridge about.

It seemed to Bert that the car swayed for a nonment and then
buck-junped and kicked him Al so he saw the boots of the |ady
and the right leg of the gentleman describing arcs through the
air, preparatory to vanishing over the side of the car. His

i mpressions were conpl ex, but they also conprehended the fact
that he had | ost his balance, and was going to stand on his head
inside this creaking basket. He spread out clutching arnms. He
did stand on his head, nore or |less, his tow beard cane off and
got in his mouth, and his cheek slid al ong against padding. His
nose buried itself in a bag of sand. The car gave a viol ent

lurch, and becane still.

"Confound it!" he said.

He had an i npression he nust be stunned because of a surging in

his ears, and because all the voices of the people about him had



becone small and renote. They were shouting like elves inside a

hill.

He found it a little difficult to get on his feet. His |inbs
were mxed up with the garnents M. Butteridge had di scarded when
that gentleman had t hought he nust needs plunge into the sea.
Bert bawl ed out half angry, half rueful, "You m ght have said you
were going to tip the basket." Then he stood up and clutched the

ropes of the car convul sively.

Bel ow him far below him shining blue, were the waters of the
English Channel. Far off, alittle thing in the sunshine, and
rushing down as if some one was bending it hollow, was the beach
and the irregular cluster of houses that constitutes Dynchurch
He could see the little crowd of people he had so abruptly left.
Grubb, in the white wapper of a Desert Dervish, was running
along the edge of the sea. M. Butteridge was knee-deep in the
water, bawing inmrensely. The lady was sitting up with her
floriferous hat in her |lap, shockingly neglected. The beach
east and west, was dotted with little people--they seenmed al
heads and feet--1oo0king up. And the balloon, released fromthe
twenty-five stone or so of M. Butteridge and his | ady, was
rushing up into the sky at the pace of a racing notor-car. "M

crikey!" said Bert; "here's a go!"

He | ooked down with a pinched face at the receding beach, and
reflected that he wasn't giddy; then he nade a superficial survey

of the cords and ropes about himw th a vague idea of "doing

something.” "I'mnot going to mess about with the thing," he
said at last, and sat down upon the mattress. "I'mnot going to
touch it.... | wonder what one ought to do?"

Soon he got up again and stared for a long tinme it the sinking



world below, at white cliffs to the east and flattening marsh to
the left, at a minute wi de prospect of weald and downl and, at dim
towns and harbours and rivers and ribbon-1ike roads, at ships and
shi ps, decks and foreshortened funnels upon the ever-w dening

sea, and at the great nono-rail bridge that straddl ed the Channe
from Fol kestone to Boul ogne, until at last, first little w sps
and then a veil of filny cloud hid the prospect fromhis eyes.

He wasn't at all giddy nor very much frightened, only in a state

of enornous consternation

CHAPTER 11 |

THE BALLOON

Bert Smallways was a vulgar little creature, the sort of pert,
limted soul that the old civilisation of the early twentieth
century produced by the million in every country of the world.

He had lived all his life in narrow streets, and between nmean
houses he could not | ook over, and in a narrow circle of ideas
fromwhich there was no escape. He thought the whole duty of man
was to be smarter than his fellows, get his hands, as he put it,
"on the dibs," and have a good tinme. He was, in fact, the sort
of man who had made Engl and and America what they were. The |uck
had been against himso far, but that was by the way. He was a
mere aggressive and acquisitive individual with no sense of the
State, no habitual loyalty, no devotion, no code of honour, no
code even of courage. Now by a curious accident he found hinself
lifted out of his marvellous nmodern world for a time, out of al
the rush and confused appeals of it, and floating like a thing
dead and di senbodi ed between sea and sky. It was as if Heaven
was experimenting with him had picked himout as a sanple from

the English millions, to |ook at himnore nearly, and to see what



was happening to the soul of man. But what Heaven made of himin
that case | cannot profess to imagine, for | have |ong since
abandoned all theories about the ideals and satisfactions of

Heaven.

To be alone in a balloon at a height of fourteen or fifteen
thousand feet--and to that height Bert Snallways presently rose
is like nothing else in human experience. It is one of the
suprene things possible to man. No flying nachi ne can ever
better it. It is to pass extraordinarily out of human things.

It is to be still and alone to an unprecedented degree. It is
solitude without the suggestion of intervention; it is calm
without a single irrelevant nurnur. It is to see the sky. No
sound reaches one of all the roar and jar of humanity, the air is
cl ear and sweet beyond the thought of defilenment. No bird, no

i nsect comes so high. No wind blows ever in a balloon, no breeze
rustles, for it noves with the wind and is itself a part of the
at nosphere. Once started, it does not rock nor sway; you cannot
feel whether it rises or falls. Bert felt acutely cold, but he
wasn't nount ai n-sick; he put on the coat and overcoat and gl oves
Butteri dge had discarded--put themover the "Desert Dervish"
sheet that covered his cheap best suit--and sat very still for a
I ong, time, overawed by the newfound quiet of the world.

Above himwas the light, translucent, billow ng gl obe of shining
brown oiled silk and the blazing sunlight and the great deep bl ue

dome of the sky.

Bel ow, far below, was a torn floor of sunlit cloud slashed by

enornous rents through which he saw the sea.

I f you had been watching himfrom bel ow, you woul d have seen his
head, a nmotionless little black knob, sticking out fromthe car

first of all for a long time on one side, and then vani shing to



reappear after a time at sonme other point.

He wasn't in the | east degree unconfortable nor afraid. He did
think that as this uncontrollable thing had thus rushed up the
sky with himit might presently rush down again, but this

consi deration did not trouble himvery nmuch. Essentially his
state was wonder. There is no fear nor trouble in balloons--

until they descend.

"CGollys!" he said at last, feeling a need for talking; "it's

better than a notor-bike.

"I't"s all right!

"l suppose they're tel egraphing about, about nme."...

The second hour found hi mexam ning the equi pnent of the car with
great particularity. Above himwas the throat of the balloon
bunched and tied together, but with an open | unen through

whi ch, Bert could peer up into a vast, enpty, quiet interior, and
out of which descended two fine cords of unknown inport, one
white, one crinson, to pockets below the ring. The netting about

the bal l oon-ended in cords attached to the ring, a big

st eel -bound hoop. to which the car was slung by ropes. Fromit
depended the trail rope and grapnel, and over the sides of the
car were a nunber of canvas bags that Bert decided nust be

ballast to "chuck down" if the balloon fell. ("Not nuch falling

just yet," said Bert.)

There were an aneroi d and anot her box-shaped instrunment hangi ng
fromthe ring. The latter had an ivory plate bearing
"stat oscope" and other words in French, and a little indicator

qui vered and waggl ed, between Mntee and Descente. "That's al



right," said Bert. "That tells if you're going up or down." On
the crinmson padded seat of the balloon there |ay a couple of rugs
and a Kodak, and in opposite corners of the bottom of the car

were an enpty champagne bottle and a glass. "Refreshnents," said
Bert neditatively, tilting the enpty bottle. Then he had a
brilliant idea. The two padded bed-like seats, each with

bl ankets and mattress, he perceived, were boxes, and within he
found M. Butteridge' s conception of an adequate equi prent for a
bal | oon ascent: a hanper which included a gane pie, a Ronan pie,
a cold fow, tomatoes, |ettuce, ham sandw ches, shrinp

sandwi ches, a | arge cake, knives and forks and paper pl ates,
self-heating tins of coffee and cocoa, bread, butter, and
mar mal ade, several carefully packed bottles of chanpagne, bottles
of Perrier water, and a big jar of water for washing, a
portfolio, maps, and a conpass, a rucksack containing a nunber of

conveni ences, including curling-tongs and hair-pins,, a cap with

ear-flaps, and so forth.

"A'ome from'ome," said Bert, surveying this provision as he
tied the ear-flaps under his chin. He |ooked over the side of
the car. Far bel ow were the shining clouds. They had thickened
so that the whole world was hidden. Southward they were piled in
great snowy nasses, so that he was hal f di sposed to think them
mount ai ns; northward and eastward they were in wavelike |evels,

and blindingly sunlit.

"Wonder how | ong a ball oon keeps up?" he said.

He i magi ned he was not noving, so insensibly did the nonster
drift with the air about it. "No good conming down till we shift

a bit," he said.

He consulted the statoscope.



"Still Mnty," he said.

"Wonder what woul d happen if you pulled a cord?”

"No," he decided. "l ain't going to ness it about."

Afterwards he did pull both the ripping- and the val ve-cords,

but, as M. Butteridge had al ready discovered, they had foul ed a
fold of silk in the throat. Nothing happened. But for that
little hitch the ripping-cord would have torn the ball oon open as
though it had been slashed by a sword, and hurled M. Snallways
to eternity at the rate of sone thousand feet a second. "No go!"

he said, giving it a final tug. Then he |unched.

He opened a bottle of chanpagne, which, as soon as he cut the
wire, blewits cork out with incredible violence, and for the
nmost part followed it into space. Bert, however, got about a
tunbl erful. "Atnospheric pressure,” said Bert, finding a use at
| ast for the elenentary physiography of his seventh-standard
days. "I'll have to be nore careful next tinme. No good wastin

drink."

Then he routed about for matches to utilise M. Butteridge's
cigars; but here again luck was on his side, and he couldn't find
any wherewith to set light to the gas above him O else he
woul d have dropped in a flare, a splendid but transitory
pyrotechnic display. "'Eng old Grubb!" said Bert, slapping
unproductive pockets. "'E didn't ought to 'ave kep' mnmy box. 'E's

al ways sneaki ng mat ches.”

He reposed for a time. Then he got up, paddl ed about, rearranged
the ballast bags on the fl oor, watched the clouds for a tine, and

turned over the maps on the |ocker. Bert |iked maps, and he



spent sone time in trying to find one of France or the Channel
but they were all British ordnance maps of English counties.

That set himthinking about |anguages and trying to recall his
sevent h-standard French. "Je suis Anglais. C est une neprise.

Je suis arrive par accident ici," he decided upon as conveni ent
phrases. Then it occurred to himthat he would entertain hinself
by reading M. Butteridge's letters and exam ning his

pocket - book, and in this manner he whiled away the afternoon

He sat upon the padded | ocker, w apped about very carefully, for
the air, though calm was exhilaratingly cold and clear. He was
wearing first a nodest suit of blue serge and all the
unpr et endi ng underwear of a suburban young man of fashion, with
sandal -1 i ke cycling-shoes and brown stockings drawn over his
trouser ends; then the perforated sheet proper to a Desert

Dervi sh; then the coat and wai stcoat and big fur-trimred overcoat
of M. Butteridge; then a lady's large fur cloak, and round his
knees a bl anket. Over his head was a tow wi g, surmounted by a

|l arge cap of M. Butteridge's with the flaps down over his ears.
And sone fur sl eeping-boots of M. Butteridge's warnmed his feet.
The car of the balloon was srmall and neat, sone bags of ball ast
the untidiest of its contents, and he had found a |ight
folding-table and put it at his elbow, and on that was a gl ass
wi t h chanmpagne. And about him above and bel ow, was space--such
a clear enptiness and silence of space as only the aeronaut can

experi ence.

He did not know where he might be drifting, or what night happen
next. He accepted this state of affairs with a serenity
creditable to the Smal | ways' courage, which one m ght reasonably

have expected to be of a nore degenerate and contenptible quality



altogether. His inpression was that he was bound to conme down
sonewhere, and that then, if he wasn't smashed, sone one, sone
"soci ety" perhaps, would probably pack himand the ball oon back
to England. If not, he would ask very firmy for the British

Consul

"Le consuel o Britannique,"” he decided this would be. "Apportez

moi a |l e consuelo Britannique, s'il vous plait,"” he woul d say,
for he was by no nmeans ignorant of French. In the nmeanwhile, he
found the intimte aspects of M. Butteridge an interesting

st udy.

There were letters of an entirely private character addressed to
M. Butteridge, and anong others several |ove-letters of a
devouring sort in a large fem nine hand. These are no business

of ours, and one remarks with regret that Bert read them

When he had read them he remarked, "CGollys!" in an awestricken
tone, and then, after a long interval, "I wonder if that was her?
"Lord!"

He nmused for a tine.

He resumed his exploration of the Butteridge interior. It
i ncluded a nunber of press cuttings of interviews and al so
several letters in CGerman, then sonme in the sane Gernan

handwriting, but in English. "Hul-LO" said Bert.

One of the latter, the first he took, began with an apology to
Butteridge for not witing to himin English before, and for the
i nconveni ence and del ay that had been caused him by that, and

went on to nmatter that Bert found exciting in, the highest



degree. "W can understand entirely the difficulties of your
position, and that you shall possibly be watched at the present
juncture.--But, sir, we do not believe that any serious obstacles
will be put in your way if you wi shed to endeavour to | eave the
country and cone to us with your plans by the customary
routes--either via Dover, Ostend, Boul ogne, or Dieppe. W find
it difficult to think you are right in supposing yourself to be

i n danger of nurder for your invaluable invention."

"Funny!" said Bert, and neditated.

Then he went through the other letters.

"They seemto want himto conme," said Bert, "but they don't seem

hurting thenselves to get '"im O else they' re shamm ng don't

care to get his prices down.

"They don't quite seemto be the gov' nent," he reflected, after
an interval. "It's nore like some firmis paper. Al this
printed stuff at the top. Drachenflieger. Drachenball ons

Bal | onst of fe. Kugel ballons. G eek to ne.

"But he was trying to sell his blessed secret abroad. That's al

right. No Greek about that! Gollys! Here IS the secret!"”

He tunbl ed of f the seat, opened the | ocker, and had the portfolio
open before himon the folding-table. It was full of draw ngs
done in the peculiar flat style and conventional colours

engi neers adopt. And, in, addition there were sone rather
under - exposed phot ogr aphs, obvi ously done by an amateur, at close
quarters, of the actual machine's nutterings had nmade, inits
shed near the Crystal Palace. Bert found he was trenbling.

"Lord" he said, "here am | and the whol e bl essed secret of

flying--lost up here on the roof of everywhere.



"Let's see!" He fell to studying the drawi ngs and conparing them
with the photographs. They puzzled him Half of them seened to
be missing. He tried to i magine how they fitted together, and

found the effort too great for his nind.

"It's tryin'," said Bert. "I wish I'd been brought up to the

engineering. |If | could only nake it out!"

He went to the side of the car and remained for a tine staring
with unseeing eyes at a huge cluster of great clouds--a cluster
of slowly dissolving Mnte Rosas, sunlit below. H's attention
was arrested by a strange black spot that noved over them It
alarmed him It was a black spot noving slowmy with himfar
bel ow, followi ng himdown there, indefatigably, over the cloud

nmount ai ns. Wy shoul d such a thing follow hin? Wat could it

be?. ..
He had an inspiration. "Uv course!” he said. It was the shadow
of the balloon. But he still watched it dubiously for a tine.

He returned to the plans on the table.

He spent a | ong afternoon between his struggles to understand
themand fits of meditation. He evolved a renarkabl e new

sentence in French.

"Voici, Mssoo!--Je suis un inventeur Anglais. Mn nom est
Butteridge. Beh. oo. teh. teh. eh. arr. E. deh. geh. eh.
J'avais ici pour vendre |le secret de le flying-machine.
Conprenez? Vendre pour |'argent tout suite, |'argent en main.
Conprenez? C est |le machine a jouer dans |'air. Conprenez?

Cest le machine a faire |'oiseau. Conprenez? Bal ancer?



Qui, exactenent! Battir |'oiseau en fait, a son propre jeu. Je
desire de vendre ceci a votre government national. Voul ez vous

me directer |a?

"Bit rummy, | expect, fromthe point of view of grammar," said
Bert, "but they ought to get the hang of it all right.

"But then, if they arst ne to explain the blessed thing?"

He returned in a worried way to the plans. "I don't believe it's

all here!" he said...

He got nore and nore perplexed up there anong the clouds as to
what he should do with this wonderful find of his. At any
monent, so far as he knew he might descend anong he knew not what

foreign people.

"I't's the chance of ny lifel" he said.

It became nore and nore nanifest to himthat it wasn't. "Directly
I come down they'll telegraph--put it in the papers.

Butteridge'll know of it and cone along--on ny track."

Butteridge would be a terrible person to be on any one's track.
Bert thought of the great black moustaches, the triangul ar nose,
the searching bellow and the glare. H s afternoon's dreamof a
marvel | ous sei zure and sale of the great Butteridge secret
crunpled up in his nmind, dissolved, and vani shed. He awodke to

sanity again.

"Wul dn't do. What's the good of thinking of it?" He proceeded
slowy and reluctantly to replace the Butteridge papers in
pockets and portfolio as he had found them He becane aware of a

spl endi d gol den |ight upon the balloon above him and of a new



warnth in the blue done of the sky. He stood up and beheld the
sun, a great ball of blinding gold, setting upon a tunbled sea of
gol d-edged crinson and purpl e clouds, strange and wonderfu
beyond i magi ni ng. Eastward cl oud-1and stretched for ever
darkling blue, and it seenmed to Bert the whole round hem sphere

of the world was under his eyes.

Then far, away over the blue he caught sight of three long, dark
shapes like hurrying fish that drove one after the other, as

por poi ses foll ow one another in the water. They were very
fish-like indeed--with tails. It was an unconvincing inpression
inthat light. He blinked his eyes, stared again, and they had
vani shed. For a long tine he scrutinised those renote bl ue

| evel s and saw no nore....

"Wonder if | ever saw anything," he said, and then: "There ain't

such things....'

Down went the sun and down, not diving steeply, but passing
northward as it sank, and then suddenly daylight and the
expansi ve warnth of daylight had gone altogether, and the index

of the statoscope quivered over to Descente.

"NOWwhat's going to 'appen?" said Bert.

He found the cold, grey cloud wilderness rising towards himwth
a wi de, slow steadiness. As he sank down anong them the cl ouds
ceased to seemthe snowcl ad nount ai n-sl opes they had resenbl ed
her et of ore, became unsubstantial, confessed an i mense silent
drift and eddy in their substance. For a noment, when he was

nearly anmong their twilight nasses, his descent was checked.



Then abruptly the sky was hidden, the | ast vestiges of

dayl i ght gone, and he was falling rapidly in an evening twilight
through a whirl of fine snowfl akes that streaned past himtowards
the zenith, that drifted in upon the things about himand nelted,
that touched his face with ghostly fingers. He shivered. His
breath came snmoking fromhis lips, and everything was instantly

bedewed and wet.

He had an inpression of a snowstorm pouring with unexanpl ed and
increasing fury UPWARD; then he realised that he was falling

faster and faster.

I mperceptibly a sound grew upon his ears. The great silence of

the world was at an end. Wat was this confused sound?

He craned his head over the side, concerned, perplexed.

First he seened to see, and then not to see. Then he saw clearly
little edges of foam pursuing each other, and a w de waste of
weltering waters below him Far away was a pilot boat with a big
sail bearing dimblack letters, and a little pinkish-yellow
light, and it was rolling and pitching, rolling and pitching in a
gale, while he could feel no wind at, all. Soon the sound of
waters was |oud and near. He was dropping, dropping--into the

seal!

He becanme convul sively active.

"Ballast!" he cried, and seized a little sack fromthe floor, and
heaved it overboard. He did not wait for the effect of that, but
sent another after it. He |looked over in time to see a minute

white splash in the dimwaters below him and then he was back in

the snow and cl ouds agai n.



He sent out quite needlessly a third sack of ballast and a

fourth, and presently had the i mmense satisfaction of soaring up

out of the danp and chill into the clear, cold, upper air in
which the day still lingered. "Thang-God!" he said, with all his
heart.

A few stars now had pierced the blue, and in the east there shone

brightly a prol ate noon.

That first downward plunge filled Bert with a haunting sense of
boundl ess waters below. It was a sunmer's night, but it seened
to him neverthel ess, extraordinarily long. He had a feeling of
insecurity that he fancied quite irrationally the sunrise would
dispel. Also he was hungry. He felt, in the dark, in the

| ocker, put his fingers in the Roman pie, and got some

sandwi ches, and he al so opened rather successfully a half-bottle
of chanpagne. That warnmed and restored him he grunbled at G ubb
about the matches, wapped hinmself up warmy on the | ocker, and
dozed for a tine. He got up once or twice to nmake sure that he
was still securely high above the sea. The first tine the
nmoonl it clouds were white and dense, and the shadow of the

ball oon ran athwart themlike a dog that followed; afterwards
they seened thinner. As he lay still, staring up at the huge
dark bal |l oon above, he made a discovery. His--or rather M.
Butteridge' s--wai stcoat rustled as he breathed. It was |lined
with papers. But Bert could not see to get them out or exam ne

them nuch as he wi shed to do so...

He was awakened by the crowi ng of cocks, the barking of dogs, and
a clanmour of birds. He was driving slowy at a |low | evel over a

broad land lit golden by sunrise under a clear sky. He stared



out upon hedgel ess, well-cultivated fields intersected by roads,
each lined with cabl e-bearing red poles. He had just passed over
a conpact, whitewashed, village with a straight church tower and
steep red-tiled roofs. A nunber of peasants,nen and wonmen, in
shi ny bl ouses and | unpi sh footwear, stood regarding him arrested
on their way to work. He was so low that the end of his rope was

trailing.

He stared out at these people. "I wonder how you | and," he

t hought .

"S' pose | QUGHT to | and?"

He found hinself drifting down towards a nono-rail line, and

hastily flung out two or three handfuls of ballast to clear it.

"Lemme see! One nmight say just 'Pre'nez'! Wsh | knew the

French for take hold of the rope!... | suppose they are French?"

He surveyed the country again. "Mght be Holland. O
Luxenmbourg. O Lorraine 's far as _|I_ know. Wonder what those
big affairs over there are? Sonme sort of kiln.

Pr osper ous-| ooki ng country..."

The respectability of the country's appearance awakened answering

chords in his nature.

"Make nyself a bit ship-shape first," he said.

He resolved to rise a little and get rid of his wi g (which now
felt hot on his head), and so forth. He threw out a bag of
bal | ast, and was astonished to find hinself careering up through

the air very rapidly.



"Blowm" said M. Snallways. "I've over-done the ball ast
trick.... Wonder when | shall get down again? ... brekfus' on

board, anyhow. "

He renoved his cap and wig, for the air was warm and an
i mprovi dent inpul se made himcast the |atter object overboard.

The statoscope responded with a vigorous swing to Mnte.

"The bl essed thing goes up if you only LOOXK overboard," he
remarked, and assailed the |locker. He found anong other itens
several tins of liquid cocoa containing explicit directions for
opening that he followed with minute care. He pierced the bottom
with the key provided in the holes indicated, and forthwith the
can grew fromcold to hotter and hotter, until at last he could
scarcely touch it, and then he opened the can at the other end,
and there was his cocoa snoking, w thout the use of match or
flame of any sort. It was an old invention, but new to Bert.
There was al so ham and nmarmal ade and bread, so that he had a

really very tol erable breakfast indeed.

Then he took off his overcoat, for the sunshine was now inclined
to be hot, and that reninded himof the rustling he had heard in
the night. He took off the waistcoat and examned it. "dd
Butteridge won't like nme unpicking this." He hesitated, and
finally proceeded to unpick it. He found the nissing draw ngs of
the lateral rotating planes, on which the whole stability of the

flying nmachi ne depended.

An observant angel would have seen Bert sitting for a long tine
after this discovery in a state of intense neditation. Then at
| ast he rose with an air of inspiration, took M. Butteridge's

ri pped, denvolished, and ransacked wai stcoat, and hurled it from

the ball oon whence it fluttered down slowy and eddyingly unti



at last it canme to rest with a contented flop upon the face of
German tourist sleeping peacefully beside the Hohenweg near

Wl dbad. Al so this sent the balloon higher, and so into a
position still nore convenient for observation by our imaginary
angel who woul d next have seen M. Smallways tear open his own

j acket and wai stcoat, renove his collar, open his shirt, thrust
his hand into his bosom and tear his heart out--or at least, if
not his heart, sone |large bright scarlet object. |If the
observer, overcoming a thrill of celestial horror, had
scrutinised this scarlet object nore narrowy, one of Bert's nost
cherished secrets, one of his essential weaknesses, woul d have
been laid bare. It was a red-flannel chest-protector, one of
those | arge quasi-hygienic objects that with pills and nedici nes
take the place of beneficial relics and i mages anong the

Prot estant peoples of Christendom Al ways Bert wore this thing;
it was his cherished del usi on, based on the advice of a shilling

fortune-teller at Margate, that he was weak in the |ungs.

He now proceeded to unbutton his fetish, to attack it with a
periknife, and to thrust the new found plans between the two

| ayers of inmitation Saxony flannel of which it was nmade. Then
with the help of M. Butteridge's small shaving mirror and his
fol di ng canvas basin he readjusted his costume with the gravity
of a man who has taken an irrevocable step in life, buttoned up
his jacket, cast the white sheet of the Desert Dervish on one

si de, washed temperately, shaved, resuned the big cap and the fur
overcoat, and, much refreshed by these exercises, surveyed the

country bel ow him

It was indeed a spectacle of incredible magnificence. |f perhaps
it was not so strange and magnificent as the sunlit cloudl and of

the previous day, it was at any rate infinitely nore interesting.



The air was at its utnost clearness and except to the south and
sout h-west there was not a cloud in the sky. The country was
hilly, with occasional fir plantations and bl eak upl and spaces,
but also with nunerous farns, and the hills were deeply
intersected by the gorges of several winding rivers interrupted
at intervals by the banked-up ponds and weirs of electric
generating wheels. It was dotted with bright-I ooking,
steep-roofed, villages, and each showed a distinctive and
interesting church beside its wirel ess tel egraph steeple; here
and there were | arge chateaux and parks and white roads, and
paths lined with red and, white cable posts were extrenely
conspi cuous in the | andscape. There were walled enclosures like
gardens and rickyards and great roofs of barns and nany el ectric
dairy centres. The uplands were nottled with cattle. At places
he woul d see the track of one of the old railroads (converted now
to nono-rails) dodging through tunnels and crossing enbanknents,
and a rushing hum woul d mark the passing of a train. Everything
was extraordinarily clear as well as mnute. Once or tw ce he
saw guns and sol diers, and was reninded of the stir of mlitary
preparations he had witnessed on the Bank Holiday in Engl and; but
there was nothing to tell himthat these mlitary preparations
were abnormal or to explain an occasional faint irregular firing

O guns that drifted up to him...

"Wsh | knew how to get down," said Bert, ten thousand feet or so
above it all, and gave hinself to nuch futile tugging at the red
and white cords. Afterwards he nade a sort of inventory of the
provisions. Life in the high air was giving himan appalling
appetite, and it seenmed to himdiscreet at this stage to portion
out his supply into rations. So far as he could see he night

pass a week in the air.

At first all the vast panoranma bel ow had been as silent as a



pai nted picture. But as the day wore on and the gas diffused
slowy fromthe balloon, it sank earthward again, details

i ncreased, nmen becane nore visible, and he began to hear the

whi stl e and noan of trains and cars, sounds of cattle, bugles and
kettle druns, and presently even nen's voices. And at last his
gui de-rope was trailing again, and he found it possible to
attenpt a landing. Once or twice as the rope dragged over cables
he found his hair erect with electricity, and once he had a
slight shock, and sparks snapped about the car. He took these

t hi ngs anong the chances of the voyage. He had one idea now very
clear in his nmind, and that was to drop the iron grapnel that

hung fromthe ring

Fromthe first this attenpt was unfortunate, perhaps because the
pl ace for descent was ill-chosen. A balloon should cone down in
an enpty open space, and he chose a crowmd. He nmade his decision
suddenly, and wi thout proper reflection. As he trailed, Bert saw
ahead of himone of the nost attractive little towns in the

worl d--a cluster of steep gables surnmounted by a high church
tower and diversified with trees, walled, and with a fine, large
gat eway opening out upon a tree-lined high road. Al the wires
and cabl es of the countryside converged upon it |ike guests to
entertainnent. It had a nost hone-like and confortable quality,
and it was made gayer by abundant flags. Along the road a
quantity of peasant folk, in big pair-wheeled carts and af oot,
were com ng and goi ng, besides an occasi onal nono-rail, car; and
at the car-junction, under the trees outside the town, was a busy
little fair of booths. It seened a warm human, well-rooted, and
al t oget her delightful place to Bert. He cane |ow over the
tree-tops, with his grapnel ready to throw and so anchor him-a
curious, interested, and interesting guest, so his inmagination

figured it, in the very middle of it all



He t hought of hinself performng feats with the sign | anguage and

chance linguistics anmidst a circle of admiring rustics...

And then the chapter of adverse accidents began

The rope made itself unpopular |long before the crowd had fully
realised his advent over the trees. An elderly and apparently
i ntoxi cated peasant in a shiny black hat, and carrying a | arge

crimson unbrella, caught sight of it first as it trailed past

him and was seized with a discreditable ambition to kill it. He
pursued it, briskly with unpleasant cries. 1t crossed the road
obliquely, splashed into a pail of mlk upon a stall, and sl apped

its mlky tail athwart a notor-car |oad of factory girls halted
outside the town gates. They screaned |loudly. People |ooked up
and saw Bert maki ng what he neant to be genial salutations, but
what they considered, in view of the fem nine outcry, to be
insulting gestures. Then,the car hit the roof of the gatehouse
smartly, snapped a flag staff, played a tune upon sone tel egraph
wires, and sent a broken wire like a whip-lash to do its share in
accunul ati ng unpopularity. Bert, by clutching convul sively, just
escaped being pitched headl ong. Two young sol diers and severa
peasants shouted things iup to himand shook fists at himand
began to run in pursuit as he disappeared over the wall into the

t own.

Adniring rustics, indeed!

The bal l oon | eapt at once, in the manner of ball oons when part of
their weight is released by touching down, with a sort of
flippancy, and in another nonent Bert was over a street crowded
wi th peasants and sol diers, that opened into a busy

mar ket - square. The wave of unfriendliness pursued him

"Grapnel,"” said Bert, and then with an afterthought shouted



"TETES there, you! | say! | say! TETES. 'Eng it!"

The grapnel smashed down a steeply sloping roof, followed by an
aval anche of broken tiles, junped the street am dst shrieks and
cries, and snmashed into a plate-glass window with an i nmense and
si ckening, inmpact. The balloon rolled nauseatingly, and the car
pitched. But the grapnel had not held. It emerged at once
bearing on one fluke, with a ridiculous air of fastidious
selection, a small child' s chair, and pursued by a naddened
shopman. It lifted its catch, swung about wi th an appearance of
pai nful indecision am dst a roar of wath, and dropped it at |ast
neatly, and as if by inspiration, over the head of a peasant

woran i n charge of an assortnment of cabbages in the market-place.

Everybody now was aware of the balloon. Everybody was either
trying to dodge the grapnel or catch the trail rope. Wth a
pendul um i ke swoop through the crowd, that sent people flying
right and left the grapnel came to earth again, tried for and

m ssed a stout gentleman in a blue suit and a straw hat, snacked
away a trestle from under a stall of haberdashery, made a
cyclist soldier in knickerbockers leap |like a chamois, and
secured itself uncertainly anong the hind-1egs of a sheep--which
made convul sive, ungenerous efforts to free itself, and was
dragged into a position of rest against a stone cross in the

m ddl e of the place. The balloon pulled up with a jerk. In
anot her nmonent a score of willing hands were tugging it
earthward. At the sanme instant Bert becane aware for the first

time of a fresh breeze blowi rg about him

For some seconds he stood staggering in the car, which now swayed
si ckeningly, surveying the exasperated crowd bel ow hi mand trying
to collect his mnd. He was extraordinarily astonished at this

run of m shaps. Were the people really so annoyed? Everybody



seermed angry with him No one seened interested or amused by his
arrival. A disproportionate anbunt of the outcry had the flavour
of inprecation--had, indeed a strong flavour of riot. Severa
greatly uniforned officials in cocked hats struggled in vain to
control the crowd. Fists and sticks were shaken. And when Bert
saw a man on the outskirts of the crowd run to a haycart and get
a brightly pronged pitch-fork, and a blue-clad sol di er unbuckle
his belt, his rising doubt whether this little town was after al

such a good place for a | anding becanme a certainty.

He had clung to the fancy that they woul d nake sonething of a

hero of him Now he knew that he was m st aken

He was perhaps ten feet above the people when he nade his
decision. His paralysis ceased. He |leapt up on the seat, and,
at inmnent risk of falling headl ong, rel eased the grapnel -rope
fromthe toggle that held it, sprang on to the trail rope and

di sengaged that also. A hoarse shout of disgust greeted the
descent of the grapnel-rope and the swift |eap of the balloon
and sonet hing--he fancied afterwards it was a turnip--whizzed by
his head. The trail-rope followed its fellow. The crowd seened
to junp away fromhim Wth an i mense and horrifying rustle the
bal | oon brushed agai nst a tel ephone pole, and for a tense instant
he anticipated either an electric explosion or a bursting of the

oiled silk, or both. But fortune was with him

I n another second he was cowering in the bottomof the car, and
rel eased fromthe weight of the grapnel and the two ropes,
rushing up once nore through the air. For a time he remained
crouching, and when at |ast he | ooked out again the little town
was very small and travelling, with the rest of lower Germany, in
a circular orbit round and round the car--or atleast it appeared

to be doing that. Wen he got used to it, he found this rotation



of the balloon rather convenient; it saved noving about in the

car.

Late in the afternoon of a pleasant sumer day in the year 191-,
if one may borrow a node of phrasing that once found favour with
the readers of the late G P. R Janes, a solitary

bal | ooni st--replacing. the solitary horseman of the classic
ronmances- - ni ght have been observed wendi ng his way across
Franconia in a north-easterly direction, and at a hei ght of about
el even thousand feet above the sea and still spindling slowy.
Hi s head was craned over the side of the car, and he surveyed the

country below with an expression of profound perplexity; ever and

again his lips shaped inaudi ble words. "Shootin' at a chap,"” for
exanple, and "I'lIl conme down right enough soon as | find out
"ow." Over the side of the basket the robe of the Desert Dervish

was hangi ng, an appeal for consideration, an ineffectual white

flag.

He was now very distinctly aware that the world below him so far
from being the naive countryside of his earlier inaginings that
day, sleepily unconscious of himand capable of being amazed and
nearly reverential at his descent, was acutely irritated by his
career, and extrenely inpatient with the course he was

taki ng.--Butindeed it was not he who took that course, but his
masters, the winds of heaven. Msterious voices spoke to himin
his ear, jerking the words up to himby means of negaphones, in a
weird and startling ipanner, in a great variety of |anguages.

O ficial-looking persons had signalled to himby neans of flag
flapping and armwaving. On the whole a guttural variant of
English prevailed in the sentences that alighted upon the

bal | oon; chiefly he was told to "gome down or you will be shot."



"All very well," said Bert, "but 'ow?"

Then they shot a little wide of the car. Latterly he had been
shot at six or seven times, and once the bullet had gone by with
a sound so persuasively like the tearing of silk that he had
resigned hinself to the prospect of a headlong fall. But either
they were ainming near himor they had missed, and as yet nothing

was torn but the air about him-and his anxi ous soul

He was now enjoying a respite fromthese attentions, but he felt
it was at best an interlude, and he was doi ng what he could to
appreciate his position. Incidentally he was having some hot
coffee and pie in an untidy inadvertent manner, with an eye
fluttering nervously over the side of the car. At first he had
ascribed the growing interest in his career to his ill-conceived
attenpt to land in the bright little upland town, but now he was
beginning to realise that the mlitary rather than the civil arm

was concerned about him

He was quite involuntarily playing that weird nysterious
part--the part of an International Spy. He was seeing secret
things. He had, in fact, crossed the designs of no | ess a power
than the German Enpire, he had blundered into the hot focus of
Welt-Politik, he was drifting hel plessly towards the great

I nperial secret, the i mense aeronautic park that had been
established at a headl ong pace in Franconia to develop silently,
swiftly, and on an i mmense scal e the great discoveries of
Hunstedt and Stossel, and so to give Gernmany before all other
nations a fleet of airships, the air power and the Enpire of the

wor | d.

Later, just before they shot himdown altogether, Bert saw that



great area of passionate work, warmlit in the evening light, a
great area of upland on which the airships lay like a herd of
grazing nonsters at their feed. It was a vast busy space
stretching away northward as far as he could see, nethodically
cut up into nunbered sheds, gasoneters, squad encanpnents,
storage areas, interlaced with the omi present nono-rail |ines,
and altogether free fromoverhead wires or cables. Everywhere
was the white, black and yellow of I|nperial Cermany, everywhere
the bl ack eagl es spread their wings. Even w thout these

i ndi cations, the |large vigorous neatness of everything would have
marked it German. Vast nultitudes of men went to and fro, nany
in white and drab fatigue unifornms busy about the ball oons,
others drilling in sensible drab. Here and there a full uniform
glittered. The airships chi6fly engaged his attention, and he
knew at once it was three of these he had seen on the previous
ni ght, taking advantage of the cloud wel kin to manoeuvre
unobserved. They were altogether fish-like. For the great
airships with which Germany attacked New York in her |ast
gigantic effort for world suprenmacy--before humanity realized
that world supremacy was a dream-were the |ineal descendants of
the Zeppelin airship that flew over Lake Constance in 1906, and
of the Lebaudy navi gabl es that nade their nenorabl e excursions

over Paris in 1907 and 1908.

These German airships were held together by rib-Iike skel etons of
steel and al uminium and a stout inelastic canvas outer-skin,

wi thin which was an inpervious rubber gas-bag, cut up by
transverse dissepinents into fromfifty to a hundred
compartments. These were all absolutely gas tight and filled
with hydrogen, and the entire aerostat was kept at any |evel by
means of a long internal balloonette of oiled and toughened silk
canvas, into which air could be forced and fromwhich it could be

punped. So the airship could be nade either heavier or lighter



than air, and | osses of weight through the consunption of fuel
the casting of bombs and so forth, could al so be conpensated by
admtting air to sections of the general gas-bag. Utimtely
that made a highly explosive mxture; but in all these matters

ri sks nmust be taken and guarded against. There was a steel axis
to the whole affair, a central backbone which terminated in the
engi ne and propeller, and the nen and nagazi nes were forward in a
series of cabins under the expanded headli ke forepart. The

engi ne, which was of the extraordinarily powerful Pforzheimtype,
that suprenme triunph of German invention, was worked by wres
fromthis forepart, which was indeed the only really habitable
part of the ship. |If anything went wong, the engineers went aft
al ong a rope | adder beneath the frane. The tendency of the whole
affair to roll was partly corrected by a horizontal lateral fin
on either side, and steering was chiefly effected by two vertica
fins, which nornmally lay back like gill-flaps on either side of
the head. It was indeed a nost conplete adaptation of the fish
formto aerial conditions, the position of swinmmng bladder
eyes, and brain being, however, below instead of above. A
striking, and unfish-like feature was the apparatus for wireless
tel egraphy that dangled fromthe forward cabin--that is to say,

under the chin of the fish

These nonsters were capable of ninety nmiles an hour in a calm so
that they could face and nake headway against nearly everything
except the fiercest tornado. They varied in length from ei ght
hundred to two thousand feet, and they had a carryi ng power of
fromseventy to two hundred tons. How many Germany possessed

hi story does not record, but Bert counted nearly eighty great

bul ks receding in perspective during his brief inspection. Such
were the instrunments on which she chiefly relied to sustain her
in her repudiation of the Monroe Doctrine and her bold bid for a

share in the enpire of the New World. But not altogether did she



rely on these; she had al so a one-nman bonb-t hrow ng

Drachenflieger of unknown val ue anong the resources.

But the Drachenflieger were away in the second great aeronautic
park east of Hanburg, and Bert Snallways saw nothing of themin
the bird' s-eye view he took of ihe Franconi an establishnent
before they shot himdown very neatly. The bullet tore past him
and nade a sort of pop as it pierced his balloon--a pop that was
followed by a rustling sigh and a steady downward novenent. And
when in the confusion of the noment he dropped a bag of ballast,
the Germans, very politely but firmly overcane his scruples by

shooting his balloon again tw ce.

CHAPTER |V

THE CERVAN Al R- FLEET

O all the productions of the human inmagi nati on that make the
world in which M. Bert Smallways |ived confusingly wonderful
there was none quite so strange, so headl ong and di sturbing, so
noi sy and persuasi ve and dangerous, as the nodernisations of
patriotism produced by inperial and international politics. In
the soul of all nen is a liking for kind, a pride in one's own
at nosphere, a tenderness for one's Mther speech and one's
famliar land. Before the comng of the Scientific Age this
group of gentle and nobl e enotions had been a fine factor in the
equi pnment of every worthy human being, a fine factor that had its
| ess amiable aspect in a usually harnless hostility to strange
peopl e, and a usually harnm ess detraction of strange |ands. But
with the wild rush of change in the pace, scope, naterials,
scal e, and possibilities of human life that then occurred, the

ol d boundaries, the old seclusions and separations were violently



broken down. Al the old settled nental habits and traditions of
men found thensel ves not sinply confronted by new conditions, but
by constantly renewed and changi ng new conditions. They had no
chance of adapting thenselves. They were annihilated or

perverted or inflamed beyond recognition.

Bert Smal | ways' grandfather, in the days when Bun Hill was a

vill age under the sway of Sir Peter Bone's parent, had "known his
pl ace" to the utternost farthing, touched his hat to his betters,
despi sed and condescended to his inferiors, and hadn't changed an
idea fromthe cradle to the grave. He was Kentish and English
and that neant hops, beer, dog-rose's, and the sort of sunshine
that was best in the world. Newspapers and politics and visits
to "Lunnon" weren't for the likes of him Then cane the change.
These earlier chapters have given an idea of what happened to Bun
H1l, and how the fl ood of novel things had poured over its
devoted rusticity. Bert Snallways was only one of countless
mllions in Europe and Anmerica and Asia who, instead of being
born rooted in the soil, were born struggling in a torrent they
never clearly understood. All the faiths of their fathers had
been taken by surprise, and startled into the strangest forms and
reactions. Particularly did the fine old tradition of patriotism
get perverted and distorted in the rush of the new tines.

Instead of the sturdy establishnent in prejudice of Bert's
grandfather, to whomthe word "Frenchified" was the ultimte term
of contenpt, there flowed through Bert's brain a squittering
succession of thinly violent ideas about German conpetition

about the Yell ow Danger, about the Black Peril, about the Wite
Man's Burthen--that is to say, Bert's preposterous right to
muddl e further the naturally very muddl ed politics of the
entirely simlar little cads to hinself (except for a snmear of
brown) who snoked cigarettes and rode bicycles in Bul unayo,

Ki ngston (Janumi ca), or Bombay. These were Bert's "Subject



Races," and he was ready to die--by proxy in the person of any
one who cared to enlist--to maintain his hold upon that right.

It kept himawake at nights to think that he mght lose it.

The essential fact of the politics of the age in which Bert
Smal | ways |ived--the age that blundered at last into the
catastrophe of the War in the Air--was a very sinple one, if only
peopl e had had the intelligence to be sinple about it. The

devel opnment of Science had altered the scale of human affairs.

By nmeans of rapid nechanical traction, it had brought nmen nearer
together, so nuch nearer socially, econonically, physically, that
the old separations into nations and ki ngdons were no | onger
possi bl e, a newer, w der synthesis was not only needed, but

i mperatively denanded. Just as the once independent dukedons of
France had to fuse into a nation, so now the nations had to adapt
thenselves to a wi der coal escence, they had to keep what was
preci ous and possi bl e, and concede what was obsol ete and
dangerous. A saner world woul d have perceived this patent need
for a reasonable synthesis, would have discussed it tenperately,
achi eved and gone on to organise the great civilisation that was
mani festly possible to nmankind. The world of Bert Smallways did
not hing of the sort. [Its national governnents, its nationa

i nterests, would not hear of anything so obvious; they were too
suspi ci ous of each other, too wanting in generous imaginations.
They began to behave like ill-bred people in a crowded public
car, to squeeze agai nst one another, elbow, thrust, dispute and
quarrel. Vain to point out to themthat they had only to
rearrange thenselves to be confortable. Everywhere, all over the
worl d, the historian,of the early twentieth century finds the
sane thing, the flow and rearrangenent of human affairs

i nextricably entangled by the old areas, the old prejudices and a
sort of heated irascible stupidity, and everywhere congested

nations in inconveni ent areas, slopping population and produce



into each other, annoying each other with tariffs, and every
possi bl e commerci al vexation, and threatening each other with

navi es and arm es that grew every year nore portentous.

It is inpossible nowto estimte how nmuch of the intellectual and
physi cal energy of the world was wasted in nilitary preparation
and equi pnent, but it was an enornous proportion. Geat Britain
spent upon arny and navy noney and capacity, that directed into

t he channel s of physical culture and educati on woul d have made
the British the aristocracy of the world. Her rulers could have
kept the whol e popul ation | earning and exercising up to the age
of eighteen and nmade a broad-chested and intelligent man of every
Bert Smallways in the islands, had they given the resources they
spent in war nmaterial to the making of nen. Instead of which
they waggled flags at himuntil he was fourteen, incited himto
cheer, and then turned himout of school to begin that career of
private enterprise we have conpactly recorded. France achieved
simlar inbecilities; Germany was, if possible worse; Russia
under the waste and stresses of nmilitarismfestered towards
bankruptcy and decay. All Europe was producing big guns and
countless swarns of little Smallways. The Asiatic peoples had
been forced in self-defence into a |ike diversion of the new
powers science had brought them On the eve of the outbreak of
the war there were six great powers in the world and a cluster of
smal | er ones, each arnmed to the teeth and straining every nerve
to get ahead of the others in deadliness of equipnment and
mlitary efficiency. The great powers were first the United
States, a nation addicted to commerce, but roused to military
necessities by the efforts of Germany to expand into South
Anerica, and by the natural consequences of her own unwary
annexations of land in the very teeth of Japan. She naintained
two i mense fleets east and west, and internally she was in

violent conflict between Federal and State governnments upon the



question of univiorsal service in a defensive nilitia. Next came
the great alliance of Eastern Asia, a close-knit coal escence of
Chi na and Japan, advancing with rapid strides year by year to
predoni nance in the world's affairs. Then the German alliance
still struggled to achieve its dream of inperial expansion, and
its inposition of the Gernman | anguage upon a forcibly united
Europe. These were the three nost spirited and aggressive powers
in the world. Far nore pacific was the British Enpire,
perilously scattered over the globe, and distracted now by

i nsurrectionary novenents in Ireland and anmong all its Subject
Races. It had given these subject races cigarettes, boots,

bow er hats, cricket, race neetings, cheap revolvers, petroleum
the factory system of industry, halfpeuny newspapers in both
Engli sh and the vernacul ar, inexpensive university degrees,

not or - bi cycles and electric trans; it had produced a considerabl e
literature expressing contenpt for the Subject Races, and
rendered it freely accessible to them and it had been content to
believe that nothing would result fromthese stinmulants because
sonmebody once wote "the i mMmenorial east"; and also, in the

i nspired words of Kipling--

East is east and west is west,

And never the twain shall neet.

I nstead of which, Egypt, India, and the subject countries
general |y had produced new generations in a state of passionate
i ndi gnati on and the utnost energy, activity and nodernity. The
governing class in Geat Britain was slowy adapting itself to a
new conception, of the Subject Races as waki ng peopl es, and
finding its efforts to keep the Enpire together under these,
strains and changing ideas greatly inpeded by the entirely

sporting spirit with which Bert Smallways at hone (by the



mllion) cast his vote, and by the tendency of his nore highly
col oured equivalents to be disrespectful to irascible officials.
Their inpertinence was excessive; it was no nere stone-throw ng
and shouting. They would quote Burns at themand M1l and Darw n

and confute themin argunents.

Even nore pacific than the British Enpire were France and its
allies, the Latin powers, heavily arnmed states indeed, but
reluctant warriors, and in many ways socially and politically

| eadi ng western civilisation. Russia was a pacific power
perforce, divided within itself, torn between revol utionaries and
reactionaries who were equally incapable of socia

reconstruction, and so sinking towards a tragic disorder of
chronic political vendetta. Wdged in anbng these portentous

| arger bul ks, swayed and threatened by them the smaller states
of the world maintained a precarious independence, each keeping

itself armed as dangerously as its utnost ability could contrive.

So it came about that in every country a great and grow ng body
of energetic and inventive nen was busied either for offensive or
defensive ends, in el aborating the apparatus of war, until the
accunul ating tensions should reach the breaking-point. Each
power sought to keep its preparations secret, to hold new weapons
in reserve, to anticipate and |learn the preparations of its
rivals. The feeling of danger fromfresh discoveries affected
the patriotic imagination of every people in the world. Now it
was runoured the British had an overwhel ming gun, now the French
an invincible rifle, now the Japanese a new expl osive, now the
Anericans a submarine that would drive every ironclad fromthe

seas. Each tine there would be a war panic.

The strength and heart of the nations was given to the thought of

war, and yet the mass of their citizens was a teem ng denocracy



as heedl ess of and unfitted for fighting, nentally, norally,
physi cally, as any popul ati on has ever been--or, one ventures to
add, could ever be. That was the paradox of the tine. It was a
period altogether unique in the world' s history. The apparatus
of warfare, the, art and nethod of fighting, changed absolutely
every dozen years in a stupendous progress towards perfection

and people grew less and | ess warlike, and there was no war.

And then at last it canme. It cane as a surprise to all the world
because its real causes were hidden. Relations were strained

bet ween Gernmany and the United States because of the intense
exasperation of a tariff conflict and the anmbi guous attitude of
the former power towards the Mnroe Doctrine, and they were

strai ned between the United States and Japan because of the
perenni al citizenship question. But in both cases these were
standi ng causes of offence. The real deciding cause, it is now
known, was the perfecting of the Pforzhei mengine by Germany and
the consequent possibility of a rapid and entirely practicable
airship. At that time Germany was by far the nost efficient
power in the world, better organised for swift and secret action
better equipped with the resources of nodern science, and with
her official and admi nistrative classes at a higher |evel of
education and training. These things she knew, and she
exaggerated that know edge to the pitch of contenpt for the
secret counsels of her neighbours. It may be that with the habit
of self-confidence her spying upon them had grown | ess thorough
Moreover, she had a tradition of unsentinmental and unscrupul ous
action that vitiated her international outlook profoundly. Wth
the coning of these new weapons her collective intelligence
thrilled with the sense that now her nonment had cone. Once again
in the history of progress it seened she held the decisive
weapon. Now she might strike and conquer--before the others had

anyt hing but experinents in the air.



Particularly she nust strike Anmerica, swiftly, because there, if
anywhere, lay the chance of an aerial rival. It was known that
Anmeri ca possessed a flying-machi ne of considerable practica

val ue, devel oped out of the Wight nodel; but it was not supposed
that the Washington War O fice had nmade any whol esal e attenpts to
create air aerial navy. 1t was necessary to strike before they
could do so. France had a fleet of slow navigables, severa
dating from 1908, that could make no possi bl e headway agai nst the
new type. They had been built solely for reconnoitring purposes
on the eastern frontier, they were nostly too snall to carry nore
than a couple, of dozen men without arms or provisions, and not
one could do forty mles. an hour. Geat Britain, it seemed, in
an access of neanness, tenporised and wrangled with the inperial
spirited Butteridge and his extraordinary invention. That also
was not in play--and could not be for sone nonths at the
earliest. FromAsia there, cane no sign. The Germans expl ai ned
this by saying the yell ow peoples were w thout invention. No

other conpetitor was worth considering. "Now or never," said the
Ger mans--"now or never we nay seize the air--as once the British
seized the seas! Wile all the other powers are stil

experinenting."

Swift and systematic and secret were their preparations, and
their plan nost excellent. So far as their know edge went,
Anerica was the only dangerous possibility; Anmerica, which was

al so now the leading trade rival of Germany and one of the chi ef
barriers to her Inperial expansion. So at once they would strike
at Anerica. They would fling a great force across the Atlantic

heavens and bear America down unwarned and unprepar ed.

Altogether it was a well-imgi ned and nost hopeful and spirited

enterprise, having regard to the infornmation in the possession of



the German governnent. The chances of it being a successfu
surprise were very great. The airship and the flying-nmachine
were very different things fromironclads, which take a couple of
years to build. G ven hands, given plant, they could be nade
innunerably in a few weeks. Once the needful parks and foundries
were organi sed, air-ships and Dracheinflieger could be poured
into the sky. Indeed, when the tinme cane, they did pour into the
sky like, as a bitter French witer put it, flies roused from

filth.

The attack upon America was to be the first nove in this
tremendous gane. But no sooner had it started than instantly the
aeronautic parks were to proceed to put together and inflate the
second fleet which was to donmi nate Europe and nanoeuvre
significantly over London, Paris, Ronme, St. Petersburg, or
wherever else its noral effect was required. A Wrld Surprise it
was to be--no less a Wrld Conquest; and it is wonderful how near
the cal My adventurous mnds that planned it cane to succeedi ng

in their col ossal design

Von Sternberg was the Moltke of this War in the Air, but it was
the curious hard romanticismof Prince Karl Al bert that won over
the hesitating Enmperor to the schenme. Prince Karl Al bert was

i ndeed the central figure of the world drama. He was the
darling of the Inperialist spirit in German, and the ideal of the
new aristocratic feeling--the new Chivalry, as it was
called--that followed the overthrow of Socialismthrough its
internal divisions and | ack of discipline, and the concentration
of wealth in the hands of a few great fanmlies. He was conpared
by obsequious flatterers to the Black Prince, to Alcibiades, to
the young Caesar. To many he seened Nietzsche's Overnan
revealed. He was big and blond and virile, and splendidly

non-noral. The first great feat that startled Europe, and al nost



brought about a new Trojan war, was his abduction of the Princess
Hel ena of Norway and his blank refusal to marry her. Then
followed his marriage with Getchen Krass, a Swiss girl of

peerl ess beauty. Then cane the gallant rescue, which al nost cost
himhis life, of three drowning tailors whose boat had upset in
the sea near Heligoland. For that and his victory over the
Anerican yacht Defender, C. C.|., the Enperor forgave him and
placed himin control of the new aeronautic arm of the Gernman
forces. This he devel oped with narvell ous energy and ability,
bei ng resolved, as he said, to give to Germany | and and sea and
sky. The national passion for aggression found in himits
suprene exponent, and achieved through himits realisation in
this astounding war. But his fascination was nore than nati onal
all over the world his ruthless strength donmi nated ninds as the
Napol eoni ¢ | egend had domi nated m nds. Englishnen turned in

di sgust fromthe slow, conplex, civilised methods of their
national politics to this unconprom sing, forceful figure
Frenchrmen believed in him Poens were witten to himin

Aneri can.

He nmade the war.

Quite equally with the rest of the world, the general Gernman
popul ati on was taken by surprise by the swift vigour of the

I nperial governnent. A considerable literature of military
forecasts, beginning as early as 1906 with Rudolf Martin, the
aut hor not nmerely of a brilliant book of anticipations, but of a
proverb, "The future of Germany lies in the air," had, however,
partially prepared the German inagi nation for some such

enterprise.



O all these world-forces and gigantic designs Bert Snallways
knew nothing until he found hinself in the very focus of it all
and gaped down amazed on the spectacle of that giant herd of air-
ships. Each one seened as long as the Strand, and as bi g about
as Trafal gar Square. Sonme nust have been a third of a mle in

I ength. He had never before seen anything so vast and
disciplined as this tremendous park. For the first time in his
life he really had an intimation of the extraordinary and quite

i mportant things of which a contenporary may go in ignorance. He
had al ways clung to the illusion that Gernans were fat, absurd
men, who snoked chi na pipes, and were addicted to know edge and

horsefl esh and sauerkraut and indigestible things generally.

H's bird s-eye view was quite transitory. He ducked at the first
shot; and directly his balloon began to drop, his mind ran
confusedly upon how he m ght explain hinmself, and whether he
shoul d pretend to be Butteridge or not. "O Lord!"™ he groaned, in
an agony of indecision. Then his eye caught his sandals, and he
felt a spasmof self-disgust. "They'|ll think I'ma bloonin
idiot," he said, and then it was he rose up desperately and threw

over the sand-bag and provoked the second and third shots.

It flashed into his head, as he cowered in the bottom of the car
that he might avoid all sorts of disagreeable and conplicated

expl anations by pretending to be mad.

That was his |last idea before the airships seemed to rush up
about himas if to look at him and his car hit the ground and

bounded and pitched himout on his head...

He awoke to find hinmself fanmous, and to hear a voice crying,

"Boot erai dge! Ja! Jai Herr Booteraidge! Selbst!"”

He was lying on a little patch of grass beside one of the main



avenues of the aeronautic park. The airships receded down a
great vista, an imnense perspective, and the blunt prow of each
was adorned with a black eagle of a hundred feet or so spread.
Down the other side of the avenue ran a series of gas generators,
and bi g hose-pipes trailed everywhere across the intervening
space. Cose at hand was his now nearly deflated balloon and the
car on its side looking mnutely small, a mere broken toy, a
shrivell ed bubble, in contrast with the gigantic bulk of the
nearer airship. This he saw al nost end-on, rising like a cliff
and sloping forward towards its fellow on the other side so as to
overshadow the alley between them There was a crowd of excited
peopl e about him big men nostly in tight uniforms. Everybody
was tal ki ng, and several were shouting, in German; he knew that

because they splashed and aspirated sounds like startled kittens.

Only one phrase, repeated again and again could he recogni ze--the

nane of "Herr Booteraidge."

"CGollys!" said Bert. "They've spotted it."

"Besser," said sone one, and sone rapid Gernan foll owed.

He perceived that close at hand was a field tel ephone, and that a
tall officer in blue was talking thereat about him Another
stood cl ose beside himw th the portfolio of draw ngs and

phot ographs in his hand. They | ooked round at him

"Do you spi k Chernan, Herr Booteraidge?"

Bert decided that he had better be dazed. He did his best to

seem t horoughly dazed. "Were AMI?" he asked

Volubility prevailed. "Der Prinz," was nmentioned. A bugle



sounded far away, and its call was taken up by one nearer, and
then by one close at hand. This seenmed to increase the
excitenent greatly. A mono-rail car bunbled past. The tel ephone
bell rang passionately, and the tall officer seenmed to engage in
a heated altercation. Then he approached the group about Bert,

calling out sonething about "mthbringen.”

An earnest-faced, emaciated man with a white noustache appeal ed

to Bert. "Herr Booteraidge, sir, we are chust to start!"

"Where am | ?" Bert repeated.

Sone one shook himby the other shoulder. "Are you Herr

Boot er ai dge?" he asked.

"Herr Booteraidge, we are chust to start!" repeated the white
moust ache, and then hel plessly, "What is de goot? What can we

do?"

The officer fromthe tel ephone repeated his sentence about "Der
Prinz" and "mitbringen.” The man with the nmoustache stared for a
monent, grasped an idea and becane violently energetic, stood up
and bawl ed directions at unseen people. Questions were asked,
and the doctor at Bert's side answered, "Ja! Ja!" several tines,
al so sonet hi ng about "Kopf." Wth a certain urgency he got Bert
rather unwillingly to his feet. Two huge soldiers in grey
advanced upon Bert and seized hold of him "'Ulo!" said Bert,

startled. "Wat's up?"

"It is all right,"” the doctor explained; "they are to carry you."

"Wher e?" asked Bert, unanswered.

"Put your arns roundt their--hals--round them™



"Yes! but where?"

"Hol d tight!"

Before Bert could decide to say anything nore he was whi sked up
by the two soldiers. They joined hands to seat him and his arns
were put about their necks. "Vorwarts!" Some one ran before him
with the portfolio, and he was borne rapidly al ong the broad
avenue between the gas generators and the airships, rapidly and
on the whol e snoothly except that once or twice his bearers

stunbl ed over hose-pi pes and nearly | et himdown.

He was wearing M. Butteridge's Al pine cap, and his little

shoul ders were in M. Butteridge's fur-lined overcoat, and he had
responded to M. Butteridge's nanme. The sandal s dangl ed

hel pl essly. Gawl Everybody seened in a devil of a hurry. Wy?
He was carried joggling and gaping through the twlight,

marvel | i ng beyond neasure.

The systematic arrangenment of w de conveni ent spaces, the
quantities of business-like soldiers everywhere, the occasiona
neat piles of material, the ubiquitous nono-rail lines, and the
towering ship-like hulls about him remnded hima little of

i mpressions he had got as a boy on a visit to Wolw ch Dockyard.
The whol e canp reflected the col ossal power of nodern science
that had created it. A peculiar strangeness was produced by the
| owness of the electric light, which |lay upon the ground, casting
al | shadows upwards and maki ng a grotesque shadow figure of

hi nsel f and his bearers on the airship sides, fusing all three of
theminto a nonstrous aninmal with attenuated | egs and an i nmense
fan-1i ke hunped body. The lights were on the ground because as

far as possible all poles and standards had been di spensed with



to prevent conplications when the airships rose.

It was deep twilight now, a tranquil blue-skyed evening;
everything rose out fromthe splashes of |ight upon the ground
into dimtranslucent tall masses; within the cavities of the
airships small inspecting |lanps glowed like cloud-veiled stars,
and made them seem marvel | ously unsubstantial. Each airship had
its name in black letters on white on either flank, and forward

the Inperial eagle sprawl ed, an overwhelning bird in the di mess.

Bugl es sounded, nono-rail cars of quiet soldiers slithered
burbling by. The cabins under the heads of the airships were

being lit up; doors opened in them and reveal ed padded passages.

Now and then a voice gave directions to workers indistinctly

seen.

There was a matter of sentinels, gangways and a | ong narrow
passage, a scranble over a disorder of baggage, and then Bert
found hinself |owered to the ground and standing in the doorway
of a spacious cabin--it was perhaps ten feet square and ei ght

hi gh, furnished with crimson padding and alumnium A tall
bird-1ike young man with a snmall head, a | ong nose, and very pale
hair, with his hands full of things |ike shaving-strops,
boot-trees, hair-brushes, and toilet tidies, was saying things
about Gott and thunder and Dummer Booterai dge as Bert entered.
He was apparently an evicted occupant. Then he vani shed, and
Bert was |ying back on a couch in the corner with a pillow under
his head and the door of the cabin shut upon him He was al one.

Everybody had hurried out agai n astonishingly.

"CGollys!" said Bert. "Wat next?"

He stared about himat the room



"Butteridge! Shall | try to keep it up, or shan't |?"

The room he was in puzzled him "'Tisn't a prison and 'tisn't a
norfis?" Then the old trouble cane uppernost. "I wish to 'eaven

| adn't these silly sandals on,"” he cried querulously to the

uni verse. "They give the whol e bl essed show away. "

Hi s door was flung open, and a conpact young man in uniform
appeared, carrying M. Butteridge's portfolio, rucksac, and

shavi ng- gl ass.

"I say!"™ he said in faultless English as he entered. He had a
beani ng face, and a sort of pinkish blond hair. "Fancy you being

Butteridge. He sl apped Bert's neagre |uggage down.

"We'd have started," he said, "in another half-hour! You didn't

gi ve yoursel f nuch tine!"

He surveyed Bert curiously. His gaze rested for a fraction of a
nmonent on the sandals. "You ought to have conme on your

flying-machine, M. Butteridge."

He didn't wait for an answer. "The Prince says |'ve got to
| ook after you. Naturally he can't see you now, but he thinks
your conming's providential. Last grace of Heaven. Like a

sign. Hullo!"

He stood still and |istened.

Qutside there was a going to and fro of feet, a sound of distant

bugl es suddenly taken up and echoed cl ose at hand, nen called out



in loud tones short, sharp, seenmingly vital things, and were
answered distantly. A bell jangled, and feet went down the
corridor. Then cane a stillness nore distracting than sound, and
then a great gurgling and rushing and splashing of water. The
young man's eyebrows |lifted. He hesitated, and dashed out of the
room Presently cane a stupendous bang to vary the noises

wi thout, then a distant cheering. The young nan re-appeared.

"They're running the water out of the ballonette already."”

"What water?" asked Bert.

"The water that anchored us. Artful dodge. Eh?"

Bert tried to take it in.

"Of course!" said the conpact young man. "You don't understand.”

A gentle quivering crept upon Bert's senses. "That's the engine,"

sai d the conpact young man approvingly. "Now we shan't be long."

Anot her long listening interval

The cabin swayed. "By Jove! we're starting already;" he cried.

"W're starting!"

"Starting!" cried Bert, sitting up. "Were?"

But the young nman was out of the room again. There were noi ses

of German in the passage, and other nerve-shaking sounds.

The swaying i ncreased. The young nman reappeared. "W're off,

ri ght enough!™



"I say!", said Bert, "where are we starting? | wi sh you'd

explain. Wiat's this place? | don't understand.”

"What!" cried the young man, "you don't understand?"

"No. I'm'all dazed-like fromthat crack on the nob | got.

Where ARE we? WHERE are we starting?"

"Don't you know where you are--what this is?"

"Not a bit of it! Wat's all the swaying and the row?"

"What a lark!" cried the young man. "I say! Wat a thundering
lark! Don't you know? W're off to America, and you haven't
realised. You' ve just caught us by a neck. You're on the

bl essed old flagship with the Prince. You won't m ss anyt hing.

What ever's on, you bet the Vaterland will be there."

"Us!--of f to America?"

"Ra--t her!

"I'n an airship?"

"What do YQU think?"

"Me! going to America on an airship! After that balloon! 'Ere!
| say--1 don't want to go! | want to wal k about on ny legs. Let

me get out! | didn't understand.”

He nmade a dive for the door

The young man arrested Bert with a gesture, took hold of a strap,

lifted up a panel in the padded wall, and a w ndow appear ed.



"Look!" he said. Side by side they |ooked out.

"Gaw " said Bert. "W're going up!"

"W are!" said the young nan, cheerfully; "fast!"

They were rising in the air snoothly and quietly, and noving
slowy to the throb of the engine athwart the aeronautic park.
Down below it stretched, dimy geonetrical in the darkness,

pi cked out at regular intervals by gl owworm spangles of |ight.
One black gap in the long line of grey, round-backed airships

mar ked the position fromwhich the Vaterland had cone. Beside it
a second nonster now rose softly, released fromits bonds and
cables into the air. Then, taking a beautifully exact distance,

a third ascended, and then a fourth.

"Too late, M. Butteridge!" the young nan remarked. "We're off!
| daresay it is a bit of a shock to you, but there you are! The

Prince said you' d have to cone.”

"Look 'ere, said Bert. "l really amdazed. What's this thing?

Where are we goi ng?"

"This, M. Butteridge," said the young nman, taking pains to be
explicit, "is an airship. It's the flagship of Prince Karl
Albert. This is the German air-fleet, and it is going over to
Anerica, to give that spirited people "what for.' The only thing
we were at all uneasy about was your invention. And here you

are!"

"But!--you a German?" asked Bert.

"Lieutenant Kurt. Luft-lieutenant Kurt, at your service."



"But you speak English!"

"Mt her was English--went to school in England. Afterwards,
Rhodes scholar. German none the less for that. Detailed for the
present, M. Butteridge, to | ook after you. You're shaken by
your fall. It's all right, really. They' re going to buy your
machi ne and everything. You sit down, and take it quite calnly.

You'll soon get the hang of the position.”

Bert sat down on the | ocker, collecting his nmnd, and the young

man tal ked to himabout the airship.

He was really a very tactful young man indeed, in a natural sort

of way. "Daresay all this is newto you," he said; "not your

sort of machine. These cabins aren't half bad."

He got up and wal ked round the little apartnment, showing its

poi nt s.

"Here is the bed,"” he said, whipping dowmn a couch fromthe wall
and throwing it back again with a click. "Here are toilet

things," and he opened a neatly arranged cupboard. "Not rmnuch
washing. No water we've got; no water at all except for

drinking. No baths or anything until we get to America and | and.
Rub over with |l oofah. ©One pint of hot for shaving. That's all

In the | ocker bel ow you are rugs and bl ankets; you will need them
presently. They say it gets cold. | don't know. Never been up
before. Except a little work with gliders--which is nostly going

down. Three-quarters of the chaps in the fleet haven't. Here's

a folding-chair and tabl e behind the door. Conpact, eh?"



He took the chair and balanced it on his little finger. "Pretty
light, eh? Al um nium and magnesi um all oy and a vacuum i nsi de.
Al'l these cushions stuffed with hydrogen. Foxy! The whole
ship's like that. And not a man in the fleet, except the Prince
and one or two others, over eleven stone. Couldn't sweat the
Prince, you know. We'Ill go all over the thing to-norrow. |'m

frightfully keen on it."

He beamed at Bert. "You DO |ook young," he remarked. "I always
t hought you'd be an old nman with a beard--a sort of phil osopher
| don't know why one should expect clever people always to be

old. | do."

Bert parried that conplinent a little awkwardly, and then the
Iieutenant was struck with the riddle why Herr Butteridge had not

come in his own flying nmachine

"It's a long story," said Bert. "Look here!" he said abruptly,
"I wish you'd lend ne a pair of slippers, or sonmething. |'m
regul ar sick of these sandals. They're rotten things. |'ve been

trying themfor a friend."

"Right O"

The ex-Rhodes schol ar whi sked out of the room and reappeared with
a consi derabl e choice of footwear--punps, cloth bath-slippers

and a purple pair adorned with golden sun-fl owers.

But these he repented of at the |ast nonent.

"I don't even wear themnyself,"” he said. "Only brought "emin

the zeal of the nonment." He |aughed confidentially. "Had 'em

worked for nme--in Oxford. By a friend. Take 'em everywhere."



So Bert chose the punps

The lieutenant broke into a cheerful snigger. "Here we are

trying on slippers,"” he said, "and the world going by like a

panorama below. Rather a lark, eh? Look!"

Bert peeped with himout of the wi ndow, |ooking fromthe bright
pettiness of the red-and-silver cabin into a dark i mensity. The
| and bel ow, except for a | ake, was bl ack and featurel ess, and the

ot her airships were hidden. "See nore outside, said the

lieutenant. "Let's go! There's a sort of little gallery.”

He led the way into the | ong passage, which was lit by one snmall
electric light, past sonme notices in Gernman, to an open bal cony
and a light |adder and gallery of nmetal, |attice overhanging,
enpty space. Bert followed his | eader down to the gallery slowy
and cautiously. Fromit he was able to watch the wonderfu
spectacle of the first air-fleet flying through the night. They
flew in a wedge-shaped formati on, the Vaterland hi ghest and

| eading, the tail receding into the corners of the sky. They
flewin long, regular undul ations, great dark fish-1ike shapes,
showi ng hardly any light at all, the engines naking a

t hrob-t hrob-t hr obbi ng sound that was very audi ble out on the
gallery. They were going at a level of five or six thousand
feet, and rising steadily. Below, the country lay silent, a

cl ear darkness dotted and lined out with clusters of furnaces,
and the lit streets of a group of big towns. The world seened to
lie in a bow; the overhanging bulk of the airship above hid al

but the | owest |evels of the sky.

They wat ched the | andscape for a space.

"Jolly it nmust be to invent things," said the |ieutenant



suddenly. "How did you cone to think of your machine first?"

"Worked it out," said Bert, after a pause. "Jest ground away at

it."

"Qur people are frightfully keen on you. They thought the

British had got you. Wren't the British keen?"

"In a way," said Bert. "Still--its a long story."

"I think it's an imense thing--to invent. | couldn't invent a

thing to save ny life."

They both fell silent, watching the darkened world and foll ow ng
their thoughts until a bugle sumobned themto a bel ated di nner

Bert was suddenly alarnmed. "Don't you 'ave to dress and things?"
he said. "I've always been too hard at Science and things to go

into Society and all that."

"No fear," said Kurt. "Nobody's got nore than the clothes they
wear. We're travelling light. You mght perhaps take your
overcoat off. They've an electric radiator each end of the

room"

And so presently Bert found hinmself sitting to eat in the
presence of the "Gernman Al exander"--that great and pui ssant
Prince, Prince Karl Al bert, the War Lord, the hero of two

hem spheres. He was a handsome, bl ond man, wth deep-set eyes, a
snub nose, upturned noustache, and |ong white hands, a

strange-1 ooking man. He sat higher than the others, under a

bl ack eagle with wi despread wi ngs and the German I nperial flags;
he was, as it were, enthroned, and it struck Bert greatly that as

he ate he did not |ook at people, but over their heads |ike one



who sees visions. Twenty officers of various ranks stood about
the table--and Bert. They all seened extrenely curious to see
the fanous Butteridge, and their astonishment at his appearance
was ill-controlled. The Prince gave hima dignified salutation
to which, by an inspiration, he bowed. Standing next the Prince
was a brown-faced, winkled man with silver spectacles and
fluffy, dingy-grey side-whiskers, who regarded Bert with a

pecul iar and disconcerting attention. The conpany sat after
cerenoni es Bert could not understand. At the other end of the
table was the bird-faced officer Bert had di spossessed, stil

| ooki ng hostil e and whi spering about Bert to his neighbour. Two
soldiers waited. The dinner was a plain one--a soup, sone fresh

mutton, and cheese--and there was very little talk.

A curious solemity indeed brooded over every one. Partly this
was reaction after the intense toil and restrai ned excitenent of
starting; partly it was the overwhel m ng sense of strange new
experiences, of portentous adventure. The Prince was lost in

t hought. He roused hinself to drink to the Enperor in chanpagne,
and the company cried "Hoch!" like nen repeating responses in

chur ch.

No snoking was permtted, but some of the officers went down to
the little open gallery to chew tobacco. No lights whatever were
safe am dst that bundl e of inflammable things. Bert suddenly
fell yawning and shivering. He was overwhel ned by a sense of his
own insignificance anidst these great rushing nonsters of the
air. He felt life was' too big for him-too nuch for him

al t oget her.

He said sonething to Kurt about his head, went up the steep
| adder fromthe swaying little gallery into the airship again,

and so, as if it were a refuge, to bed.



Bert slept for a time, and then his sleep was broken by dreans.
Mostly he was fleeing fromform ess terrors down an interm nable
passage in an airship--a passage paved at first with ravenous
trap-doors, and then with openwork canvas of the nost careless

descri ption.

"Gaw " said Bert, turning over after his seventh fall through

infinite space that night.

He sat up in the darkness and nursed his knees. The progress of
the airship was not nearly so snmooth as a balloon; he could feel
a regul ar swaying up, up, up and then down, down, down, and the

t hr obbi ng and tremul ous qui ver of the engines.

Hi s mind began to teemw th nenories--nore menories and nore.

Through them Ilike a struggling swi nmer in broken water, cane the
per pl exi ng question, what am| to do to-norrow? To-norrow, Kurt
had told him the Prince's secretary, the Graf Von Wnterfeld,
woul d come to him and discuss his flying-nachine, and then he

woul d see the Prince. He woul d have to stick it out now that he

was Butteridge, and sell his invention. And then, if they found
himout! He had a vision of infuriated Butteridges.... Suppose
after all he owned up? Pretended it was their mi sunderstandi ng?
He began to schene devices for selling the secret and

circunmventing Butteridge.

What shoul d he ask for the thing? Sonehow twenty thousand pounds

struck hi mas about the sum i ndicated.



He fell into that despondency that lies in wait in the snall

hours. He had got too big a job on--too big a job...

Menori es swanped his schening.

"Where was | this tine |ast night?"

He recapitul ated his evenings tediously and lengthily. Last

ni ght he had been up above the clouds in Butteridge' s balloon

He t hought of the norment when he dropped through them and saw t he
cold twilight sea close below. He still remenbered that

di sagreeabl e incident with a nightrmare vividness. And the night
bef ore he and Grubb had been | ooking for cheap | odgings at
Littlestone in Kent. How renote that seemed now. It mght be
years ago. For the first time he thought of his fell ow Desert
Dervish, left with the two red-painted bicycles on Dynchurch
sands. "'E won't nake much of a show of it, not without ne.
Any'ow 'e did 'ave the treasury--such as it was--in his pocket!"”
... The night before that was Bank Holiday night and they had sat
di scussing their minstrel enterprise, drawing up a programme and
rehearsing steps. And the night before was Wit Sunday. "Lord!"
cried Bert, "what a doing that notor-bicycle give ne!" He
recall ed the enpty flapping of the eviscerated cushion, the
feeling of inmpotence as the flanes rose again. From anong the
confused nenories of that tragic flare one little figure energed
very bright and poignantly sweet, Edna, crying back reluctantly

fromthe departing notor-car, "See you to-norrer, Bert?"

O her nenories of Edna clustered round that inpression. They |ed
Bert's mind step by step to an agreeable state that found
expression in "I'll marry "ER if she don't look out." And then
inaflash it followed in his mind that if he sold the Butteridge
secret he could! Suppose after all he did get twenty thousand

pounds; such suns have been paid! Wth that he could buy house



and garden, buy new cl ot hes beyond dreaning, buy a notor, travel
have every delight of the civilised life as he knewit, for

himsel f and Edna. O course, risks were involved. "I'll 'ave

old Butteridge on ny track, | expect!"”

He nmeditated upon that. He declined again to despondency. As
yet he was only in the beginning of the adventure. He had stil
to deliver the goods and draw the cash. And before that--Just
now he was by no neans on his way hone. He was flying off to

Anerica to fight there. "Not much fighting," he considered; "al
our owmn way." Still, if a shell did happen to hit the Vaterland

on the underside!..

"S' pose | ought to make nmy will."

He | ay back for sone tine conposing wills--chiefly in favour of
Edna. He had settled nowit was to be twenty thousand pounds.
He left a nunber of minor |egacies. The wills becane nore and

nor e nmeandering and extravagant....

He woke fromthe eighth repetition of his nightnmare fall through

space. "This flying gets on one's nerves," he said.

He could feel the airship diving dowmn, down, down, then slowy
Swi nging to up, up, up. Throb, throb, throb, throb, quivered the

engi ne.

He got up presently and wapped hinself about with M.
Butteridge's overcoat and all the blankets, for the air was very
keen. Then he peeped out of the windowto see a grey dawn
breaki ng over clouds, then turned up his |light and bolted his

door, sat down to the table, and produced his chest-protector



He snoot hed the crunpled plans with his hand, and contenpl ated
them Then he referred to the other drawings in the portfolio.
Twenty thousand pounds. |If he worked it right! It was worth

trying, anyhow.

Presently he opened the drawer in which Kurt had put paper and

witing-materials.

Bert Smal lways was by no nmeans a stupid person, and up to a
certain limt he had not been badly educated. Hi s board schoo
had taught himto draw up to certain linmts, taught himto

cal cul ate and understand a specification. |If at that point his
country had tired of its efforts, and handed hi m over unfi nished
to scranble for a living in an atnosphere of advertiseinents and
i ndi vidual enterprise, that was really not his fault. He was as
his State had made him and the reader nust not inagi ne because
he was a little Cockney cad, that he was absolutely incapabl e of
grasping the idea of the Butteridge flying-machine. But he found
it stiff and perplexing. His notor-bicycle and Grubb's
experinents and the "nechanical drawi ng" he had done in standard
seven all hel ped himout; and, noreover, the naker of these

dr awi ngs, whoever he was, had been anxious to nake his intentions
plain. Bert copied sketches, he nade notes, he nade a quite
tolerable and intelligent copy of the essential draw ngs and
sketches of the others. Then he fell into a neditation upon

t hem

At last he rose with a sigh, folded up the originals that had
fornerly been in his chest-protector and put theminto the

br east - pocket of his jacket, and then very carefully deposited
the copies he had made in the place of the originals. He had no
very clear plan in his nind in doing this, except that he hated

the idea of altogether parting with the secret. For a long tine



he neditated profoundly--nodding. Then he turned out his |ight

and went to bed again and schened hinself to sleep.

The hochgeboren G af von Wnterfeld was also a |light sleeper that
ni ght, but then he was one of these people who sleep little and
pl ay chess problens in their heads to while away the tine--and

that night he had a particularly difficult problemto solve

He came in upon Bert while he was still in bed in the glow of the
sunlight reflected fromthe North Sea bel ow, consummg the rolls
and coffee a soldier had brought him He had a portfolio under
his arm and in the clear, early norning light his dingy grey
hair and heavy, silver-rimred spectacles nade hi ml| ook al nost
benevol ent. He spoke English fluently, but with a strong Gernan

flavour. He was particularly bad with his "b's,” and his "th's"

softened towards weak "z'ds. He call ed Bert expl osively,
"Pooterage." He began with sone indistinct civilities, bowed,
took a folding-table and chair from behind the door, put the
former between hinmself and Bert, sat down on the latter, coughed
drily, and opened his portfolio. Then he put his el bows on the
table, pinched his lower lip with his two fore-fingers, and
regarded Bert disconcertingly with magnified eyes. "You cane to

us, Herr Pooterage, against your will," he said at |ast.

"'*Ow d'you nmake that out?" asked Bert, after a pause of

ast oni shnent .

"I chuge by ze maps in your car. They were all English. And
your provisions. They were all picnic. Al so your cords were
entangl ed. You haf' been tuggi ng--but no good. You could not
manage ze ball oon, and anuzzer power than yours prought you to

us. Is it not so?"



Bert thought.

"Al so--where is ze |laty?"

"' Ere!--what |ady?"

"You started with a laty. That is evident. You shtarted for an
afternoon excursion--a picnic. A man of your tenperanent--he

woul d take a laty. She was not wiz you in your ball oon when you

came down at Dornhof. No! Only her chacket! It is your affair.
Still, I amcurious."

Bert reflected. "'Ow d' you know t hat?"

"I chuge by ze nature of your farious provisions. | cannot

account, M. Pooterage, for ze laty, what you haf done with her.
Nor can | tell why you shoul d wear nature-sandals, nor why you
shoul d wear such cheap plue clothes. These are outside ny
instructions. Trifles, perhaps. Oficially they are to be
ignored. Laties cone and go--1 ama nman of ze worldt. | haf
known wi se nmen wear sandals and efen practice vegetarian habits.
| haf known nen--or at any rate, | haf known chem sts--who did
not schnoke. You haf, no doubt, put ze laty down sonewhere.
Well. Let us get to--business. A higher power"--his voice
changed its enotional quality, his nmagnified eyes seened to

dil ate--"has prought you and your secret straight to us. So!"--
he bowed his head--"so pe it. It is ze Destiny of Chernany and
my Prince. | can undershtandt you always carry zat secret. You
are afraidt of roppers and spies. So it cones wiz you--to us.

M. Pooterage, Chermany will puy it."

"WIl she?"



"She will," said the secretary, |ooking hard at Bert's abandoned
sandals in the corner of the |ocker. He roused hinself,
consulted a paper of notes for a nonent, and Bert eyed his brown
and wrinkled face with expectation and terror. "Chermany, | am
instructed to say," said the secretary, with his eyes on the
tabl e and his notes spread out, "has always been willing to puy
your secret. W haf indeed peen eager to acquire it fery eager
and it was only ze fear that you night be, on patriotic groundts,
acting in collusion with your Pritish War O fice zat has made us
di screet in offering for your marvellous invention through
intermediaries. W haf no hesitation whatefer now, | am
instructed, in agreeing to your proposal of a hundert tousand

poundts.”

"Crikey!" said Bert, overwhel ned.

"l peg your pardon?”

"Jest a twinge," said Bert, raising his hand to his bandaged

head.

"Ah! Also | aminstructed to say that as for that noble,
unrightly accused laty you haf chanpi oned so brafely against
Pritish hypocrisy and col dness, all ze chivalry of Chermany is on

her site.”

"Lady?" said Bert faintly, and then recalled the great Butteridge
love story. Had the old chap also read the letters? He nust
think hima scorcher if he had. "On! that's awright," he said,

"about 'er. | 'adn't any doubts about that. I--"

He stopped. The secretary certainly had a nost appalling stare.

It seemed ages before he | ooked down again. "Wll, ze laty as



you please. She is your affair. | haf performt ny instructions.
And ze title of Paron, zat also can pe done. It can all pe done,

Herr Pooterage."

He drunmmed on the table for a second or so, and resuned. "I haf
to tell you, sir, zat you conme to us at a crisis
in--Welt-Politik. There can be no harmnow for nme to put our

pl ans before you. Pefore you leafe this ship again they will be
mani fest to all ze worldt. War is perhaps already declared. W
go-to America. CQur fleet will descend out of ze air upon ze
United States--it is a country quite unprepared for war

ef erywhere--eferywhere. Zey have always relied on ze Atlantic.
And their navy. W have selected a certain point--it is at
present ze secret of our comuanders--which we shall seize, and
zen we shall establish a depot--a sort of inland G braltar. It
will be--what will it be?--an eagle's nest. Zere our airships
will gazzer and repair, and thence they will fly to and fro ofer
ze United States, terrorising cities, doninating Washi ngton

| evying what is necessary, until ze ternms we dictate are

accepted. You follow ne?"

"Go on!" said Bert.

"We coul d haf done all zis wiz such Luftschiffe and
Drachenflieger as we possess, but ze accession of your nachine
renders our project conplete. It not only gifs us a better
Drachenflieger, but it renofes our |ast uneasiness as to G eat

Pritain. Wgzout you, sir, Great Pritain, ze land you |lofed so

wel|l and zat has requited you so ill, zat |and of Pharisees and
reptiles, can do nozzing!--nozzing! You see, | amperfectly
frank wiz you. Well, | aminstructed that Chernmany recognises
all this. W want you to place yourself at our disposal. W

want you to becone our Chief Head Flight Engineer. W want you



to manufacture, we want to equip a swarm of hornets under your
direction. W want you to direct this force. And it is at our
depot in Anmerica we want you. So we offer you sinply, and

wi t hout haggling, ze full terns you demanded weeks ago--one
hundert tousand poundts in cash, a salary of three tousand
poundts a year, a pension of one tousand poundts a year, and ze

title of Paron as you desired. These are ny instructions."

He resumed his scrutiny of Bert's face.

"That's all right, of course," said Bert, a little short of
breath, but otherw se resolute and calm and it seened to him
that now was the tine to bring his nocturnal schenming to the

i ssue.

The secretary contenplated Bert's collar w th sustained
attention. Only for one nonent did his gaze nove to the sandals

and back.

"Jes' lemme think a bit," said Bert, finding the stare

debilitating. "Look 'ere |I" he said at last, with an air of
great explicitness, "I GOT the secret."

"Yes."

"But | don't want the nanme of Butteridge to appear--see? | been

t hi nki ng that over."

"Alittle delicacy?"

"Exactly. You buy the secret--leastways, | give it you--from

Bear er--see?"

H's voice failed hima little, and the stare continued. "I want



to do the thing Enonynously. See?"

Still staring. Bert drifted on like a swimer caught by a
current. "Fact is, I'mgoing to edop' the nane of Smallways.
don't want no title of Baron; |'ve altered ny mind. And | want
the nmoney quiet-like. | want the hundred thousand pounds paid
into benks-thirty thousand into the London and County Benk Branch
at Bun Hill in Kent directly |I 'and over the plans; twenty
thousand into the Benk of England; 'arf the rest into a good

French bank, the other 'arf the German National Bank, see? |

want it put there, right away. | don't want it put in the nane
of Butteridge. | want it put in the nane of Al bert Peter
Smal | ways; that's the name |'mgoing to edop'. That's condition
one."

"Go on!" said the secretary.

"The nex condition," said Bert, "is that you don't make any
inquiries as to title. | mean what English gentlenen do when
they sell or let you land. You don't arst 'ow !l got it. See?
"Ere | am-1 deliver you the goods--that's all right. Sone
peopl e 'ave the cheek to say this isn't ny invention, see? It
is, you know-THAT' S all right; but | don't want that gone into
I want a fair and square agreenent saying that's all right.

See?"

H s "See?" faded into a profound silence.

The secretary sighed at last, |eant back in his chair and
produced a tooth-pick, and used it, to assist his nmeditation on
Bert's case. "What was that nane?" he asked at |ast, putting

away the tooth-pick; "I nust wite it down."



"Al bert Peter Smallways," said Bert, in a nmld tone.

The secretary wote it down, after a little difficulty about the
spel ling because of the different names of the letters of the

al phabet in the two | anguages.

"And now, M. Schmallvays,"” he said at |ast, |eaning back and
resuming the stare, "tell me: how did you ket hold of Mster

Poot erage' s bal | oon?"

When at last the Gaf von Wnterfold |eft Bert Smallways, he |eft
himin an extrenely deflated condition, with all his little story

t ol d.

He had, as people say, nade a clean breast of it. He had been
pursued into details. He had had to explain the blue suit, the
sandal s, the Desert Dervishes--everything. For a time scientific
zeal consuned the secretary, and the question of the plans

remai ned in suspense. He even went into specul ati on about the

previ ous occupants of the balloon. "I suppose,” he said, "the

laty WAS the laty. Bot that is not our affair.

"It is fery curious and anusing, yes: but | amafraid the Prince
may be annoyt. He acted wi z his usual decision--always he acts
wi z wonterful decision. Like Napoleon. Directly he was tolt of
your descent into the canp at Dornhof, he said, 'Pring
him--pring him It is nmy schtar!' H's schtar of Destiny! You
see? He will be dthwarted. He directed you to conme as Herr

Poot erage, and you haf not done so. You haf triet, of course; but
it has peen a poor try. Hi s chugnents of men are fery just and
right, and it is better for nen to act up to them-gonpletely.

Especially now Particularly now "



He resuned that attitude of his, with his underlip pinched
between his forefingers. He spoke al nost confidentially. "It
will be awkward. | triet to suggest sonme doubt, but | was
over-ruled. The Prince does not listen. He is inpatient in the
high air. Perhaps he will think his schtar has been nmaking a
fool of him Perhaps he will think _I_ haf been nmaking a fool of

hi m

He wrinkled his forehead, and drew in the corners of his nouth.

"I got the plans," said Bert.

"Yes. There is that! Yes. But you see the Prince was
interested in Herr Pooterage because of his romantic seit. Herr
Poot erage was so nmuch nore--ah!--in the picture. | amafraid you
are not equal to controlling the flying machi ne departnment of our
aerial park as he w shed you to do. He hadt prom sed hinself

that....

"And der was al so the prestige--the worldt prestige of Pooterage
with us.... Well, we nmust see what we can do." He held out his

hand. "G f nme the plans.”

A terrible chill ran through the being of M. Smallways. To this

day he is not clear in his mnd whether he wept or no, but

certainly there was weeping in his voice. "'Ere, | say!" he
protested. "Ain't | to 'ave--nothin' for 'enP"
The secretary regarded himw th benevol ent eyes. "You do not

deserve anyzing!" he said.

"I mght 'ave tore 'emup."”



"Zey are not yours!"

"They weren't Butteridge s!”

"No need to pay anyzing."

Bert's being seened to tighten towards desperate deeds. "Gaw"

he said, clutching his coat, "AIN T t here?"

"Pe galm"said the secretary. "Listen! You shall haf five
hundert poundts. You shall haf it on ny promise. | wll do that
for you, and that is all | can do. Take it fromne. GTf nme the
nane of that bank. Wite it down. So! | tell you the Prince--
is no choke. | do not think he approffed of your appearance | ast
night. No! | can't answer for him He wanted Pooterage, and
you haf spoilt it. The Prince--1 do not understand quite, he is
in a strange state. It is the excitenent of the starting and
this great soaring in the air. | cannot account for what he
does. But if all goes well | will see to it--you shall haf five

hundert poundts. WIIl that do? Then gif ne the plans."

"dd beggar!" said Bert, as the door clicked. "Gaw --what an ole

beggar! - - SHARP! "

He sat down in the folding-chair, and whistled noiselessly for a

time.

"Nice 'old swindle for "imif | tore "emup! 1| could 'ave."

He rubbed the bridge of his nose thoughtfully. "I gave the whole
bl essed show away. If I'd j'es' kep quiet about being
Enonynous.... Gaw ...Too soon, Bert, ny boy--too soon and too

rushy. 1'd like to kick ny silly self.



"I couldn't 'ave kep' it up.

"After all, it ain't so very bad," he said.

"After all, five '"undred pounds....It isn't My secret, anyhow.

It's jes' a pickup on the road. Five 'undred.

"Wonder what the fare is from Aneri ca back home?"

And later in the day an extrenely shattered and di sorgani sed Bert

Smal | ways stood in the presence of the Prince Karl Albert.

The proceedings were in German. The Prince was in his own cabin,
the end room of the airship, a charm ng apartnent furnished in

wi cker-work with a | ong wi ndow across its entire breadth, |ooking
forward. He was sitting at a folding-table of green baize, with
Von Wnterfeld and two officers sitting beside him and littered
before them was a nunber of American maps and M. Butteridge's
letters and his portfolio and a nunber of |oose papers. Bert was
not asked to sit down, and renmi ned standing throughout the
interview. Von Wnterfeld told his story, and every now and then
the words Ballon and Pooterage struck on Bert's ears. The
Prince's face renmined stern and om nous and the two officers

wat ched it cautiously or glanced at Bert. There was sonething a
little strange in their scrutiny of the Prince--a curiosity, an
apprehension. Then presently he was struck by an idea, and they
fell discussing the plans. The Prince asked Bert abruptly in

English. "Did you ever see this thing go op?"

Bert junped. "Saw it fromBun 'Ill, your Royal H ghness."



Von Wnterfeld nmade some expl anation

"How fast did it go?"

"Coul dn't say, your Royal Hi ghness. The papers, |eastways the

Daily Courier, said eighty niles an hour."

They tal ked Gernman over that for a tine.

"Couldt it standt still? Op in the air? That is what | want to

know. "

"I't could 'ovver, your Royal Highness, like a wasp," said Bert.

"Viel besser, nicht wahr?" said the Prince to Von Wnterfeld, and

then went on in German for a tine.

Presently they canme to an end, and the two officers | ooked at
Bert. One rang a bell, and the portfolio was handed to an

attendant, who took it away.

Then they reverted to the case of Bert, and it was evident the
Prince was inclined to be hard with him Von Wnterfeld
protested. Apparently theol ogical considerations came in, for
there were several nentions of "Gott!" Sone concl usions energed,
and it was apparent that Von Wnterfeld was instructed to convey

themto Bert.

"M . Schrall vays, you haf obtained a footing in this airship," he

said, "by disgraceful and systematic lying."

"*Ardly systematic," said Bert. "l--"



The Prince silenced himby a gesture.

"And it is within the power of his Hi ghness to dispose of you as

a spy."

""Erel--1 canme to sell--"

"Ssh!" said one of the officers.

"However, in consideration of the happy chance that mate you the
instrument unter CGott of this Pooterage flying-machi ne reaching
hi s Hi ghness's hand, you haf been spared. Yes,--you were the
pearer of goot tidings. You will be allowed to remain on this
ship until it is convenient to dispose of you. Do you

under st andt ?"

"W will bring him" said the Prince, and added terribly with a

terrible glare, "als Ballast."

"You are to cone with us," said Wnterfeld, "as pallast. Do you

under st andt ?"

Bert opened his nouth to ask about the five hundred pounds, and
then a saving gl eam of wi sdomsilenced him He net Von
Wnterfeld' s eye, and it seened to himthe secretary nodded

slightly.

"CGo!" said the Prince, with a sweep of the great arm and hand

towards the door. Bert went out like a | eaf before a gale.

But in between the tine when the G af von Wnterfeld had tal ked

to himand this alarmng conference with the Prince, Bert had



explored the Vaterland fromend to end. He had found it
interesting in spite of grave preoccupations. Kurt, like the
greater number of the nen upon the German air-fleet, had known
hardly anyt hing of aeronautics before his appointnent to the new
flag-ship. But he was extrenely keen upon this wonderful new
weapon Germany had assunmed so suddenlv and dramatically. He
showed things to Bert with a boyi sh eagerness and appreciation
It was as if he showed them over again to hinself, like a child

showing a new toy. "Let's go all over the ship,” he said with
zest. He pointed out particularly the lightness of everything,
the use of exhausted al umi ni um tubing, of springy cushions
inflated with conpressed hydrogen; the partitions were hydrogen
bags covered with light imtation | eather, the very crockery was
a light biscuit glazed in a vacuum and wei ghed next to nothing.
Where strength was needed there was the new Charlottenburg all oy,

German steel as it was called, the toughest and nost resistant

nmetal in the world.

There was no | ack of space. Space did not matter, so long as

| oad did not grow. The habitable part of the ship was two
hundred and fifty feet long, and the roons in two tiers; above
these one could go up into remarkable little white-nmetal turrets
with big windows and airtight double doors that enabled one to

i nspect the vast cavity of the gas-chanbers. This inside view

i npressed Bert very much. He had never realised before that an
ai rship was not one sinple continuous gas-bag containing not hing
but gas. Now he saw far above hi mthe backbone of the apparatus

and its big ribs, "like the neural and haermal canals," said Kurt,

who had dabbl ed i n bi ol ogy.

"Rather!" said Bert appreciatively, though he had not the ghost

of an idea what these phrases neant.



Little electric lights could be switched on up there if anything
went wong in the night. There were even | adders across the

space. "But you can't go into the gas,"” protested Bert.

"You can't breve it."

The |ieutenant opened a cupboard door and displayed a diver's
suit, only that it was made of oiled silk, and both its

compr essed-ai r knapsack and its helnet were of an all oy of

al um nium and sone light netal. "W can go all over the inside
netting and stick up bullet holes or |eaks," he explained.
"There's netting inside and out. The whole outer-case is rope

| adder, so to speak."

Aft of the habitable part of the airship was the nagazi ne of
expl osi ves, conming near the nmiddle of its length. They were al
bonbs of various types nostly in glass--none of the German
airships carried any guns at all except one small pompom (to use
the ol d English nickname dating fromthe Boer war), which was

forward in the gallery upon the shield at the heart of the eagle.

From t he nmagazi ne am dshi ps a covered canvas gallery with
aluminiumtreads on its floor and a hand-rope, ran back

under neat h the gas-chanber to the engine-roomat the tail; but
along this Bert did not go, and fromfirst to | ast he never saw
the engines. But he went up a | adder against a gal e of
ventilation--a | adder that was encased in a kind of gas-tight
fire escape--and ran right athwart the great forward air-chanber
tothe little look-out gallery with a tel ephone, that gallery
that bore the Iight pom pom of German steel and its | ocker of
shel I s. This gallery was all of al um nium magnesi um all oy, the
tight front of the air-ship swelled cliff-1like above and bel ow,
and the bl ack eagle sprawl ed overwhel mingly gigantic, its

extremties all hidden by the bul ge of the gas-bag. And far



down, under the soaring' eagles, was England, four thousand feet
bel ow perhaps, and | ooking very snmall and defencel ess indeed in

the norning sunlight.

The realisation that there was Engl and gave Bert sudden and
unexpected qual ns of patriotic conpunction. He was struck by a
quite novel idea. After all, he nmight have torn up those plans
and thrown them away. These people could not have done so very
much to him And even if they did, ought not an Englishman to
die for his country? It was an idea that had hitherto been
rather smothered up by the cares of a conpetitive civilisation.
He becane violently depressed. He ought, he perceived, to have
seen it in that light before. Wy hadn't he seen it in that

Iight before?

I ndeed, wasn't he a sort of traitor?....He wondered how t he
aerial fleet nust |ook fromdown there. Trenendous, no doubt,

and dwarfing all the buildings.

He was passi ng between Manchester and Liverpool, Kurt told him a
gl eanmi ng band across the prospect was the Ship Canal, and a
weltering ditch of shipping far away ahead, the Mersey estuary.
Bert was a Southerner; he had never been north of the M dl and
counties, and the nmultitude of factories and chimeys--the latter
for the nost part obsol ete and snokel ess now, superseded by huge
electric generating stations that consumed their own reek--old
railway viaducts, nono-rail net-works and goods yards, and the
vast areas of dingy hones and narrow streets, spreading

ai messly, struck himas though Canberwel | and Rotherhithe had
run to seed. Here and there, as if caught in a net, were fields
and agricultural fragnents. It was a spraw of undistingui shed
popul ati on. There were, no doubt, museuns and town halls and

even cathedrals of a sort to mark theoretical centres of



muni ci pal and religious organisation in this confusion; but Bert
could not see them they did not stand out at all in that w de
di sorderly vision of congested workers' houses and places to
wor k, and shops and neanly concei ved chapel s and churches. And
across this |landscape of an industrial civilisation swept the
shadows of the German airships |like a hurrying shoal of

fishes....

Kurt and he fell talking of aerial tactics, and presently went
down to the undergallery in order that Bert might see the
Drachenflieger that the airships of the right wing had picked up
overni ght and were tow ng behind them each airship towing three
or four. They | ooked, like big box-kites of an exaggerated form
soaring at the ends of invisible cords. They had |ong, square

headsand flattened tails, with lateral propellers.

"Much skill is required for those!--much skill!"

"Rat her!"

Pause.

"Your machine is different fromthat, M. Butteridge?"

"Quite different," said Bert. "More |like an insect, and | ess
like a bird. And it buzzes, and don't drive about so. What can

those things do?"

Kurt was not very clear upon that hinmself, and was stil
expl ai ni ng when Bert was called to the conference we have

recorded with the Prince.

And after that was over, the last traces of Butteridge fell from

Bert |like a garnent, and he became Smallways to all on board.



The soldiers ceased to salute him and the officers ceased to
seem aware of his existence, except Lieutenant Kurt. He was
turned out of his nice cabin, and packed in with his bel ongi ngs
to share that of Lieutenant Kurt, whose luck it was to be junior
and the bird-headed officer, still swearing slightly, and
carrying strops and al um ni um boot-trees and wei ghtl ess

hai r - brushes and hand-mirrors and ponade in his hands, resuned
possession. Bert was put in with Kurt because there was nowhere
else for himto lay his bandaged head in that close-packed

vessel. He was to ness, he was told, with the nen.

Kurt came and stood with his | egs wide apart and surveyed, him

for a nonent as he sat despondent in his new quarters.

"What's your real name, then?" said Kurt, who was only

imperfectly inforned of the new state of affairs.

"Smal | ways. "

"I thought you were a bit of a fraud--even when | thought you
were Butteridge. You're jolly lucky the Prince took it calmy.
He's a pretty tidy blazer when he's roused. He wouldn't stick a
nmonent at pitching a chap of your sort overboard if he thought
fit. No!... They've shoved you on to nme, but it's my cabin, you

know. "

"I won't forget," said Bert.

Kurt left him andwhen he cane to | ook about himthe first thing
he saw pasted on the padded wall was a reproduction, of the great
picture by Siegfried Schmal z of the War God, that terrible,
tranpling figure with the viking helnmet and the scarlet cloak

wadi ng through destruction, sword in hand, which had so strong a



resenbl ance to Karl Al bert, the prince it was painted to pl ease.

CHAPTER V

THE BATTLE OF THE NORTH ATLANTI C

The Prince Karl Al bert had nade a profound inpression upon Bert.
He was quite the nost terrifying person Bert had ever
encountered. He filled the Smallways soul with passionate

dread and antipathy. For a long tinme Bert sat alone in Kurt's
cabi n, doing nothing and not venturing even to open the door |est

he shoul d be by that much nearer that appalling presence.

So it came about that he was probably the | ast person on board to
hear the news that wireless tel egraphy was bringing to the
airship in throbs and fragnments of a great naval battle in

progress in md-Atlantic.

He learnt it at last fromKurt.

Kurt came in with a general air of ignoring Bert, but nuttering
to hinself in English nevertheless. "Stupendous!" Bert heard him
say. "Here!" he said, "get off this |ocker." And he proceeded
to rout out two books and a case of maps. He spread themon the
fol ding-table, and stood regarding them For a tine his Germanic
discipline struggled with his English informality and his natura

ki ndl i ness and tal kati veness, and at | ast | ost.

"They're at it, Snallways," he said.

"At what, sir?" said Bert, broken and respectful



"Fighting! The American North Atlantic squadron and pretty nearly
the whole of our fleet. Qur Eiserne Kreuz has had a gruelling
and is sinking, and their Mles Standi sh--she's one of their

bi ggest--has sunk with all hands. Torpedoes, | suppose. She was
a bigger ship than the Karl der G osse, but five or six years
older. Gods! I wish we could see it Snallways; a square fight in

bl ue water, guns or nothing, and all of 'em steaning ahead!"

He spread his maps, he had to talk, and so he delivered a lecture

on the naval situation to Bert.

"Here it is," he said, latitude 30 degrees 50 minutes N

| ongi tude 30 degrees 50 minutes W It's a good day off us,

anyhow, and they're all going south-west by south at full pelt as
hard as they can go. W shan't see a bit of it, worse |uck! Not

a sniff we shan't get!"

The naval situation in the North Atlantic at that tine was a
peculiar one. The United States was by far the stronger of the
two powers upon the sea, but the bulk of the American fleet was
still in the Pacific. It was in the direction of Asia that war
had been nost feared, for the situation between Asiatic and white
had become unusual ly viol ent and dangerous, and the Japanese
governnent had shown itself quite unprecedentedly difficult. The
German attack therefore found half the American strength at
Mani | a, and what was called the Second Fl eet strung out across
the Pacific in wireless contact between the Asiatic station and
San Franci sco. The North Atlantic squadron was the sol e American
force on her eastern shore, it was returning froma friendly
visit to France and Spain, and was punping oil-fuel fromtenders

in md-Atlantic--for nmost of its ships were steanshi ps--when the



i nternational situation becane acute. 1t was nmade up of four
battl eshi ps and five arnoured cruisers ranking alnmost with

battl eshi ps, not one of which was of a later date than 1913. The
Aneri cans had i ndeed grown so accustoned to the idea that G eat
Britain could be trusted to keep the peace of the Atlantic that a
naval attack on the eastern seaboard found them unprepared even
in their inmaginations. But |ong before the declaration of

war - -i ndeed, on Wit Monday--the whole German fleet of eighteen
battl eships, with a flotilla of fuel tenders and converted |iners
containing stores to be used in support of the air-fleet, had
passed through the straits of Dover and headed boldly for New
York. Not only did these German battl eshi ps out nunber the
Anericans two to one, but they were nore heavily arnmed and nore
nodern in construction--seven of them having high expl osive

engi nes built of Charlottenburg steel, and all carrying

Charl ott enburg steel guns.

The fleets cane into contact on Wdnesday before any actua

decl aration of war. The Anericans had strung out in the nodern
fashion at distances of thirty mles or so, and were steamng to
keep t hensel ves between the Gernmans and either the eastern states
or Panama; because, vital as it was to defend the seaboard cities
and particularly New York, it was still nore vital to save the
canal fromany attack that m ght prevent the return of the main
fleet fromthe Pacific. No doubt, said Kurt, this was now maki ng
records across that ocean, "unless the Japanese have had the same
idea as the Gernans." |t was obviously beyond human possibility
that the American North Atlantic fleet could hope to neet and
defeat the German; but, on the other hand, with luck it night
fight a delaying action and inflict such danage as to greatly
weakent he attack upon the coast defences. Its duty, indeed, was
not victory but devotion, the severest task in the world.

Meanwhi | e t he submari ne defences of New York, Panama, and the



other nore vital points could be put in sonme sort of order

This was the naval situation, and until Wednesday in Wit week it
was the only situation the American people had realised. It was
then they heard for the first tine of the real scale of the

Dor nhof aeronautic park and the possibility of an attack coni ng
upon them not only by sea, but by the air. But it is curious
that so discredited were the newspapers of that period that a
|large majority of New Yorkers, for exanple, did not believe the
nmost copi ous and circumstantial accounts of the German air-fleet

until it was actually in sight of New York.

Kurt's talk was half soliloquy. He stood with a map on
Mercator's projection before him swaying to the swi nging of the
ship and tal ki ng of guns and tonnage, of ships and their build
and powers and speed, of strategic points, and bases of

operation. A certain shyness that reduced himto the status of a

listener at the officers' table no longer silenced him

Bert stood by, saying very little, but watching Kurt's finger on
the map. "They' ve been saying things like this in the papers for

along tine," he remarked. "Fancy it comng real!"

Kurt had a detailed knowl edge of the MI|es Standish. "She used

to be a crack ship for gunnery--held the record. | wonder if we
beat her shooting, or how? | wish |l was init. | wonder which
of our ships beat her. Mybe she got a shell in her engines.
It's a running fight! | wonder what the Barbarossa is doing," he

went on, "She's ny old ship. Not a first-rater, but good stuff.

| bet she's got a shot or two home by now if old Schneider's up
to form Just think of it! There they are whacki ng away at each
ot her, great guns going, shells exploding, nagazines bursting,
ironwork flying about like strawin a gale, all we've been

dreanming of for years! | suppose we shall fly right away to New



York--just as though it wasn't anything at all. | suppose we
shall reckon we aren't wanted down there. It's no nore than a
covering fight on our side. Al those tenders and store-ships of
ours are goi ng on southwest by west to New York to nake a
floating depot for us. See?" He dabbed his forefinger on the
map. "Here we are. Qur train of stores goes there, our

battl eshi ps el bow t he Anericans out of our way there."

When Bert went down to the nen's ness-roomto get his evening
ration, hardly any one took notice of himexcept just to point
himout for an instant. Every one was tal king of thebattle,
suggesting, contradicting--at tines, until the petty officers
hushed them it rose to a greatuproar. There was a new bulletin,
but what it said he did not gather except that it concerned the
Bar barossa. Some of the nen stared at him and he heard the nanme
of "Booterai dge" several tines; but no one nolested him and
there was no difficulty about his soup and bread when his turn at
the end of the queue cane. He had feared there m ght be no
ration for him and if so he did not know what he woul d have

done.

Afterwards he ventured out upon the little hanging gallery with
the solitary sentinel. The weather was still fine, but the w nd
was rising and the rolling swing of the airship increasing. He
clutched the rail tightly and felt rather giddy. They were now
out of sight of land, and over blue water rising and falling in
great nmasses. A dingy old brigantine under the British flag rose

and plunged anid the broad bl ue waves--the only ship in sight.

In the evening it began to blow and the air-ship to roll like a

porpoise as it swing through the air. Kurt said that several of



the men were sea-sick, but the notion did not inconvenience Bert,
whose luck it was to be of that nysterious gastric disposition

whi ch constitutes a good sailor. He slept well, but in the snall
hours the |ight awoke him and he found Kurt staggering about in
search of sonmething. He found it at last in the | ocker, and held

it in his hand unsteadily--a conpass. Then he conpared his nap.

"W've changed our direction," he said, "and cone into the w nd.
I can't nmake it out. W' ve turned away from New York to the

south. Alnost as if we were going to take a hand--"

He continued talking to hinself for sone tine.

Day came, wet and wi ndy. The w ndow was bedewed externally, and
they could see nothing through it. It was also very cold, and
Bert decided to keep rolled up in his blankets on the | ocker

until the bugle summoned himto his norning ration. That
consuned, he went out on the little gallery; but he could see
not hi ng but eddyi ng cl ouds driving headl ong by, and the dim
outlines of the nearer airships. Only at rare intervals could he

get a glinpse of grey sea through the pouring cloud-drift.

Later in the norning the Vaterland changed altitude, and soared
up suddenly in a high, clear sky, going, Kurt said, to a height

of nearly thirteen thousand feet.

Bert was in his cabin, and chanced to see the dew vanish fromthe
wi ndow and caught the gl eam of sunlight outside. He |ooked out,
and saw once nore that sunlit cloud floor he had seen first from
the balloon, and the ships of the Gernman air-fleet rising one by
one fromthe white, as fish mght rise an becone visible from
deep water. He stared for a nonment and then ran out to the

little gallery to see this wonder better. Below was cl oudl and



and storm a great drift of tunbled weather going hard away to
the north-east, and the air about himwas clear and cold and
serene save for the faintest chill breeze and a rare, drifting
snow-fl ake. Throb, throb, throb, throb, went the engines in the
stillness. That huge herd of airships rising one after another
had an effect of strange, portentous nonsters breaking into an

al together unfamliar world.

Ei ther there was no news of the naval battle that norning, or the
Prince kept to hinself whatever cane until past mdday. Then the
bulletins cane with a rush, bulletins that made the |ieutenant

wild with excitenent.

"Bar barossa di sabl ed and sinking," he cried. "Gott im H nmel!

Der alte Barbarossa! Aber welch ein braver krieger!™

He wal ked about the swinging cabin, and for a time he was wholly

Ger man.

Then he became English again. "Think of it, Smallways! The old
ship we kept so clean and tidy! Al snashed about, and the iron
flying about in fragnments, and the chaps one knew-Gott!--flying
about too! Scalding water squirting, fire, and the smash, smash
of the guns! They snmash when you're near! Like everything
bursting to pieces! Wol won't stop it--nothing! And nme up

here--so near and so far! Der alte Barbarossal!"

"Any ot her ships?" asked Smal | ways, presently.

"Cott! Yes! W've |lost the Karl der G osse, our best and
biggest. Run down in the night by a British liner that blundered
into the fighting in trying to blunder out. They' re fighting in
a gale. The liner's afloat with her nose broken, saggi ng about!

There never was such a battle!--never before! Good ships and



good men on both sides,--and a storm and the night and the dawn
and all in the open ocean full steam ahead! No stabbing! No
submarines! @uns and shooting! Half our ships we don't hear of
any nore, because their masts are shot away. Latitude, 30
degrees 40 minutes N.--1ongitude, 40 degrees 30 mi nutes W-

-where's that?"

He routed out his nmap again, and stared at it with eyes that did

not see.

"Der alte Barbarossa! | can't get it out of ny head--with shells
in her engine-room and the fires flying out of her furnaces, and
the stokers and engi neers scal ded and dead. Men |'ve nessed

with, Smallways--nen |'ve talked to close! And they've had their

day at last! And it wasn't all luck for them!
"Di sabl ed and sinking! | suppose everybody can't have all the
luck in a battle. Poor old Schneider! | bet he gave 'em

sonet hi ng back!"

So it was the news of the battle cane filtering through to them
all that norning. The Americans had | ost a second ship, nane
unknown; the Hermann had been danaged in covering the
Barbarossa.... Kurt fretted like an inprisoned ani mal about the
ai rship, now going up to the forward gallery under the eagle, now
down into the swinging gallery, now poring over his maps. He
infected Smal lways with a sense of the imediacy of this battle
that was going on just over the curve of the earth. But when
Bert went down to the gallery the world was enpty and still, a
cl ear inky-blue sky above and a rippled veil of still, thin
sunlit cirrus bel ow, through which one saw a racing drift of
rain-cloud, and never a glinpse of sea. Throb, throb, throb

throb, went the engines, and the |Iong, undul ati ng wedge of



airships hurried after the flagship like a flight of swans after
their leader. Save for the quiver of the engines it was as

noi sel ess as a dream And down there, sonewhere in the wind and
rain, guns roared, shells crashed hone, and, after the old nanner

of warfare, nen toiled and di ed.

As the afternoon wore on the | ower weat her abated, and the sea
becane intermttently visible again. The air-fleet dropped
slowy to the mddle air, and towards sunset they had a glinpse
of the disabled Barbarossa far away to the east. Smallways heard
men hurrying along the passage, and was drawn out to the gallery,
where he found nearly a dozen officers collected and scrutinising
the hel pl ess ruins of the battleship through field-glasses. Two
other vessels stood by her, one an exhausted petrol tank, very
hi gh out of the water, and the other a converted liner. Kurt was

at the end of the gallery, alittle apart fromthe others.

"Cott!" he said at last, lowering his binocular, "it is like
seeing an old friend with his nose cut off--waiting to be

finished. Der Barbarossal!"”

Wth a sudden inpul se he handed his glass to Bert, who had peered
beneat h his hands, ignored by every one, seeing the three ships

merely as three brown-black |ines upon the sea.

Never had Bert seen the like of that magnified slightly hazy

i mge before. It was not sinply a battered ironclad that
wal | owed helpless, it was a mangled ironclad. |t seened
wonderful she still floated. Her powerful engines had been her
ruin. In the long chase of the night she had got out of |ine

with her consorts, and nipped in between the Susquehanna and the

Kansas City. They discovered her proxinmity, dropped back unti



she was nearly broadside on to the forner battl eship, and
signall ed up the Theodore Roosevelt and the little Mnitor. As
dawn broke she had found herself hostess of a circle. The fight
had not | asted five m nutes before the appearance of the Hernmann
to the east, and imediately after of the Furst Bismarck in the
west, forced the Anericans to | eave her, but in that tine they
had smashed her iron to rags. They had vented the accumnul at ed
tensions of their hard day's retreat upon her. As Bert saw her
she seened a nere netal -worker's fantasy of frozen netal
withings. He could not tell part frompart of her, except by

its position.

"CGott!" murnmured Kurt, taking the gl asses Bert restored to him-
"CGott! Da waren Al brecht--der gute Al brecht und der alte Zim

mer mann- - und von Rosen!"

Long after the Barbarosa had been swallowed up in the twlight
and di stance he renai ned on the gallery peering through his
gl asses, and when he came back to his cabin he was unusually

silent and thoughtful

"This is a rough gane, Smallways," he said at last--"this war is
a rough game. Sonehow one sees it different after a thing Iike
that. Many nen there were worked to nake that Barbarossa, and
there were men in it--one does not neet the like of themevery
day. Al brecht--there was a man nanmed Al brecht--played the zither

and inprovised; | keep on wondering what has happened to him He

and |--we were very close friends, after the German fashion."

Smal | ways woke--the next night to discover the cabin in darkness,
a draught blowi ng through it, and Kurt talking to hinmself in
German. He could see himdiny by the wi ndow, which he had

unscrewed and opened, peering down. That cold, clear, attenuated



light which is not so nmuch light as a going of darkness, which
casts inky shadows and so often heralds the dawn in the high air,

was on his face

"What's the row?" said Bert.

"Shut up!" said the lieutenant. "Can't you hear?"

Into the stillness cane the repeated heavy thud of guns, one,

two, a pause, then three in quick succession

"Gaw " said Bert--"guns!" and was instantly at the lieutenant's
side. The airship was still very high and the sea bel ow was
masked by a thin veil of clouds. The wind had fallen, and Bert,
followi ng Kurt's pointing finger, saw dinly through the
colourless veil first a red glow, then a quick red flash, and
then at a little distance fromit another. They were, it seened
for a while, silent flashes, and seconds after, when one had
ceased to expect them cane the belated thuds--thud, thud. Kurt

spoke in German, very quickly.

A bugle call rang through the airship.

Kurt sprang to his feet, saying sonething in an excited tone,

still using German, and went to the door

"I say! What's up?" cried Bert. "Wiat's that?"

The lieutenant stopped for an instant in the doorway, dark
agai nst the light passage. "You stay where you are, Smallways.
You keep there and do nothing. W're going into action,” he

expl ai ned, and vani shed.

Bert's heart began to beat rapidly. He felt hinself poised over



the fighting vessels far below. In a nonment, were they to drop
like a hawk striking a bird? "Gaw " he whispered at last, in

awestricken tones.

Thud! . . . thud! He discovered far away a second ruddy flare
flashing guns back at the first. He perceived sone difference on
the Vaterland for which he could not account, and then he
realised that the engines had slowed to an al nost inaudi bl e beat.
He stuck his head out of the window-it was a tight fit--and saw
in the bleak air the other airships slowed down to a scarcely

percepti bl e notion.

A second bugl e sounded, was taken up faintly fromship to ship.
Qut went the lights; the fleet became dim dark bul ks agai nst an
i ntense blue sky that still retained an occasional star. For a
long tine they hung, for an intermnable tine it seemed to him
and t hen began the sound of air being punped into the

bal | oonette, and slowy, slowy the Vaterland sank down towards

t he cl ouds.

He craned his neck, but he could not see if the rest of the fleet
was followi ng them the overhang of the gas-chanbers intervened
There was something that stirred his imagination deeply in that
steal thy, noisel ess descent. The obscurity deepened for a tine,
the last fading star on the horizon vani shed, and he felt the
cold presence of cloud. Then suddenly the gl ow beneath assuned
di stinct outlines, became flanes, and the Vaterland ceased to
descend and hung observant, and it woul d seem unobserved, just
beneath a drifting stratum of cloud, a thousand feet, perhaps,

over the battle bel ow

In the night the struggling naval battle and retreat had entered

upon a new phase. The Anmericans had drawn together the ends of



the flying line skilfully and dexterously, until at last it was a
columm and well to the south of the |l ax sweeping pursuit of the
Germans. Then in the darkness before the dawn they had come
about and steaned northward in close order with the idea of
passing through the Gernan battle-line and falling upon the
flotilla that was making for New York in support of the German
air-fleet. Mch had altered since the first contact of the
fleets. By this tinme the American adnmiral, O Connor, was fully
i nformed of the existence of the airships, and he was no | onger
vitally concerned for Panama, since the submarine flotilla was
reported arrived there fromKey West, and the Del aware and

Abr aham Li ncol n, two powerful and entirely nodern ships, were
already at Rio Grande, on the Pacific side of the canal. His
manoeuvre was, however, del ayed by a boiler explosion on board

t he Susquehanna, and dawn found this ship in sight of and indeed
so close to the Brenen and Weinar that they instantly engaged.
There was no alternative to her abandonnment but a fleet
engagenent. O Connor chose the latter course. It was by no
means a hopel ess fight. The Gernans, though nuch nore nunerous
and powerful than the Americans, were in a dispersed line
measuring nearly forty-five mles fromend to end, and there were
many chances that before they could gather in for the fight the

colum of seven Anmericans woul d have ripped themfromend to end.

The day broke di mand overcast, and neither the Bremen nor the
Weimar realised they had to deal with nore than the Susquehanna
until the whole colum drew out from behind her at a distance of
a mle. or less and bore down on them This was the position of
affairs when the Vaterland appeared in the sky. The red gl ow
Bert had seen through the colum of clouds came fromthe | uckless
Susquehanna; she lay al nost i medi ately bel ow, burning fore and
aft, but still fighting two of her guns and steam ng slowy

southward. The Brenen and the Weinmar, both hit in severa



pl aces, were going west by south and away from her. The Anerican
fleet, headed by the Theodore Roosevelt, was crossing behind
them pounding themin succession, steam ng in between them and
the big nodern Furst Bisnmarck, which was com ng up fromthe west.
To Bert, however, the names of all these ships were unknown, and
for a considerable tine indeed, nmisled by the direction in which
the conbatants were noving, he inagined the Gernans to be
Anericans and the Americans CGermans. He saw what appeared to him
to be a colum of six battleships pursuing three others who were
supported by a newconer, until the fact that the Brenen and
Weimar were firing into the Susquehanna upset his cal cul ations.
Then for a tinme he was hopelessly at a loss. The noise of the
guns, too, confused him they no | onger seened to boom they went
whack, whack, whack, whack, and each faint flash nade his heart
junp in anticipation of the instant inpact. He saw these
ironclads, too, not in profile, as he was accustoned to see
ironclads in pictures, but in plan and curiously foreshortened.
For the nost part they presented enpty decks, but here and there
little knots of nmen sheltered behind steel bulwarks. The |ong,
agitated noses of their, big guns, jetting thin transparent
flashes and the broadside activity of the quick-firers, were the
chief facts in this bird s-eye view. The Anericans being

steam turbine ships, had fromtwo to four blast funnels each; the
Germans lay lower in the water, having expl osive engines, which
now for sone reason nade an unwonted nu tering roar. Because of
their steam propul sion, the Anerican ships were larger and with a
nmore graceful outline. He saw all these foreshortened ships
rolling considerably and fighting their guns over a sea of huge

| ow waves and under the cold, explicit light of dawn. The whol e
spectacle waved slowly with the long rhythmc rising and beat of

t he airship.

At first only the Vaterland of all the flying fleet appeared upon



the scene bel ow. She hovered high, over the Theodore Roosevelt,
keepi ng pace with the full speed of that ship. Fromthat ship
she nust have been intermittently visible through the drifting
clouds. The rest of the German fleet remai ned above the cloud
canopy at a height of six or seven thousand feet, comunicating
with the flagship by wirel ess tel egraphy, but risking no exposure

to the artillery bel ow.

It is doubtful at what particular tine the unlucky Anericans
realised the presence of this new factor in the fight. No
account now survives of their experience. W have to inagine as
wel | as we can what it nmust have been to a battled-strained
sail or suddenly gl ancing upward to di scover that huge long silent
shape overhead, vaster than any battleship, and trailing now from
its hinder quarter a big Gernan flag. Presently, as the sky

cl eared, nore of such ships appeared in the blue through the

di ssolving clouds, and nore, all disdainfully free of guns or
armour, all flying fast to keep pace with the running fight

bel ow.

Fromfirst to last no gun whatever was fired at the Vaterl and,
and only a fewrifle shots. It was a nere adverse stroke of
chance that she had a man killed aboard her. Nor did she take
any direct share in the fight until the end. She flew above the
dooned Anerican fleet while the Prince by wirel ess tel egraphy
directed the novenments of her consorts. Meanwhile the

Vogel -stern and Preussen, each with half a dozen drachenflieger
intow, went full speed ahead and then dropped through the

cl ouds, perhaps five miles ahead of the Americans. The Theodore
Roosevelt let fly at once with the big guns in her forward
barbette, but the shells burst far bel ow the Vogel -stern, and
forthwith a dozen single-man drachenfli eger were swoopi hg down to

make their attack.



Bert, craning his neck through the cabin port-hole, saw the whole
of that incident, that first encounter of aeroplane and ironclad.
He saw the queer German drachenflieger, with their w de flat

wi ngs and square box-shaped heads, their wheel ed bodies, and
their single-man riders, soar down the air like a flight of
birds. "Gawl" he said. One to the right pitched extravagantly,
shot steeply up into the air, burst with a |oud report, and
flaned down into the sea; another plunged nose forward into the
wat er and seened to fly to pieces as it hit the waves. He saw
little nmen on the deck of the Theodore Roosevelt bel ow, nen
foreshortened in plan into nere heads and feet, running out
preparing to shoot at the others. Then the forenost
flying-machi ne was rushi ng between Bert and the American's deck
and t hen bang! cane the thunder of its bonmb flung neatly at the
forward barbette, and a thin little crackling of rifle shots in
reply. Wack, whack, whack, went the quick-firing guns of the
Aneri cans' battery, and smash cane an answering shell fromthe
Furst Bismarck. Then a second and third flying-machi ne passed
bet ween Bert and the American ironclad, dropping bonbs also, and
a fourth, its rider hit by a bullet, reeled down and dashed
itself to pieces and expl oded between the shot-torn funnels,

bl owi ng them apart. Bert had a nomentary glinpse of a little

bl ack creature junping fromthe crunpling frane of the flying-
machi ne, hitting the funnel, and falling linply, to be instantly
caught and driven to nothingness by the blaze and rush of the

expl osi on.

Smash! canme a vast explosion in the forward part of the flagship,
and a huge piece of nmetalwork seemed to lift out of her and dunp
itself into the sea, dropping nen and | eaving a gap into which a
pronpt drachenflieger planted a flaring bonb. And then for an

instant Bert perceived only too clearly in the growing, pitiless



I'ight a nunber of minute, convulsively active aninal cula scorched
and struggling in the Theodore Roosevelt's foani ng wake. What
were they? Not nen--surely not nen? Those drowni ng, mangl ed
little creatures tore with their clutching fingers at Bert's
soul. "Oh, CGord!" he cried, "Ch, Cord!" al nbst whinpering. He

| ooked agai n and they had gone, and the black stem of the Andrew
Jackson, a little disfigured by the sinking Brenen's |ast shot,
was parting the water that had swallowed theminto two neatly
symretrical waves. For sonme noments sheer blank horror blinded

Bert to the destruction bel ow

Then, with an i mense rushi ng sound, bearing as it were a
straggling volley of crashing m nor explosions on its back, the
Susquehanna, three nmiles and nore now to the east, blew up and
vani shed abruptly in a boiling, steaming welter. For a nonent
not hi ng was to be seen but tunbled water, and--then there canme
bel ching up frombelow, wth imense gul pi ng noi ses, eructations
of steamand air and petrol and fragments of canvas and woodwor k

and nen.

That made a distinct pause in the fight. It seemed a | ong pause
to Bert. He found hinself |ooking for the drachenflieger. The
flattened ruin of one was floating abeam of the Mnitor, the rest
had passed, dropping bonbs down the American columm; several were
in the water and apparently uninjured, and three or four were
still in the air and comng round nowin a wide circle to return
to their nother airships. The American ironclads were no | onger
in colum formation; the Theodore Roosevelt, badly danmaged, had
turned to the southeast, and the Andrew Jackson, greatly battered
but uninjured in any fighting part was passi ng between her and
the still fresh and vigorous Furst Bismarck to intercept and neet
the latter's fire. Away to the west the Hermann and the

Ger mani cus had appeared and were coming into action



In the pause, after the Susquehanna's di saster Bert became aware
of a trivial sound |like the noise of an ill-greased, ill-hung
door that falls ajar--the sound of the nmen in the Furst Bi smarck

cheeri ng.

And in that pause in the uproar too, the sun rose, the dark

wat ers becane | um nously blue, and a torrent of golden |ight
irradiated the world. It came |like a sudden smile in a scene of
hate and terror. The cloud veil had vanished as if by magic, and
the whole immensity of the Gernman air-fleet was revealed in the

sky; the air-fleet stooping now upon its prey.

"Whack- bang, whack-bang," the guns resuned, but ironclads were
not built to fight the zenith, and the only hits the Anericans
scored were a few lucky chances in a generally ineffectual rifle
fire. Their colum was now badly broken, the Susquehanna had
gone, the Theodore Roosevelt had fallen astern out of the line,
with her forward guns disabled, in a heap of weckage, and the
Monitor was in some grave trouble. These two had ceased fire

al together, and so had the Brenen and Wi mar, all four ships
lying within shot of each other in an involuntary truce and with
their respective flags still displayed. Only four American ships
now, with the Andrew Jackson readi ngs kept to the south-easterly
course. And the Furst Bismarck, the Hermann, and the Germani cus
steanmed parallel to themand drew ahead of them fighting
heavily. The Vaterland rose slowy in the air in preparation for

the concl udi ng act of the drana.

Then, falling into place one behind the other, a string of a
dozen airshi ps dropped with unhurrying swiftness down the air in
pursuit of the American fleet. They kept at a height of two
thousand feet or nore until they were over and a little in

advance of the rearnost ironclad, and then stooped swiftly down



into a fountain of bullets, and going just a little faster than
the ship below, pelted her thinly protected decks w th bonbs
until they becane sheets of detonating flame. So the airships
passed one after the other along the Anerican colum as it sought
to keep up its fight with the Furst Bismarck, the Hermann, and
the Germani cus, and each airship added to the destruction and
confusion its predecessor had nade. The Anerican gunfire ceased,
except for a few heroic shots, but they still steaned on,
obstinat el y unsubdued, bl oody, battered, and wathfully
resistant, spitting bullets at the airships and unnercifully
pounded by the German ironclads. But now Bert had but
intermttent glinpses of them between the nearer bul ks of the

airships that assailed them...

It struck Bert suddenly that the whole battle was receding and
growing small and | ess thunderously noisy. The Vaterl and was
rising inthe air, steadily and silently, until the inpact of the
guns no |l onger snote upon the heart but cane to the ear dulled by
di stance, until the four silenced ships to the eastward were
little distant things: but were there four? Bert now could see
only three of those floating, blackened, and snoking rafts of
ruin against the sun. But the Brenen had two boats out; the
Theodore Roosevelt was al so dropping boats to where the drift of
m nute objects struggled, rising and falling on the big, broad
Atl antic waves.... The Vaterland was no | onger follow ng the
fight. The whole of that hurrying tunult drove away to the

sout h-eastward, growing snaller and | ess audible as it passed.
One of the airships lay on the water burning, a renote nonstrous
fount of flames, and far in the south-west appeared first one and
then three other Gernman ironclads hurrying in support of their

consorts....



Steadily the Vaterland soared, and the air-fleet soared with her
and cane round to head for New York, and the battle becanme a
little thing far away, an incident before the breakfast. It

dwi ndled to a string of dark shapes and one snoking yellow flare
that presently becane a nmere indistinct snear upon the vast

hori zon and the bright new day, that was at |ast altogether |ost

to sight...

So it was that Bert Smallways saw the first fight of the airship
and the last fight of those strangest things in the whole history
of war: the ironclad battleships, which began their career wth
the floating batteries of the Enperor Napoleon IIl in the Crinean
war and |l asted, with an enornmous expenditure of human energy and
resources, for seventy years. In that space of time the world
produced over twel ve thousand five hundred of these strange
monsters, in schools, in types, in series, each larger and
heavi er and nore deadly than its predecessors. Each in its turn
was hailed as the last birth of time, nmost in their turn were
sold for old iron. Only about five per cent of them ever fought
in a battle. Some foundered, sonme went ashore, and broke up
several rammed one anot her by accident and sank. The lives of
countl ess nmen were spent in their service, the splendid genius,
and patience of thousands of engineers and inventors, wealth and
mat eri al beyond estimating; to their account we nust put, stunted
and starved lives on land, nillions of children sent to toi
undul y, innunerable opportunities of fine |living undevel oped and
|l ost. Mney had to be found for themat any cost--that was the

|l aw of a nation's existence during that strange tinme. Surely
they were the weirdest, nost destructive and wasteful megatheria

in the whole history of nechanical invention

And then cheap things of gas and basket-work nade an end of them



al together, snmiting out of the sky!..

Never before had Bert Snallways seen pure destruction, never had
he realised the mischief and waste of war. Hs startled mind
rose to the conception; this alsois inlife. Qut of all this
fierce torrent of sensation one inpression rose and became
cardinal --the inpression of the nen of the Theodore Roosevelt who
had struggled in the water after the explosion of the first bonb.
"Gaw " he said at the nenory; "it might 'ave been ne and G ubb

| suppose you kick about and get the water in your nouf. |

don't suppose it lasts long."

He becane anxious to see how Kurt was affected by these things.
Al so he perceived he was hungry. He hesitated towards the door
of the cabin and peeped out into the passage. Down forward, near
the gangway to the nen's ness, stood a little group of air

sail ors | ooking at sonething that was hidden fromhimin a
recess. One of themwas in the light diver's costune Bert had

al ready seen in the gas chanber turret, and he was noved to wal k
al ong and | ook at this person nore closely and examni ne the hel net
he carried under his arm But he forgot about the hel net when he
got to the recess, because there he found lying on the floor the
dead body of the boy who had been killed by a bullet fromthe

Theodor e Roosevel t.

Bert had not observed that any bullets at all had reached the
Vaterland or, indeed, inmagined hinself under fire. He could not
understand for a tinme what had killed the |Iad, and no one

expl ained to him

The boy lay just as he had fallen and died, with his jacket torn
and scorched, his shoul der-bl ade smashed and burst away from his

body and all the left side of his body ripped and rent. There



was nmuch blood. The sailors stood listening to the man with the
hel met, who nade expl anations and pointed to the round bullet
hole in the floor and the smash in the panel of the passage upon
which the still vicious mssile had spent the residue of its
energy. All the faces were grave and earnest: they were the
faces of sober, blond, blue-eyed nmen accustoned to obedi ence and
an orderly life, to whomthis waste, wet, painful thing that had

been a conrade cane alnost as strangely as it did to Bert.

A peal of wild laughter sounded down the passage in the direction
of the little gallery and somet hi ng spoke--al nost shouted--in

CGerman, in tones of exultation

O her voices at a lower, nore respectful pitch replied.

"Der Prinz," said a voice, and all the nen becane stiffer and
| ess natural. Down the passage appeared a group of figures,

Li eutenant Kurt wal king in front carrying a packet of papers.

He stopped point bl ank when he saw the thing in the recess, and

his ruddy face went white.

"So!" said he in surprise.

The Prince was following him talking over his shoulder to Von

Wnterfeld and the Kapitan

"Eh?" he said to Kurt, stopping in m d-sentence, and followed the
gesture of Kurt's hand. He glared at the crunpled object in the

recess and seened to think for a nonent.

He made a slight, careless gesture towards the boy's body and

turned to the Kapitan.



"Di spose of that," he said in German, and passed on, finishing
his sentence to Von Wnterfeld in the sane cheerful tone in which

it had begun.

The deep inpression of hel plessly drowning nmen that Bert had
brought fromthe actual fight in the Atlantic m xed itself up
inextricably with that of the lordly figure of Prince Karl Al bert
gesturing aside the dead body of the Vaterland sailor. Hitherto
he had rather liked the idea of war as being a jolly, snashing,
exciting affair, sonething |like a Bank Holiday rag on a | arge
scal e, and on the whol e agreeabl e and exhilarating. Now he knew

it alittle better.

The next day there was added to his growi ng disillusionnent a
third ugly inpression, trivial indeed to describe, a nere
necessary everyday incident of a state of war, but very
distressing to his urbanised inagination. One wites "urbanised"
to express the distinctive gentleness of the period. It was
quite peculiar to the crowded townsnen of that tinme, and
different altogether fromthe normal experience of any preceding
age, that they never saw anything killed, never encountered, save
through the mitigating nedia of book or picture, the fact of

| ethal violence that underlies all life. Three times in his

exi stence, and three times only, had Bert seen a dead hunan

bei ng, and he had never assisted at the killing of anything

bi gger than a new born kitten.

The incident that gave himhis third shock was the execution of
one of the nmen on the Adler for carrying a box of matches. The
case was a flagrant one. The nan had forgotten he had it upon

hi m when coni ng aboard. Anmple notice had been given to every one



of the gravity of this offence, and notices appeared at numerous
points all over the airships. The nan's defence was that he had
grown so used to the notices and had been so preoccupied with his
work that he hadn't applied themto hinself; he pleaded, in his
defence, what is indeed in mlitary affairs another serious
crime, inadvertency. He was tried by his captain, and the
sentence confirmed by wireless tel egraphy by the Prince, and it
was decided to nmake his death an exanple to the whole fleet.

"The Germans,"” the Prince declared, "hadn't crossed the Atlantic
to go wool gathering." And in order that this lesson in
di sci pli ne and obedi ence night be visible to every one, it was

determ ned not to el ectrocute or drown but hang the of fender

Accordingly the air-fleet canme clustering round the flagship Iike
carp in a pond at feeding time. The Adler hung at the zenith

i medi ately al ongside the flagship. The whole crew of the

Vat er| and assenbl ed upon the hanging gallery; the crews of the

ot her airships manned the air-chanbers, that is to say, clanbered
up the outer netting to the upper sides. The officers appeared
upon the machi ne-gun platforns. Bert thought it an altogether

st upendous sight, |ooking down, as he was, upon the entire fleet.
Far of f below two steaners on the rippled blue water, one British
and the other flying the American flag, seened the m nutest

obj ects, and nmarked the scale. They were i nmensely distant.

Bert stood on the gallery, curious to see the execution, but
unconfortabl e, because that terrible blond Prince was within a
dozen feet of him glaring terribly, with his arns fol ded, and

his heels together in military fashion

They hung the man fromthe Adler. They gave himsixty feet of
rope, so, that he should hang and dangle in the sight of all
evil -doers who m ght be hiding nmatches or contenplating any

ki ndred di sobedi ence. Bert saw the man standing, a |living,



reluctant nman, no doubt scared and rebellious enough in his
heart, but outwardly erect and obedient, on the lower gallery of
the Adler about a hundred yards away. Then they had thrust him

over board

Down he fell, hands and feet extending, until with a jerk he was
at the end of the rope. Then he ought to have died and swung
edifyingly, but instead a nore terrible thing happened; his head
came right off, and down the body went spinning to the sea
feebl e, grotesque, fantastic, with the head racing it inits

fall

"Ugh!" said Bert, clutching the rail before him and a

synpat hetic grunt came from several of the nen beside him

"So!" said the Prince, stiffer and sterner, glared for sone

seconds, then turned to the gang way up into the airshinp.

For a long time Bert remained clinging to the railing of the
gallery. He was al nost physically sick with the horror of this
trifling incident. He found it far nore dreadful than the
battle. He was indeed a very degenerate, latter-day, civilised

person.

Late that afternoon Kurt canme into the cabin and found himcurled
up on his locker, and | ooking very white and miserable. Kurt had

al so | ost sonmething of his pristine freshness.

"Sea-si ck?" he asked.

" ’\b' "

"We ought to reach New York this evening. There's a good breeze

com ng up under our tails. Then we shall see things."



Bert did not answer.

Kurt opened out folding chair and table, and rustled for a tine

with his maps. Then he fell thinking darkly. He roused hinself

presently, and | ooked at his conpanion. "Wat's the matter?" he
sai d.

" Not hi ng! "

Kurt stared threateningly. "Wat's the matter?"

"I saw themkill that chap. | saw that flying-nmachine man hit
the funnels of the big ironclad. | saw that dead chap in the
passage. | seen too much smashing and killing lately. That's
the matter. | don't like it. | didn't know war was this sort of
thing. I'macivilian. | don't like it"

|I_don't like it," said Kurt. "By Jove, no!"

"I'"ve read about war, and all that, but when you see it it's
different. And I'magettin' giddy. I'magettin' giddy. | didn't
mnd a bit being up in that balloon at first, but all this

| ooki ng down and floating over things and smashi ng up peopl e,

it's getting on nmy nerves. See?"

"It'Il have to get off again...."

Kurt thought. "You're not the only one. The nmen are all getting
strung up. The flying--that's just flying. Naturally it nakes one
alittle swimy in the head at first. As for the killing, we've
got to be blooded; that's all. W're tane, civilised nmen. And
we' ve got to get blooded. | suppose there's not a dozen nen on

the ship who've really seen bl oodshed. N ce, quiet, |aw abiding



Germans they' ve been so far.... Here they are--in for it.
They're a bit squeany now, but you wait till they' ve got their

hands in."

He reflected. "Everybody's getting a bit strung up,"” he said.

He turned again to his maps. Bert sat crunpled up in the corner

apparently heedl ess of him For sone tine both kept silence.

"What did the Prince want to go and 'ang that chap for?" asked

Bert, suddenly.

"That was all right," said Kurt, "that was all right. QU TE
right. Here were the orders, plain as the nose on your face, and

here was that fool going about with natches--"

"Gaw | shan't forget that bit in a 'urry," said Bert

irrelevantly.

Kurt did not answer him He was neasuring their distance from

New York and specul ating. "Wnder what the American aeropl anes
are |like?" he said. "Sonething |ike our drachenflieger.... W
shall know by this time to- norrow. ... | wonder what we shal

know? | wonder. Suppose, after all, they put up a fight....

Rum sort of fight!"

He whistled softly and nused. Presently he fretted out of the
cabin, and later Bert found himin the twlight upon the sw nging
platform staring ahead, and specul ati ng about the things that

m ght happen on the norrow. C ouds veiled the sea again, and the
I ong straggling wedge of air-ships rising and falling as they
flew seened like a flock of strange new births in a Chaos that

had neither earth nor water but only nmist and sky.



CHAPTER VI

HOW WAR CAME TO NEW YORK

The City of New York was in the year of the German attack the

| argest, richest, in many respects the nost splendid, and in
some, the w ckedest city the world had ever seen. She was the
suprene type of the City of the Scientific Comrercial Age; she

di splayed its greatness, its power, its ruthless anarchic
enterprise, and its social disorganisation nost strikingly and
completely. She had | ong ousted London from her pride of place
as the nodern Babyl on, she was the centre of the world's finance,
the world's trade, and the world's pleasure; and nmen |ikened her
to the apocal yptic cities of the ancient prophets. She sat
drinking up the wealth of a continent as Rone once drank the

weal th of the Mediterranean and Babylon the wealth of the east.
In her streets one found the extrenes of nmagnificence and m sery,
of civilisation and disorder. |In one quarter, palaces of marble,
| aced and, crowned with light and flanme and flowers, towered up
into her marvellous twilights beautiful, beyond description; in
anot her, a black and sinister polyglot population sweltered in

i ndescri babl e congestion in warrens, and excavations beyond the
power and know edge of governnent. Her vice, her crinme, her |aw
alike were inspired by a fierce and terrible energy, and like the
great cities of nediaeval Italy, her ways were dark and

adventurous with private war.

It was the peculiar shape of Manhattan Island, pressed in by arns
of the sea on either side, and incapable of confortable

expansi on, except along a narrow northward belt, that first gave



the New York architects their bias for extreme vertica

di mensi ons. Every need was | avishly supplied them -noney,

materi al, |abour; only space was restricted. To begin,

therefore, they built high perforce. But to do so was to

di scover a whole new world of architectural beauty, of exquisite
ascendant lines, and long after the central congestion had been
relieved by tunnels under the sea, four col ossal bridges over the
east river, and a dozen nono-rail cables east and west, the
upward growth went on. In many ways New York and her gorgeous

pl utocracy repeated Venice in the magnificence of her
architecture, painting, nmetal-work and scul pture, for exanple, in
the grimintensity,of her political nmethod, in her maritinme and
commer ci al ascendancy. But she repeated no previous state at al
in the | ax disorder of her internal adm nistration, a laxity that
made vast sections of her area | awl ess beyond precedent, so that
it was possible for whole districts to be inpassable, while civi
war raged between street and street, and for Alsatias to exist in
her m dst in which the official police never set foot. She was
an ethnic whirlpool. The flags of all nations flew in her
harbour, and at the clinmax, the yearly coning and goi ng overseas
nunbered toget her upwards of two mllion human beings. To Europe
she was Anerica, to America she was the gateway of the world.

But to tell the story of New York would be to wite a social
history of the world; saints and martyrs, dreamers and
scoundrels, the traditions of a thousand races and a thousand
religions, went to her naking and t hrobbed and jostled in her
streets. And over all that torrential confusion of men and
purposes fluttered that strange flag, the stars and stripes, that
meant at once the noblest thing in life, and the |east noble,

that is to say, Liberty on the one hand, and on the other the
base jeal ousy the individual self-seeker feels towards the comon

purpose of the State.



For many generations New York had taken no heed of war, save as a
thing that happened far away, that affected prices and supplied
the newspapers with exciting headlines and pictures. The New
Yorkers felt perhaps even nore certainly than the English had
done that war in their ow |and was an inpossible thing. In that
they shared the delusion of all North America. They felt as
secure as spectators at a bullfight; they risked their noney
perhaps on the result, but that was all. And such ideas of war
as the conmon Americans possessed were derived fromthe |limted,
pi cturesque, adventurous war of the past. They saw war as they
saw history, through an iridescent mist, deodorised, scented
indeed, with all its essential cruelties tactfully hidden away.
They were inclined to regret it as sonething ennobling, to sigh
that it could no |onger come into their own private experience.
They read with interest, if not with avidity, of their new guns,
of their imrense and still nore i mense ironclads, of their
incredible and still mnore incredible explosives, but just what
these tremendous engi nes of destruction nmight mean for their
personal lives never entered their heads. They did not, so far
as one can judge fromtheir contenporary literature, think that
they nmeant anything to their personal lives at all. They thought
Anerica was safe amidst all this piling up of explosives. They
cheered the flag by habit and tradition, they despised other

nati ons, and whenever there was an international difficulty they
were intensely patriotic, that is to say, they were ardently
agai nst any native politician who did not say, threaten, and do
harsh and unconpronising things to the antagoni st people. They
were spirited to Asia, spirited to Germany, so spirited to Great
Britain that the international attitude of the nother country to
her great daughter was constantly conpared in contenporary
caricature to that between a hen-pecked husband and a vici ous
young wife. And for the rest, they all went about their business

and pleasure as if war had died out with the negatherium...



And then suddenly, into a world peacefully busied for the nobst
part upon armanments and the perfection of explosives, war caneg;
cane the shock of realising that the guns were going off, that
the masses of inflanmmable material all over the world were at

| ast abl aze.

The i medi ate effect upon New York of the sudden onset of war was

merely to intensify her normal vehenence.

The newspapers and nagazines that fed the American mind--for
books upon this inpatient continent had becone sinply materia

for the energy of collectors--were instantly a coruscation of war
pi ctures and of headlines that rose |ike rockets and burst I|ike
shells. To the normal high-strung energy of New York streets was
added a touch of war-fever. Geat crowds assenbl ed, nore
especially in the dinner hour, in Madison Square about the
Farragut nonunent, to listen to and cheer patriotic speeches, and
a veritable epidenic of little flags and buttons swept through
these great torrents of swiftly noving young peopl e, who poured
into New York of a norning by car and nono-rail and subway and
train, to toil, and ebb hone again between the hours of five and
seven. |t was dangerous not to wear a war button. The splendid
musi c-halls of the time sank every topic in patriotism and

evol ved scenes of wild enthusiasm strong nmen wept at the sight
of the national banner sustained by the whole strength of the
ball et, and special searchlights and illum nations amazed the

wat chi ng angels. The churches re-echoed the national enthusiasm
in graver key and slower neasure, and the aerial and nava
preparations on the East River were greatly i ncommbded by the

mul titude of excursion steaners which thronged, helpfully

cheering, about them The trade in small-arnms was enornously



stimul ated, and many overw ought citizens found an i medi ate
relief for their emotions in letting off fireworks of a nore or

| ess heroic, dangerous, and national character in the public
streets. Small children's air-balloons of the | atest nodel
attached to string became a serious check to the pedestrian in
Central Park. And am dst scenes of indescribable enotion the

Al bany |l egislature in permanent session, and with a generous
suspensi on of rules and precedents, passed through both Houses
the I ong-disputed Bill for universal mlitary service in New York

St at e.

Critics of the American character are disposed to consider--that
up to the actual inpact of the German attack the people of New
York dealt altogether too much with the war as if it was a
political denobnstration. Little or no danage, they urge, was
done to either the German or Japanese forces by the wearing of
buttons, the waving of small flags, the firewrks, or the songs.
They forgot that, under the conditions of warfare a century of
sci ence had brought about, the non-nmilitary section of the
popul ati on could do no serious damage in any formto their

enem es, and that there was no reason, therefore, why they
shoul d, not do as they did. The balance of nilitary efficiency
was shifting back fromthe many to the few, fromthe comon to

t he speci al i sed.

The days when the enotional infantrynman deci ded battles had
passed by for ever. War had becone a matter of apparatus of
special training and skill of the nost intricate kind. It had
becone undenocratic. And whatever the value of the popul ar
excitenent, there can be no denying that the small regul ar
establi shnent of the United States Governnent, confronted by this
totally unexpected energency of an arned invasion from Europe,

acted with vigour, science, and inmagination. They were taken by



surprise so far as the diplomatic situation was concerned, and
their equi pnent for building either navigables or aeropl anes was
contenptible in conparison with the huge Gernman parks. Stil
they set to work at once to prove to the world that the spirit
that had created the Mnitor and the Southern submari nes of 1864
was not dead. The chief of the aeronautic establishnent near
West Point was Cabot Sinclair, and he allowed hinself but one
singl e monent of the posturing that was so universal in that

denocratic tinme. "W have chosen our epitaphs,” he said to a
reporter, "and we are going to have, 'They did all they could.

Now run away!"

The curious thing is that they did all do all they could; there
is no exception known. Their only defect indeed was a defect of
style. One of the nost striking facts historically about this
war, and the one that makes the conplete separation that had

ari sen between the nethods of warfare and the necessity of
denmocratic support, is the effectual secrecy of the WAshington
authorities about their airships. They did not bother to confide
a single fact of their preparations to the public. They did not
even condescend to talk to Congress. They burked and suppressed
every inquiry. The war was fought by the President and the
Secretaries of State in an entirely autocratic manner. Such
publicity as they sought was nmerely to anticipate and prevent

i nconveni ent agitation to defend particul ar points. They
realised that the chief danger in aerial warfare from an
excitable and intelligent public would be a clanour for |ocal

ai rships and aeroplanes to defend local interests. This, with
such resources as they possessed, might lead to a fatal division
and distribution of the national forces. Particularly they
feared that they mght be forced into a premature action to
defend New York. They realised with prophetic insight that this

woul d be the particul ar advantage the Gernmans woul d seek. So



they took great pains to direct the popular mnd towards
defensive artillery, and to divert it fromany thought of aerial
battle. Their real preparations they nasked beneath ostensible
ones. There was at Washington a large rel serve of naval guns,
and these were distributed rapidly, conspicuously, and with nuch
press attention, anong the Eastern cities. They were nounted for
the nmost part upon hills and prom nent crests around the
threatened centres of population. They were nounted upon rough
adapt ati ons of the Doan swivel, which at that tine gave the

maxi mum vertical range to a heavy gun. Mich of this artillery
was still unmounted, and nearly all of it was unprotected when
the German air-fleet reached New York. And down in the crowded
streets, when that occurred, the readers of the New York papers
were regaling thensel ves with wonderful and wonderfully

illustrated accounts of such matters as:--

THE SECRET OF THE THUNDERBOLT

AGED SClI ENTI ST PERFECTS ELECTRI C GUN

TO ELECTROCUTE Al RSHI P CREWS BY UPWARD LI GHTNI NG

WASHI NGTON ORDERS FI VE HUNDRED

WAR SECRETARY LODGE DELI GHTED

SAYS THEY WLL SU T THE GERVANS DOWN TO THE GROUND

PRESI DENT PUBLI CLY APPLAUDS THI S MERRY QUI P

The German fl eet reached New York in advance of the news of the

Anerican naval disaster. |t reached New York in the |ate



afternoon and was first seen by watchers at Ocean Grove and Long
Branch conming swiftly out of the southward sea and going away to
the northwest. The flagship passed al nost vertically over the

Sandy Hook observation station, rising rapidly as it did so, and
inafewmnutes all New York was vibrating to the Staten |sland

guns.

Several of these guns, and especially that at Gffords and the
one on Beacon Hi ||l above Matawan, were remarkably well handl ed.
The former, at a distance of five niles, and with an el evati on of
si X thousand feet, sent a shell to burst so close to the
Vaterland that a pane of the Prince's forward wi ndow was snashed
by a fragment. This sudden expl osi on made Bert tuck in his head
with the celerity of a startled tortoise. The whole air-fleet

i medi ately went up steeply to a height of about twelve thousand
feet and at that |evel passed unscathed over the ineffectua

guns. The airships Iined out as they noved forward into the form
of a flattened V, with its apex towards the city, and with the
flagshi p going highest at the apex. The two ends of the V passed
over Plunfield and Janai ca Bay, respectively, and the Prince
directed his course a little to the east of the Narrows, soared
over Upper Bay, and cane to rest over Jersey City in a position
that domi nated | ower New York. There the nonsters hung, |arge
and wonderful in the evening light, serenely regardless of the
occasi onal rocket explosions and flashing shell-bursts in the

| ower air.

It was a pause of nutual inspection. For a tinme naive humanity
swanped the conventions of warfare altogether; the interest of
the millions bel ow and of the thousands above alike was
spectacul ar. The evening was unexpectedly fine--only a few thin
| evel bands of clouds at seven or eight thousand feet broke its

luminous clarity. The wind had dropped; it was an evening



infinitely peaceful and still. The heavy concussions of the

di stant guns and those incidental harnl ess pyrotechnics at the

| evel of the clouds seened to have as little to do with killing
and force, terror and submission, as a salute at a naval review
Bel ow, every point of vantage bristled with spectators, the roofs
of the towering buildings, the public squares, the active ferry
boats, and every favourable street intersection had its crowds:
all the river piers were dense with people, the Battery Park was
solid black with east-side population, and every position of
advantage in Central Park and along Riverside Drive had its
pecul iar and characteristic assenbly fromthe adjacent streets.
The footways of the great bridges over the East River were al so
cl osely packed and bl ocked. Everywhere shopkeepers had | eft
their shops, nen their work, and wonmen and children their hones,

to cone out and see the narvel.

"I't beat," they declared, "the newspapers."”

And from above, nmany of the occupants of the airships stared with
an equal curiosity. No city in the world was ever so finely

pl aced as New York, so magnificently cut up by sea and bl uff

and river, so admirably disposed to display the tall effects of
bui | di ngs, the conplex innensities of bridges and nono-rail ways
and feats of engineering. London, Paris, Berlin, were shapel ess,
| ow aggl onerations beside it. Its port reached to its heart like
Venice, and, like Venice, it was obvious, dramatic, and proud.
Seen from above it was alive with crawming trains and cars, and
at a thousand points it was already breaking into quivering
light. New York was altogether at its best that evening, its

spl endi d best.

"Gaw  \What a place!" said Bert.



It was so great, and in its collective effect so pacifically
magni ficent, that to make war upon it seened incongruous beyond
measure, like laying siege to the National Gallery or attacking
respectabl e people in an hotel dining-roomw th battle-axe and
mail. It was inits entirety so large, so conplex, so delicately
i Mmense, that to bring it to the issue of warfare was |ike
driving a crowbar into the nechanismof a clock. And the
fish-1ike shoal of great airships hovering Iight and sunlit
above, filling the sky, seened equally renmpote fromthe ugly
forceful ness of war. To Kurt, to Snallways, to | know not how
many nore of the people in the air-fleet cane the distinctest
apprehensi on of these inconpatibilities. But in the head of the
Prince Karl Al bert were the vapours of romance: he was a
conqueror, and this was the enenmy's city. The greater the city,
the greater the triunph. No doubt he had a tinme of trenendous
exul tation and sensed beyond all precedent the sense of power

t hat ni ght.

There cane an end at |last to that pause. Some wireless
communi cations had failed of a satisfactory ending, and fleet and
city remenbered they were hostile powers. "Look!" cried the

mul titude; "Il ook!"

"What are they doing?"

"What ?"... Down through the twilight sank five attacking

ai rships, one to the Navy Yard on East River, one to Gty Hall
two over the great business buildings of WVll Street and Lower
Br oadway, one to the Brooklyn Bridge, dropping fromanong their
fell ows through the danger zone fromthe distant guns snoothly
and rapidly to a safe proximty to the city nasses. At that
descent all the cars in the streets stopped with dramatic

suddenness, and all the lights that had been coming on in the



streets and houses went out again. For the Cty Hall had
awakened and was conferring by tel ephone with the Federal command
and taking nmeasures for defence. The City Hall was asking for

ai rships, refusing to surrender as Washi ngton advi sed, and

devel oping into a centre of intense enotion, of hectic activity.
Everywhere and hastily the police began to clear the assenbled

crowds. "Go to your hones," they said; and the word was passed
frommuth to nmouth, "There's going to be trouble." A chill of
apprehension ran through the city, and nmen hurrying in the
unwont ed darkness across City Hall Park and Union Square cane
upon the dimforms of soldiers and guns, and were chall enged and
sent back. In half an hour New York had passed from serene

sunset and gaping adnmiration to a troubled and threatening

twilight.

The first loss of life occurred in the panic rush from Brookl yn
Bridge as the airship approached it. Wth the cessation of the
traffic an unusual stillness canme upon New York, and the

di st urbi ng concussions of the futile defending guns on the hills
about grew nore and nore audible. At |ast these ceased also. A
pause of further negotiation followed. People sat in darkness,
sought counsel fromtel ephones that were dunb. Then into the
expectant hush cane a great crash and uproar, the breaki ng down
of the Brooklyn Bridge, the rifle fire fromthe Navy Yard, and
the bursting of bonmbs in Wall Street and the Gty Hall. New York
as a whole could do nothing, could understand nothing. New York
in the darkness peered and listened to these distant sounds unti
presently they died away as suddenly as they had begun. "What

coul d be happeni ng?" They asked it in vain.

A long, vague period intervened, and people |ooking out of the
wi ndows of upper roons discovered the dark hulls of Gernman

airships, gliding slowy and noisel essly, quite close at hand.



Then quietly the electric lights came on again, and an uproar of

noct urnal newsvendors began in the streets.

The units of that vast and varied popul ati on bought and | earnt
what had happened; there had been a fight and New York had

hoi sted the white flag.

The | amentabl e incidents that foll owed the surrender of New York
seemnow in the retrospect to be but the necessary and inevitable
consequence of the clash of nodern appliances and soci al
conditions produced by the scientific century on the one hand,
and the tradition of a crude, romantic patriotismon the other.

At first people received the fact with an irresponsible
detachnent, nuch as they woul d have received the sl ow ng down of
the train in which they were travelling or the erection of a

public nonunment by the city to which they bel onged.

"W have surrendered. Dear ne! HAVE we?" was rather the nmanner
in which the first news was net. They took it in the sane
spectacul ar spirit they had displayed at the first apparition of
the air-fleet. Only slowy was this realisation of a
capitulation suffused with the flush of passion, only with
reflection did they nake any personal application. "WE have
surrendered!" canme later; "in us America is defeated.” Then they

began to burn and tingle.

The newspapers, which were issued about one in the norning
contai ned no particulars of the ternms upon which New York had
yi el ded--nor did they give any intimation of the quality of the
brief conflict that had preceded the capitulation. The later

i ssues renedi ed these deficiencies. There canme the explicit

statement of the agreenent to victual the German airships, to



supply the conpl enent of explosives to replace those enployed in
the fight and in the destruction of the North Atlantic fleet, to
pay the enornous ransomof forty mllion dollars, and to
surrender the in the East River. There cane, too, |onger and

| onger descriptions of the smashing up of the Gty Hall and the
Navy Yard, and people began to realise faintly what those brief
nm nutes of uproar had nmeant. They read the tale of nmen blown to
bits, of futile soldiers in that |ocalised battle fightingagai nst
hope ami dst an indescribabl e weckage, of flags haul ed down by
weepi ng nen. And these strange nocturnal editions contained al so
the first brief cables from Europe of the fleet disaster, the
North Atlantic fleet for which New York had always felt an
especial pride and solicitude. Slowy, hour by hour, the

col l ective consci ousness woke up, the tide of patriotic

astoni shnrent and humiliation cane floating in. Anmerica had cone
upon di saster; suddenly New York di scovered herself with
amazenent giving place to wath unspeakabl e, a conquered city

under the hand of her conqueror

As that fact shaped itself in the public mind, there sprang up

as flanes spring up, an angry repudiation. "No!" cried New York,
waking in the dawn. "No! | amnot defeated. This is a dream"”
Bef ore day broke the swi ft Anerican anger was running through al
the city, through every soul in those contagious millions.

Before it took action, before it took shape, the nen in the
airships could feel the gigantic insurgence of enbtion, as cattle
and natural creatures feel, it is said, the conming of an

eart hquake. The newspapers of the Knype group first gave the

thing words and a fornula. "W do not agree," they said sinply.
"W have been betrayed!" Men took that up everywhere, it passed
frommuth to nouth, at every street corner under the paling
lights of dawn orators stood unchecked, calling upon the spirit

of Anerica to arise, making the shane a personal reality to every



one who heard. To Bert, listening five hundred feet above, it
seened that the city, which had at first produced only confused

noi ses, was now hunming like a hive of bees--of very angry bees.

After the snmashing of the City Hall and Post-Ofice, the white
flag had been hoisted froma tower of the old Park Row buil di ng,
and thither had gone Mayor O Hagen, urged thither indeed by the
terror-stricken property owners of |ower New York, to negotiate
the capitulation with Von Wnterfeld. The Vaterland, having
dropped the secretary by a rope | adder, renai ned hoveri ng,
circling very slowy above the great buildings, old and new, that
clustered round City Hall Park, while the Hel mhol z, which had
done the fighting there, rose overhead to a height of perhaps two
thousand feet. So Bert had a near view of all that occurred in
that central place. The City Hall and Court House, the
Post-Office and a nmass of buildings on the west side of Broadway,
had been badly damaged, and the three forner were a heap of

bl ackened ruins. In the case of the first two the loss of life
had not been considerable, but a great multitude of workers,

i ncluding many girls and wonen, had been caught in the
destruction of the Post-Ofice, and a little arny of volunteers
with white badges entered behind the firemen, bringing out the
often still living bodies, for the nost part frightfully charred,
and carrying theminto the big Mnson building close at hand.
Everywhere the busy firemen were directing their bright streans
of water upon the snoul dering nasses: their hose |lay about the
square, and long cordons of police held back the gathering Iack
masses of people, chiefly fromthe east side, fromthese centra

activities.

In violent and extraordinary contrast with this scene of
destruction, close at hand were the huge newspaper establishments

of Park Row. They were all alight and working; they had not been



abandoned even while the actual bonb throw ng was going on, and
now staff and presses were vehenently active, getting out the
story, the imense and dreadful story of the night, devel oping
comrent and, in nost cases, spreading the idea of resistance
under the very noses of the airships. For a long tine Bert could
not inmagi ne what these callously active offices could be, then he

detected the noise of the presses and enitted his "Gaw "

Beyond t hese newspaper buil di ngs again, and partially hidden by
the arches of the old El evated Railway of New York (long since
converted into a nono-rail), there was another cordon of police
and a sort of encanpnent of ambul ances and doctors, busy with the
dead and wounded who had been killed early in the night by the
pani ¢ upon Brooklyn Bridge. Al this he saw in the perspectives
of a bird' s-eye view, as things happening in a big,

i rregul ar-shaped pit below him between cliffs of high building.
Nort hward he | ooked al ong the steep canon of Broadway, down whose
length at intervals crowds were assenbling about excited
speakers; and when he lifted his eyes he saw the chi meys and
cabl e-stacks and roof spaces of New York, and everywhere now over
these the wat ching, debating people clustered, except where the
fires raged and the jets of water flew Everywhere, too, were
flagstaffs devoid of flags; one white sheet drooped and fl apped
and drooped agai n over the Park Row buildings. And upon the
lurid lights, the festering novenent and intense shadows of this

strange scene, there was breaking now the cold, inpartial dawn.

For Bert Smallways all this was franmed in the frame of the open
porthole. It was a pale, dimworld outside that dark and
tangible rim Al night he had clutched at that rim junped and
qui vered at expl osi ons, and wat ched phantom events. Now he had
been high and now | ow, now al nost beyond hearing, now flying

cl ose to crashings and shouts and outcries. He had seen airships



flying low and swi ft over darkened and groaning streets; watched
great buildings, suddenly red-lit am dst the shadows, crunple at
the smashi ng i npact of bonbs; witnessed for the first time in his
life the grotesque, swift onset, of insatiable conflagrations.
Fromit all he felt detached, disenbodied. The Vaterland did not
even fling a bonb; she watched and ruled. Then down they had
cone at last to hover over City Hall Park, and it had crept in
upon his mind,, chillingly, terrifyingly, that these illum nated
bl ack nmasses were great offices afire, and that the going to and
fro of minute, dimspectres of lantern-lit grey and white was a
harvesting of the wounded and the dead. As the light grew

cl earer he began to understand nore and nore what these crunpl ed

bl ack things signified...

He had wat ched hour after hour since first New York had risen out
of the blue indistinctness of the landfall. Wth the daylight he

experienced an intol erable fatigue.

He lifted weary eyes to the pink flush in the sky, yawned
i mensely, and craw ed back whi spering to hinself across the
cabin to the locker. He did not so.much Iie down upon that as

fall upon it and instantly becone asl eep

There, hours after, sprawling undignified and sl eeping
profoundly, Kurt found him a very image of the denocratic m nd
confronted with the problens of a time too conplex for its
apprehension. H's face was pale and indifferent, his nouth w de

open, and he snored. He snored disagreeably.

Kurt regarded himfor a nonent with a mild distaste. Then he

ki cked hi s ankl e.

"Wake up," he said to Smallways' stare, "and |lie down decent.”



Bert sat up and rubbed his eyes.

"Any nore fightin' yet?" he asked.

"No," said Kurt, and sat down, a tired man.

"CGott!" he cried presently, rubbing his hands over his face, "but

I'"d like a cold bath! [|'ve been | ooking for stray bullet holes
in the air-chanbers all night until now" He yawned. "I nust
sleep. You' d better clear out, Smallways. | can't stand you

here this norning. You're so infernally ugly and usel ess. Have
you had your rations? No! WlIl, go in and get 'em and don't

come back. Stick in the gallery....’

So Bert, slightly refreshed by coffee and sl eep, resunmed his
hel pl ess co-operation in the War in the Air. He went down into
the little gallery as the lieutenant had directed, and clung to
the rail at the extrene end beyond the | ook-out man, trying to
seem as i nconspi cuous and harm ess a fragnent of life as

possi bl e.

A wind was rising rather strongly fromthe south-east. It
obliged the Vaterland to cone about in that direction, and nmade
her roll a great deal as she went to and fro over Manhattan
Island. Away in the north-west clouds gathered. The throb-throb
of her slow screw working agai nst the breeze was much nore
percepti bl e than when she was going full speed ahead; and the
friction of the wind against the underside of the gas-chanber
drove a series of shallow ripples along it and nmade a faint
flappi ng sound like, but fainter than, the beating of ripples

under the stemof a boat. She was stationed over the tenporary



City Hall in the Park Row building, and every now and then she
woul d descend to resune comuni cation with the mayor and with
Washi ngton. But the restlessness of the Prince would not suffer
himto remain for long in any one place. Now he would circle
over the Hudson and East River; now he would go up high, as if to
peer away into the blue distances; once he ascended so swiftly
and so far that nountain sickness overtook himand the crew and

forced himdown again; and Bert shared the dizziness and nausea.

The swaying view varied with these changes of altitude. Now they
woul d be | ow and cl ose, and he woul d distinguish in that steep
unusual perspective, w ndows, doors, street and sky signs, people
and the minutest details, and watch the enigmatical behavi our of
crowds and clusters upon the roofs and in the streets; then as
they soared the details would shrink, the sides of streets draw
together, the view wi den, the people cease to be significant. At
the highest the effect was that of a concave relief map; Bert saw
the dark and crowded | and everywhere intersected by shining
waters, saw the Hudson River |ike a spear of silver, and Lower

I sland Sound |ike a shield. Even to Bert's unphil osophical nind
the contrast of city below and fl eet above pointed an opposition

the opposition of the adventurous Anmerican's tradition and

character with German order and discipline. Below the imense
bui | di ngs, trenmendous and fine as they were, seened |ike the
giant trees of a jungle fighting for life; their picturesque
magni fi cence was as pl anl ess as the chances of crag and gorge,
their casualty enhanced by the snoke and confusion of stil
unsubdued and spreading conflagrations. In the sky soared the
German airships like beings in a different, entirely nore orderly
world, all oriented to the sane angle of the horizon, uniformin
buil d and appearance, noving accurately with one purpose as a

pack of wolves will nove, distributed with the nost precise and



ef fectual co-operation

It dawned upon Bert that hardly a third of the fleet was visible.
The ot hers had gone upon errands he could not inmagine, beyond the
compass of that great circle of earth. and sky. He wondered, but
there was no one to ask. As the day wore on, about a dozen
reappeared in the east with their stores replenished fromthe
flotilla and towi ng a nunber of drachenffieger. Towards

aft ernoon the weat her thickened, driving clouds appeared in the
sout h-west and ran together and seened to engender nore cl ouds,
and the wind came round into that quarter and bl ew stronger.
Towar ds the evening the, wind becane a gale into which the now

tossing airships had to beat.

Al'l that day the Prince was negotiating with Washington, while

hi s detached scouts sought far and wi de over the Eastern States
| ooki ng for anything resenbling an aeronautic park. A squadron
of twenty airships detached overni ght had dropped out of the air

upon Ni agara and was hol ding the town and power worKks.

Meanwhi l e the insurrectionary novenent in the giant city grew
uncontrollable. In spite of five great fires already involving
many acres, and spreadi ng steadily, New York was still not

satisfied that she was beat en.

At first the rebellious spirit below found vent only in isolated
shouts, street-crowd speeches, and newspaper suggestions; then it
found nmuch nore definite expression in the appearance in the
nmor ni ng sunlight of American flags at point after point above the
architectural cliffs of the city. It is quite possible that in
many cases this spirited display of bunting by a city already
surrendered was the outconme of the innocent informality of the
American mnd, but it is also undeniable thatin many it was a

deli berate indication that the people "felt w cked."



The German sense of correctitude was deeply shocked by this
outbreak. The Graf von Wnterfeld i medi ately communi cated with
the mayor, and pointed out the irregularity, and the fire

| ook-out stations were instructed in the matter. The New York
police was speedily hard at work, and a foolish contest in ful
swi ng between inpassioned citizens resolved to keep the flag
flying, and irritated and worried officers instructed to pull it

down.

The troubl e becane acute at last in the streets above Col unbi a
Uni versity. The captain of the airship watching this quarter
seens to have stooped to lasso and drag fromits staff a flag
hoi sted upon Morgan Hall. As he did so a volley of rifle and
revol ver shots was fired fromthe upper w ndows of the huge
apartment building that stands between the University and

Ri verside Drive.

Most of these were ineffectual, but two or three perforated
gas-chanbers, and one smashed the hand and arm of a man upon the
forward platform The sentinel on the |lower gallery imediately
replied, and the machine gun on the shield of the eagle let fly
and pronptly stopped any further shots. The airship rose and
signalled the flagship and Gty Hall, police and mlitianen were
directed at once to the spot, and this particular incident

cl osed.

But hard upon that cane the desperate attenpt of a party of young
cl ubmen from New York, who, inspired by patriotic and adventurous
i magi nati ons, slipped off in half a dozen notor-cars to Beacon
H1l, and set to work with remarkabl e vigour to inprovise a fort
about the Doan swi vel gun that had been placed there. They found

it still in the hands of the disgusted gunners, who had been



ordered to cease fire at the capitulation, and it was easy to

infect these men with their own spirit. They declared their gun
hadn't had half a chance, and,were burning to show what it could
do. Directed by the newconers, they nmade a trench and bank about
the mounting of the piece, and constructed flinmsy shelter-pits of

corrugated iron.

They were actually | oading the gun when they were observed by the
airship Preussen and the shell they succeeded in firing before
the bonbs of the latter smashed them and their crude defences to
fragments, burst over the mddl e gas-chanbers of the Bingen, and
brought her to earth, disabled, upon Staten Island. She was
badly defl ated, and dropped anong trees, over which her enpty
central gas-bags spread in canopies and festoons. Nothing,
however, had caught fire, and her nmen were speedily at work upon
her repair. They behaved with a confidence that verged upon

i ndi scretion. Whi | e nost of them comrenced patching the tears
of the menbrane, half a dozen of themstarted off for the nearest
road in search of a gas main, and presently found thensel ves
prisoners in the hands of a hostile crowd. C ose at hand was a
nunber of villa residences, whose occupants speedily devel oped
froman unfriendly curiosity to aggression. At that tine the
police control of the large pol yglot population of Staten Island
had become very lax, and scarcely a household but had its rifle
or pistols and amunition. These were presently produced, and
after two or three misses, one of the nen at work was hit in the
foot. Thereupon the Gernans |eft their sewi ng and nmendi ng, took

cover anmong the trees, and replied.

The crackling of shots speedily brought the Preussen and Kiel on
the scene, and with a few hand grenades they nade short work of
every villa within a mile. A nunber of non-conbatant American

men, wonen, and children were killed and the actual assail ants



driven off. For a time the repairs went on in peace under the

i medi ate protection of these two airships. Then when they
returned to their quarters, an intermttent sniping and fighting
round the stranded Bi ngen was resuned, and went on all the
afternoon, and merged at last in the general conbat of the

evening. ...

About eight the Bingen was rushed by an arned nob, and all its

defenders killed after a fierce, disorderly struggle.

The difficulty of the Germans in both these cases came fromthe
impossibility of landing any efficient force or, indeed, any
force at all fromthe air-fleet. The airships were quite unequa
to the transport of any adequate |landing parties; their

compl enent of nen was just sufficient to manoeuvre and fight them
inthe air. Fromabove they could inflict inmense danaege; they
coul d reduce any organi sed Governnment to a capitulation in the
brief est space, but they could not disarm nuch |ess could they
occupy, the surrendered areas below. They had to trust to the
pressure upon the authorities below of a threat to renew the
bombardnent. It was their sole resource. No doubt, with a

hi ghly organi sed and undanmaged Governnent and a honbgeneous and
wel | - di sci plined people that would have sufficed to keep the
peace. But this was not the Anerican case. Not only was the New
York Governnment a weak one and insufficiently provided with
police, but the destruction of the Gty Hall--and Post-Ofide and
other central ganglia had hopel essly disorgani sed the
co-operation of part with part. The street cars and railways had
ceased; the tel ephone service was out of gear and only worked
intermttently. The Germans had struck at the head, and the head
was conquered and stunned--only to release the body fromits
rule. New York had becone a headl ess nonster, no |onger capable

of collective subnmission. Everywhere it lifted itself



rebel liously; everywhere authorities and officials left to their
own imtative were joining in the arm ng and fl ag-hoisting and

excitenent of that afternoon

The disintegrating truce gave place to a definite general breach
with the assassination of the Wetterhorn--for that is the only
possi bl e word for the act--above Union Square, and not a nmle
away fromthe exenplary ruins of City Hall. This occurred |ate
in the afternoon, between five and six. By that tine the weather
had changed very nuch for the worse, and the operations of the

ai rshi ps were enbarrassed by the necessity they were under of
keepi ng head on to the gusts. A series of squalls, with hail and
t hunder, foll owed one another fromthe south by south-east, and
in order to avoid these as nmuch as possible, the air-fleet cane

| ow over the houses, dininishing its range of observation and

exposing itself to a rifle attack

Overni ght there had been a gun placed in Union Square. It had
never been nounted, nuch less fired, and in the darkness after
the surrender it was taken with its supplies and put out of the
way under the arches of the great Dexter building. Here late in
the norning it was remarked by a nunber of patriotic spirits.
They set to work to hoist and nount it inside the upper floors of
the place. They made, in fact, a masked battery behind the
decorous office blinds, and there lay in wait as sinply excited
as children until at last the stemof the |uckless Wtterhorn
appeared, beating and rolling at quarter speed over the recently
reconstructed pinnacles of Tiffany's. Pronptly that one-gun
battery unnmasked. The airship's | ook-out man nust have seen the
whol e of the tenth story of the Dexter building crunble out and

smash in the street below to discover the black nuzzle | ooking



out fromthe shadows behind. Then perhaps the shell hit him

The gun fired two shells before the frame of the Dexter building
col | apsed, and each shell raked the Wetterhorn fromstemto
stern. They snmashed her exhaustively. She crunpled up like a
can that has been kicked by a heavy boot, her forepart came down
in the square, and the rest of her length, with a great snapping
and tw sting of shafts and stays, descended, collapsing athwart
Tamany Hall and the streets towards Second Avenue. Her gas
escaped to mix with air, and the air of her rent balloonette
poured into her deflating gas-chanbers. Then with an i mense

i mpact she expl oded. ..

The Vaterland at that tine was beating up to the south of City
Hal |l from over the ruins of the Brooklyn Bridge, and the reports
of the gun, followed by the first crashes of the coll apsing

Dext er building, brought Kurt and, Smallways to the cabin
porthole. They were in time to see the flash of the expl oding
gun, and then they were first flattened agai nst the w ndow and
then roll ed head over heels across the floor of the cabin by the
air wave of the explosion. The Vaterland bounded |ike a footbal
some one has ki cked and when they | ooked out again, Union Square
was snall and renote and shattered, as though some cosnically
vast giant had rolled over it. The buildings to the east of it
were abl aze at a dozen points, under the flanming tatters and

war pi ng skel eton of the airship, and all the roofs and walls were

ridicul ously askew and crunmbling as one | ooked. "Gaw" said
Bert. "What's happened? Look at the people!"
But before Kurt could produce an expl anation, the shrill bells of

the airship were ringing to quarters, and he had to go. Bert
hesitated and stepped thoughtfully into the passage, |ooking back

at the window as he did so. He was knocked off his feet at once



by the Prince, who was rushing headl ong fromhis cabin to the

central magazi ne

Bert had a nonentary inpression of the great figure of the
Prince, white with rage, bristling with gigantic anger, his huge
fist swinging. "Blut und Eisen!" cried the Prince, as one who

swears. "On! Bl ut und Ei sen!"

Sone one fell over Bert--something in the manner of falling
suggested Von Wnterfeld--and sone one el se paused and ki cked him
spitefully and hard. Then he was sitting up in the passage,
rubbing a freshly brui sed cheek and readjusting the bandage he
still wore on his head. "Demthat Prince," said Bert, indignant

beyond neasure. "'E 'asn't the nmenners of a 'og!"

He stood up, collected his wits for a minute, and then went
slowy towards the gangway of the little gallery. As he did so
he heard noi ses suggestive of the return of the Prince. The |ot
of them were com ng back again. He shot into his cabin like a
rabbit into its burrow, just in time to escape that shouting

terror.

He shut the door, waited until the passage was still, then went
across to the wi ndow and | ooked out. A drift of cloud made the
prospect of the streets and squares hazy, and the rolling of the
airship swng the picture up and down. A few people were running
to and fro, but for the npst part the aspect of the district was
desertion. The streets seened to broaden out, they becane
clearer, and the little dots that were people larger as the
Vaterl and came down again. Presently she was swayi ng al ong above
the | ower end of Broadway. The dots bel ow, Bert saw, were not
runni ng now, but standing and | ooking up. Then suddenly they

were all running again.



Sonet hi ng had dropped fromthe aeropl ane, sonething that |ooked
small and flinmsy. It hit the pavenent near a big archway just
underneath Bert. A little nman was sprinting along the sidewal k
within half a dozen yards, and two or three others and one wonman
were bolting across the roadway. They were odd little figures,
so very snmall were they about the heads, so very active about the
el bows and legs. It was really funny to see their |egs going.
Foreshortened, hurmanity has no dignity. The little nman on the
pavenent junped conically--no doubt with terror, as the bonmb fel

besi de him

Then blinding flames squirted out in all directions fromthe
poi nt of inpact, and the little man who had junped becane, for an
instant, a flash of fire and vani shed--vani shed absolutely. The
peopl e running out into the road took preposterous clunsy |eaps,
then flopped down and lay still, with their torn clothes

smoul dering into flame. Then pieces of the archway began to
drop, and the |ower masonry of the building to fall in with the
runbl i ng sound of coals being shot into a cellar. A faint
screamnmi ng reached Bert, and then a crowd of people ran out into
the street, one man linping and gesticul ati ng awvkwardly. He

hal ted, and went back towards the building. A falling mass of
brick-work hit himand sent himsprawling to lie still and
crunpl ed where he fell. Dust and bl ack snmoke cane pouring into

the street, and were presently shot with red flane....

In this nmanner the massacre of New York began. She was the first
of the great cities of the Scientific Age to suffer by the

enor nous powers and grotesque limtations of aerial warfare. She
was wrecked as in the previous century endl ess barbaric cities
had been bonbarded, because she was at once too strong to be

occupi ed and too undisciplined and proud to surrender in order to



escape destruction. Gven the circunstances, the thing had to be
done. It was inpossible for the Prince to desist, and own

hi nsel f defeated, and it was inpossible to subdue the city except
by largely destroying it. The catastrophe was the |ogica

out conre of the situation, created by the application of science
to warfare. It was unavoi dable that great cities should be
destroyed. 1In spite of his intense exasperation with his

dil enmra, the Prince sought to be noderate even in massacre. He
tried to give a nenorable lesson with the mnimumwaste of life
and the mni num expendi ture of explosives. For that night he
proposed only the wecking of Broadway. He directed the
air-fleet to nove in columm over the route of this thoroughfare,
droppi ng bonbs, the Vaterland | eading. And so our Bert Smallways
becane a participant in one of the nost col d-bl ooded sl aughters
in the world' s history, in which nen who were neither excited
nor, except for the renotest chance of a bullet, in any danger

poured death and destructi on upon hones and crowds bel ow.

He clung to the frame of the porthole as the airship tossed and
swayed, and stared down through the Iight rain that now drove
before the wind, into the twilight streets, watching people
runni ng out of the houses, watching buil dings collapse and fires
begin. As the airships sailed along they smashed up the city as
a child will shatter its cities of brick and card. Bel ow, they

I eft ruins and bl azing conflagrati ons and heaped and scattered
dead; nen, wonen, and children m xed together as though they had
been no nore than Moors, or Zulus, or Chinese. Lower New York
was soon a furnace of crinson flanes, fromwhich there was no
escape. Cars, railways, ferries, all had ceased, and never a
light lit the way of the distracted fugitives in that dusky
confusion but the light of burning. He had glinpses of what,it
must nmean to be down there--glinpses. And it canme to him

suddenly as an incredible discovery, that such disasters were not



only possible nowin this strange, gigantic, foreign New York,
but also in London--in Bun HIl! that the little island in the
silver seas was at the end of its inmmunity, that nowhere in the
worl d any nore was there a place |left where a Smal |l ways ni ght
lift his head proudly and vote for war and a spirited foreign

policy, and go secure from such horrible things.

CHAPTER VI |

THE " VATERLAND' | S DI SABLED

And then above the flames of Manhattan |sland came a battle, the
first battle in the air. The Americans had realised the price
their waiting gane nust cost, and struck with all the strength
they had, if haply they might still save New York fromthis nad

Prince of Blood and Iron, and fromfire and death.

They canme down upon the Germans on the wings of a great gale in
the twilight, am dst thunder and rain. They cane fromthe yards
of Washi ngton and Phil adel phia, full tilt in two squadrons, and
but for one sentinel airship hard by Trenton, the surprise would

have been conpl ete.

The Germans, sick and weary with destruction, and half enpty of
ammuni tion, were facing up into the weather when the news of this
onset reached them New York they had left behind to the
sout h- eastward, a darkened city with one hideous red scar of
flanes. Al the airships rolled and staggered, bursts of

hai | storm bore them down and forced themto fight their way up
again; the air had become bitterly cold. The Prince was on the

poi nt of issuing orders to drop earthward and trail copper



I ightning chains when the news of the aeroplane attack cane to
him He faced his fleet in |ine abreast south, had the
drachenflieger manned and held ready to cast |oose, and ordered a
general ascent into the freezing clearness above the wet and

dar kness.

The news of what was imminent cane slowmy to Bert's perceptions.
He was standing in the nessroomat the tine and the evening

rati ons were being served out. He had resunmed Butteridge's coat
and gl oves, and in addition he had wapped his bl anket about him
He was dipping his bread into his soup and was biting off big
mout hfuls. His legs were wide apart, and he | eant against the
partition in order to steady hinself am dst the pitching and
oscillation of the airship. The nen about himl ooked tired and
depressed; a few tal ked, but nost were sullen and thoughtful, and
one or two were air-sick. They all seenmed to share the
peculiarly outcast feeling that had foll owed the nurders of the
eveni ng, a sense of a |and beneath them and an outraged hunanity

grown nore hostile than the Sea.

Then the news hit them A red-faced sturdy nan, a man with
I'ight eyel ashes and a scar, appeared in the doorway and shouted
sonmething in German that nmanifestly startled every one. Bert
felt the shock of the altered tone, though he could not
understand a word that was said. T he announcenent was foll owed
by a pause, and then a great outcry of questions and suggesti ons.
Even the air-sick nen flushed and spoke. For some minutes the
mess-room was Bedlam and then, as if it were a confirmation of
the news, canme the shrill ringing of the bells that called the

men to their posts.

Bert with pantom nme suddenness found hinsel f al one.

"What' s up?" he said, though he partly guessed.



He stayed only to gulp down the remainder of his soup, and then
ran al ong the swayi ng passage and, clutching tightly, down the

| adder to the little gallery. The weather hit himlike cold
water squirted froma hose. The airship engaged in some new feat
of atnospheric Jiu-Jitsu. He drew his blanket closer about him
clutching with one straining hand. He found hinmself tossing in a
wet twilight, with nothing to be seen but m st pouring past him
Above himthe airship was warmwith |lights and busy with the
movenents of men going to their quarters. Then abruptly the
lights went out, and the Vaterland with bounds and tw sts and

strange withings was fighting her way up the air.

He had a glinpse, as the Vaterland rolled over, of sone |arge
bui I di ngs burning cl ose bel ow them a quivering acant hus of
flanes, and then he saw indistinctly through the driving weat her
anot her airship wallowi ng along |like a porpoise, and al so worKking
up. Presently the clouds swallowed her again for a tine, and
then she cane back to sight as a dark and whal e-1i ke nonster

am dst streaning weather. The air was full of flappings and

pi pi ngs, of void, gusty shouts and noises; it buffeted him and
confused him ever and again his attention becane rigid--a blind

and deaf bal anci ng and cl ut chi ng.

Sonething fell past himout of the vast darknesses above and
vani shed into the tumults bel ow, going obliquely downward. It
was a German drachenflieger. The thing was going so fast he had
but an instant apprehension of the dark figure of the aeronaut
crouched together clutching at his wheel. It night be a

manoeuvre, but it |ooked |like a catastrophe.



"Gaw " said Bert.

" Pup- pup- pup" went a gun sonewhere in the mrk ahead and suddenly
and quite horribly the Vaterland | urched, and Bert and the
sentinel were clinging to the rail for dear life. "Bang!" cane

a vast inpact out of the zenith, foll owed by another huge roll
and all about himthe tunbled clouds flashed red and lurid in
response to flashes unseen, revealing i mense gulfs. The rai

went right overhead, and he was hanging | oose in the air holding

ontoit.

For a tine Bert's whole m nd and being was given to cl utching.

"I"'mgoing into the cabin,” he said, as the airship righted again
and brought back the gallery floor to his feet. He began to nake
his way cautiously towards the | adder. "Wee-wow " he cried as

the whole gallery reared itself up forward, and then plunged down

Ii ke a desperate horse.

Crack! Bang! Bang! Bang! And then hard upon this little rattle
of shots and bonbs canme, all about him envel oping him engulfing
him i mense and overwhel m ng, a quivering white bl aze of
lightning and a thunder-clap that was |ike the bursting of a

wor | d.

Just for the instant before that explosion the universe seened to

be standing still in a shadow ess gl are

It was then he saw the American aeroplane. He saw it in the
light of the flash as a thing altogether notionless. Even its
screw appeared still, and its nen were rigid dolls. (For it

was so near he could see the nen upon it quite distinctly.) |Its
stern was tilting down, and the whol e nachi ne was heeling over
It was of the Colt-Coburn-Langley pattern, with double up-tilted

wi ngs and the screw ahead, and the men were in a boat-like body



netted over. Fromthis very light |ong body, magazi ne guns
projected on either side. One thing that was strikingly odd and
wonderful in that nmonent of revelation was that the |eft upper
wi ng was burning dowmward with a reddish, snoky flame. But this
was not the nmost wonderful thing about this apparition. The nost
wonderful thing was that it and a Gernan airship five hundred
yards bel ow were threaded as it were on the lightning flash
which turned out of its path as if to take them and, that out
fromthe corners and projecting points of its huge w ngs
everywhere, little branching thorn-trees of |ightning were

stream ng.

Li ke a picture Bert saw these things, a picture a little blurred

by a thin veil of wind-torn nist.

The crash of the thunder-clap followed the flash and seened a
part of it, so that it is hard to say whether Bert was the rather

deafened or blinded in that instant.

And then darkness, utter darkness, and a heavy report and a thin
smal | sound of voices that went wailing dowward into the abyss

bel ow.

There followed upon these things a long, deep swaying of the

ai rship, and then Bert began a struggle to get back to his cabin.
He was drenched and cold and terrified beyond neasure, and now
more than a little air-sick. It seened to himthat the strength
had gone out of his knees and hands, and that his feet had become
icily slippery over the netal they trod upon. But that was

because a thin filmof ice had frozen upon the gallery.



He never knew how | ong his ascent of the |adder back into the
airship took him but in his dreans afterwards, when he recalled
it, that experience seened to |last for hours. Below, above,
around himwere gulfs, nonstrous gulfs of howing wind and eddies
of dark, whirling snow |l akes, and he was protected fromit all by
alittle netal grating and a rail, a grating and rail that seened
madly infuriated with him passionately eager to wench him off

and throw himinto the tunult of space.

Once he had a fancy that a bullet tore by his ear, and that the
cl ouds and snowfl akes were lit by a flash, but he never even
turned his head to see what new assailant whirled past themin
the void. He wanted to get into the passage! He wanted to get
into the passage! He wanted to get into the passage! Wuld the
arm by which he was clinging hold out, or would it give way and
snap? A handful of hail snmacked himin the face, so that for a
time he was breathless and nearly insensible. Hold tight, Bert!

He renewed his efforts.

He found himself, with an enornous sense of relief and warnth, in
the passage. The passage was behaving like a dice-box, its

di sposition was evidently to rattle himabout and then throw him
out again. He hung on with the convul sive clutch of instinct
until the passage |urched down ahead. Then he would nmake a short

run cabin-ward, and clutch again as the fore-end rose.

Behol d! He was in the cabin!

He snapped-to the door, and for a tine he was not a human bei ng,
he was a case of air-sickness. He wanted to get sonewhere that
would fix him that he needn't clutch. He opened the |ocker and
got inside anong the | oose articles, and sprawl ed there

hel pl essly, with his head sonetines bunping one side and

sonetines the other. The lid shut upon himwith a click. He did



not care then what was happening any nore. He did not care who
fought who, or what bullets were fired or explosions occurred.

He did not care if presently he was shot or smashed to pieces.

He was full of feeble, inarticulate rage and despair. "Foolery!"
he said, his one exhaustive coment on hunman enterprise,
adventure, war, and the chapter of accidents that had entangled
him "Foolery! Ugh!"™ He included the order of the universe in

t hat conprehensi ve condemation. He wi shed he was dead.

He saw nothing of the stars, as presently the Vaterland cl eared

the rush and confusion of the | ower weather, nor of the duel she
fought with two circling aeropl anes, how they shot her rear-nost
chanbers through, and how she foughtthem off with expl osive

bullets and turned to run as she did so.

The rush and swoop of these wonderful night birds was all [ ost
upon him their heroic dash and self-sacrifice. The Vaterland
was rammed, and for sonme nonments she hung on the verge of
destruction, and sinking swiftly, with the Amrerican aeropl ane
entangl ed with her smashed propeller, and the Anericans trying to
scranbl e aboard. It signified nothing to Bert. To himit
conveyed itself sinply as vehenent swaying. Foolery! \When the
Aneri can airship dropped off at last, with nost of its crew shot
or fallen, Bert in his |ocker appreciated nothing but that the

Vaterl and had taken a hi deous upward | eap

But then came infinite relief, incredibly blissful relief. The

rolling, the pitching, the struggle ceased, ceased instantly and
absolutely. The Vaterland was no longer fighting the gale; her

smashed and expl oded engi nes throbbed no nore; she was disabled

and driving before the wind as snoothly as a balloon, a huge,

wi ndspread, tattered cloud of aerial weckage.



To Bert it was no nore than the end of a series of disagreeable
sensations. He was not curious to know what had happened to the
ai rship, nor what had happened to the battle. For a long tine he
I ay waiting apprehensively for the pitching and tossing and his
qualnms to return, and so, lying, boxed up in the | ocker, he

presently fell asleep.

He awoke tranquil but very stuffy, and at the sane tinme very
cold, and quite unable to recollect where he could be. Hi s head
ached, and his breath was suffocated. He had been dreani ng
confusedly of Edna, and desert dervishes, and of riding bicycles
in an extrenely perilous manner through the upper air amdst a
pyrotechni c di splay of crackers and Bengal lights--to the great
annoyance of a sort of conposite person nade up of the Prince and
M. Butteridge. Then for sone reason Edna and he had begun to
cry pitifully for each other, and he woke up with wet eye-I|ashes
into this ill-ventilated darkness of thelocker. He would never

see Edna any nore, never see Edna any nore.

He thought he nust be back in the bedroom behind the cycle shop
at the bottomof Bun Hill, and he was sure the vision he had had
of the destruction of a magnificent city, a city quite incredibly
great and splendid, by nmeans of bonbs, was no nore than a

particularly vivid dream

"Grubb!" he called, anxious to tell him

The answering silence, and the dull resonance of the |ocker to
his voice, supplenenting the stifling quality of the air, set
going a newtrain of ideas. He lifted up his hands and feet, and

met an inflexible resistance. He was in a coffin, he thought!



He had been buried alive! He gave way at once to wild panic.
"'Elp!'" he screaned. "'Elp!" and drummed with his feet, and

ki cked and struggled. "Let ne out! Let nme out!"”

For some seconds he struggled with this intolerable horror, and
then the side of his inmagined coffin gave way, and he was flying
out into daylight. Then he was rolling about on what seened to
be a padded floor with Kurt, and bei ng punched and sworn at

lustily.

He sat up. Hi s head bandage had becone | cose and got over one
eye, and he whipped the whole thing off. Kurt was also sitting
up, a yard away fromhim pink as ever, wapped in blankets, and
with an alum niumdiver's helnet over his knee, staring at him
with a severe expression, and rubbing his downy unshaven chin.
They were both on a slanting floor of crinmson padding, and above
them was an opening like a long, lowcellar flap that Bert by an
effort perceived to be the cabin door in a half-inverted

condition. The whole cabin had in fact turned on its side.

"What the deuce do you mean by it, Smallways?" said Kurt,
"junmping out of that |ocker when | was certain you had gone

overboard with the rest of then? Were have you been?"

"What' s up?" asked Bert.

"This end of the airship is up. Mst other things are down."

"WAs there a battle?"

"There was."

"Who won?"



"I haven't seen the papers, Snallways. We left before the finish
We got di sabl ed and unmanageabl e, and our col | eagues--consorts
mean--were too busy nobst of themto trouble about us, and the

wi nd bl ew us--Heaven knows where the wind IS blowing us. It blew
us right out of action at the rate of eighty mles an hour or so.

CGott! what a wind that was! Wat a fight! And here we are!"

"Wher e?"

"In the air, Smallways--in the air! Wen we get down on the

earth again we shan't know what to do with our legs."

"But what's bel ow us?"

"Canada, to the best of ny know edge--and a jolly bleak, enpty,

i nhospitable country it |ooks."

"But why ain't we right ways up?”

Kurt nade no answer for a space.

"Last | remenber was seeing a sort of flying-machine in a

lightning flash," said Bert. "Gawl that was 'orrible. Quns

going off ! Things explodin'! Couds and 'ail. Pitching and
tossing. | got so scared and desperate--and sick. You don't
know how the fight canme of f?"

"Not a bit of it. | was up with ny squad in those divers

dresses, inside the gas-chanbers, with sheets of silk for

caul king. We couldn't see a thing outside except the Iightning
flashes. | never saw one of those American aeropl anes. Just saw
the shots flicker through the chanbers and sent off nmen for the

tears. W caught fire a bit--not nuch, you know. W were too



wet, so the fires spluttered out before we banged. And then one
of their infernal things dropped out of the air on us and rammed.

Didn't you feel it?"

"I felt everything," said Bert. "I didn't notice any particul ar

smash--"

"They nust have been pretty desperate if they nmeant it. They
sl ashed down on us like a knife; sinply ripped the after
gas-chanbers |ike gutting herrings, crunpled up the engi nes and
screw. Most of the engines dropped off as they fell off us--or
we' d have grounded--but the rest is sort of dangling. W just
turned up our nose to the heavens and stayed there. Eleven nen
rolled off us fromvarious points, and poor old Wnterfeld fel

t hrough the door of the Prince's cabin into the chart-room and
broke his ankle. Also we got our electric gear shot or carried
away--no one knows how. That's the position, Smallways. W're
driving through the air like a common aerostat, at the nmercy of
the el ements, alnost due north--probably to the North Pole. W
don't know what aeropl anes the Anericans have, or anything at al
about it. Very likely we have finished 'emup. One foul ed us,
one was struck by lightning, some of the men saw a third upset,
apparently just for fun. They were going cheap anyhow. Al so
we've lost nost of our drachenflieger. They just skated off into
the night. No stability in 'em That's all. W don't know if
we've won or lost. We don't knowif we're at war with the
British Enpire yet or at peace. Consequently, we daren't get
down. We don't know what we are up to or what we are going to
do. Qur Napoleon is alone, forward, and | suppose he's
rearrangi ng his plans. Wether New York was our Mscow or not
remains to be seen. We've had a high old time and nurdered no
end of people! War! Noble war! |[|'msick of it this norning.

like sitting in roons rightway up and not on slippery partitions.



I"'ma civilised man. | keep thinking of old Al brecht and the
Barbarossa.... | feel I want a wash and kind words and a qui et
hone. When | | ook at you, I KNOWI want a wash. Gott!"--he
stifled a vehenent yawn--"Wat a Cockney tadpole of a ruffian you

| ook!"

"Can we get any grub?" asked Bert.

"Heaven knows!" said Kurt.

He nmeditated upon Bert for a tine. "So far as | can judge,
Smal | ways, " he said, "the Prince will probably want to throw you
overboard--next tinme he thinks of you. He certainly will if he
sees you.... After all, you know, you cane als Ballast.... And we
shall have to lighten ship extensively pretty soon. Unless |I'm
m staken, the Prince will wake up presently and start doing
things with trenmendous vigour.... |'ve taken a fancy to you

It's the English strainin me. You're arumlittle chap. |

shan't |ike seeing you whizz down the air.... You'd better nake
yoursel f useful, Smallways. | think I shall requisition you for
my squad. You'll have to work, you know, and be infernally
intelligent and all that. And you'll have to hang about upside
down a bit. Still, it's the best chance you have. W shan't
carry passengers nuch farther this trip, | fancy. Ballast goes

over-board--if we don't want to ground precious soon and be taken
prisoners of war. The Prince won't do that anyhow. He'll be

game to the last."

By nmeans of a folding chair, which was still in its place behind
the door, they got to the wi ndow and | ooked out in turn and
contenpl ated a sparsely wooded country below, with no rail ways

nor roads, and only occasional signs of habitation. Then a bugle



sounded, and Kurt interpreted it as a sumons to food. They got
t hrough the door and clanbered with some difficulty up the nearly
vertical passage, holding on desperately with toes and
finger-tips, to the ventilating perforations in its floor. The
mess stewards had found their firel ess heating arrangenents
intact, and there was hot cocoa for the officers and hot soup for

t he nen.

Bert's sense of the queerness of this experience was so keen that
it blotted out any fear he might have felt. |Indeed, he was far
nore interested now than afraid. He seened to have touched down
to the bottom of fear and abandonnent overnight. He was grow ng
accustonmed to the idea that he would probably be killed
presently, that this strange voyage in the air was in all
probability his death journey. No human being can keep
permanently afraid: fear goes at |last to the back of one's m nd,
accepted, and shelved, and done with. He squatted over his soup
sopping it up with his bread, and contenpl ated his conrades.

They were all rather yellow and dirty, with four-day beards, and
they grouped thenselves in the tired, unpreneditated nmanner of
men on a weck. They talked little. The situation perplexed

t hem beyond any suggestion of ideas. Three had been hurt in the
pitching up of the ship during the fight, and one had a bandaged
bullet wound. It was incredible that this little band of nen had
committed murder and nmassacre on a scal e beyond precedent. None
of them who squatted on the sl oping gas-padded partition, soup
mug in hand, seemed really guilty of anything of the sort, seened
really capable of hurting a dog wantonly. They were all so

mani festly built for honely chalets on the solid earth and
carefully tilled fields and blond wi ves and cheery nerrymaki ng.
The red-faced, sturdy man with |ight eyel ashes who had brought
the first news of the air battle to the men's ness had finished

his soup, and with an expression of maternal solicitude was



readj usti ng the bandages of a youngster whose arm had been

spr ai ned.

Bert was crunbling the last of his bread into the last of his
soup, eking it out as |ong as possible, when suddenly he becane
aware that every one was looking at a pair of feet that were
dangl i ng across the downturned open doorway. Kurt appeared and
squatted across the hinge. 1In sonme nmysterious way he had shaved
his face and snmoot hed down his Iight golden hair. He |ooked

extraordinarily cherubic. "Der Prinz," he said.

A second pair of boots followed, making wi de and magnificent
gestures in their attenpts to feel the door franme. Kurt guided
themto a foothold, and the Prince, shaved and brushed and
beeswaxed and clean and big and terrible, slid down into position
astride of the door. Al the nen and Bert al so stood up and

sal ut ed.

The Prince surveyed themwith the gesture of a man who site a

steed. The head of the Kapitan appeared beside him

Then Bert had a terrible nonent. The blue blaze of the Prince's
eye fell upon him the great finger pointed, a question was

asked. Kurt intervened w th explanations.

"So," said the Prince, and Bert was di sposed of.

Then the Prince addressed the nmen in short, heroic sentences,
steadying hinself on the hinge with one hand and wavi ng the other
ina fine variety of gesture. Wat he said Bert could not tell
but he perceived that their demeanor changed, their backs
stiffened. They began to punctuate the Prince's discourse with

cries of approval. At the end their |eader burst into song and



all the men with him "Ein feste Burg ist unser Gott," they
chanted in deep, strong tones, with an i mense noral uplifting.

It was glaringly inappropriate in a damaged, hal f-overturned, and
si nki ng airship, which had been disabl ed and bl own out of action
after inflicting the cruellest bonbardnent in the world's
history; but it was imensely stirring nevertheless. Bert was
deeply noved. He could not sing any of the words of Luther's

great hymm, but he opened his nouth and emitted | oud, deep, and

partially harnoni ous notes...

Far bel ow, this deep chanting struck on the ears of a little canp
of Christianised hal f-breeds who were |unbering. They were
breakfasting, but they rushed out cheerfully, quite prepared for
the Second Advent. They stared at the shattered and tw sted
Vaterland driving before the gale, anmazed beyond words. |n so
many respects it was like their idea of the Second Advent, and
then again in so many respects,it wasn't. They stared at its
passage, awe-stricken and perpl exed beyond their power of words.
The hymn ceased. Then after a long interval a voice came out of

heaven. "Vat id diss blace here galled itself; vat?"

They made no answer. Indeed they did not understand, though the

question repeated itself.

And at last the nonster drove away northward over a crest of pine
woods and was no nore seen. They fell into a hot and | ong

di sputation. ..

The hymm ended. The Prince's | egs dangl ed up the passage again,
and every one was briskly prepared for heroic exertion and

triunmphant acts. "Smallways!" cried Kurt, "come here!"



Then Bert under Kurt's direction, had his first experience of the

work of an air-sailor

The i medi ate task before the captain of the Vaterland was a very
sinmple one. He had to keep afloat. The wind, though it had
fallen fromits earlier violence, was still blow ng strongly
enough to render the grounding of so clunmsy a nass extrenely
dangerous, even if it had been desirable for the Prince to | and
in inhabited country, and so risk capture. It was necessary to
keep the airship up until the wind fell and then, if possible, to
descend in sone lonely district of the Territory where there
woul d be a chance of repair or rescue by some searchi ng consort.
In order to do this weight had to be dropped, and Kurt was
detailed with a dozen nen to clinb down anong the weckage of the
defl ated air-chanbers and cut the stuff clear, portion by
portion, as the airship sank. So Bert, armed with a sharp
cutlass, found hinself clanbering about upon netting four
thousand feet up in the air, trying to understand Kurt when he

spoke in English and to divine himwhen he used German.

It was giddy work, but not nearly so giddy as a rather
overnourished reader sitting in a warmroom m ght inagine. Bert
found it quite possible to | ook down and contenplate the wild
sub-arctic | andscape bel ow, now devoid of any sign of habitation
a land of rocky cliffs and cascades and broad swirling desol ate
rivers, and of trees and thickets that grew nore stunted and
scrubby as the day wore on. Here and there on the hills were
pat ches and pockets of snow. And over all this he worked,
hacki ng away at the tough and slippery oiled silk and clinging
stoutly to the netting. Presently they cleared and dropped a
tangl e of bent steel rods and wires fromthe frane, and a big
chunk of silk bladder. That was trying. The airship flew up at

once as this | oose hanper parted. It seemed al nost as though



they were dropping all Canada. The stuff spread out in the air
and floated down and hit and twisted up in a nasty fashion on the
lip of a gorge. Bert clung like a frozen nonkey to his ropes and

did not nove a nuscle for five mnutes.

But there was sonething very exhilarating, he found, in this
danger ous work, and above every thing else, there was the sense
of fellowship. He was no |longer an isolated and distrustfu
stranger anong these others, he had now a common object with
them he worked with a friendly rivalry to get through with his
share before them And he devel oped a great respect and
affection for Kurt, which had hitherto been only latent in him
Kurt with a job to direct was al together admrable; he was
resourceful, helpful, considerate, swift. He seened to be
everywhere. One forgot his pinkness, his light cheerful ness of
manner. Directly one had trouble he was at hand with sound and

confident advice. He was |ike an elder brother to his nen.

Al'l together they cleared three considerabl e chunks of w eckage,
and then Bert was glad to clanmber up into the cabins again and
give place to a second squad. He and his conpani ons were given
hot coffee, and indeed, even gloved as they were, the job had
been a cold one. They sat drinking it and regardi ng each ot her
with satisfaction. One nan spoke to Bert am ably in German, and
Bert nodded and snmiled. Through Kurt, Bert, whose ankles were
al most frozen, succeeded in getting a pair of top-boots from one

of the disabled nen.

In the afternoon the wind abated greatly, and snmall, infrequent
snowf | akes cane drifting by. Snow al so spread nore abundantly
bel ow, and the only trees were clunps of pine and spruce in the
|l ower valleys. Kurt went with three men into the still intact

gas-chanbers, let out a certain quantity of gas fromthem and



prepared a series of ripping panels for the descent. Also the
resi due of the bonbs and expl osives in the magazi ne were thrown
overboard and fell, detonating loudly, in the wlderness bel ow
And about four o'clock in the afternoon upon a wi de and rocky

plain within sight of snowcrested cliffs, the Vaterland ri pped

and grounded.

It was necessarily a difficult and violent affair, for the

Vaterl and had not been planned for the necessities of a balloon
The captain got one panel ripped too soon and the others not soon
enough. She dropped heavily, bounced clunsily, and snashed the
hangi ng gallery into the fore-part, nmortally injuring Von
Wnterfeld, and then came down in a collapsing heap after
dragging for some nonents. The forward shield and its machi ne
gun tunbled in upon the things below Two nen were hurt badly--
one got a broken leg and one was internally injured--by flying
rods and wires, and Bert was pinned for a tine under the side.
When at |ast he got clear and could take a view of the situation
the great black eagle that had started so splendidly from
Franconi a si x eveni ngs ago, spraw ed defl ated over the cabins of
the airship and the frost-bitten rocks of this desolate place and
| ooked a nost unfortunate bird--as though sone one had caught it
and wrung its neck and cast it aside. Several of the crew of the
airship were standing about in silence, contenplating the

wr eckage and the enpty w |l derness into which they had fallen

O hers were busy under the inronptu tent nade by the enpty
gas-chanbers. The Prince had gone a little way of f and was
scrutinising the distant heights through his field-glass. They
had the appearance of old sea cliffs; here and there were snall
clunmps of conifers, and in two places tall cascades. The nearer
ground was strewn with gl aci ated boul ders and supported not hi ng
but a stunted Al pi ne vegetation of conpact clustering stens and

stal kless flowers. No river was visible, but the air was full of



the rush and babble of a torrent close at hand. A bleak and
biting wind was bl owi ng. Ever and again a snowfl ake drifted
past. The springless frozen earth under Bert's feet felt

strangely dead and heavy after the buoyant airship.

So it came about that that great and powerful Prince Karl Al bert
was for a time thrust out of the stupendous conflict he chiefly
had been instrunental in provoking. The chances of battle and
the weat her conspired to maroon himin Labrador, and there he
raged for six long days, while war and wonder swept the worl d.
Nati on rose against nation and air-fleet grappled air-fleet,
cities blazed and nen died in nultitudes; but in Labrador one

m ght have dreant that, except for a little noise of hammrering,

the world was at peace.

There the encanpnent lay; froma di stance the cabins, hovered
over with the silk of the balloon part, |ooked like a gipsy's
tent on a rather exceptional scale, and all the avail abl e hands
were busy in building out of the steel of the framework a nast
fromwhich the Vaterland's el ectricians night hang the |ong
conductors of the apparatus for wireless tel egraphy that was to
link the Prince to the world again. There were tines when it
seened they would never rig that mast. Fromthe outset the party
suffered hardshi p. They were not too abundantly provisioned, and
they were put on short rations, and for all the thick garnments
they had, they were but ill-equi pped against the piercing w nd
and i nhospitable violence of this wilderness. The first night
was spent in darkness and without fires. The engines that had
suppl i ed power were smashed and dropped far away to the south,
and there was never a match anong the conpany. It had been death

to carry matches. All the expl osives had been thrown out of the



magazi ne, and it was only towards norning that the bird-faced nman
whose cabin Bert had taken in the beginning confessed to a brace
of duelling pistols and cartridges, with which a fire could be

started. Afterwards the |ockers of the nmachine gun were found to

contain a supply of unused ammunition

The night was a distressing one and seened al nost interm nabl e.
Hardly any one slept. There were seven wounded nmen aboard, and
Von Wnterfeld' s head had been injured, and he was shivering and
in delirium struggling with his attendant and shouting strange
t hi ngs about the burning of New York. The men crept together in
the mess-roomin the darkling, wapped in what they could find
and drank cocoa fromthe firel ess heaters and listened to his
cries. In the norning the Prince nade them a speech about
Destiny, and the God of his Fathers and the pleasure and glory of
giving one's life for his dynasty, and a nunber of simlar

consi derations that mght otherw se have been neglected in that
bl eak wil derness. The nen cheered wi thout enthusiasm and far

away a wol f how ed.

Then they set to work, and for a week they toiled to put up a
mast of steel, and hang fromit a gridiron of copper wires two
hundred feet by twelve. The thene of all that tine was work,
work continually, straining and toil some work, and all the rest
was grimhardship and evil chances, save for a certain wild

spl endour in the sunset and sunrise in the torrents and drifting
weat her, in the wlderness about them They built and tended a
ring of perpetual fires, gangs roamed for brushwood and nmet with
wol ves, and the wounded men and their beds were brought out from
the airship cabins, and put in shelters about the fires. There
old Von Wnterfeld raved and becane quiet and presently died, and
three of the other wounded sickened for want of good food, while

their fellows nmended. These things happened, as it were, in the



wi ngs; the central facts before Bert's consci ousness were al ways
firstly the perpetual toil, the holding and lifting, and |ugging
at heavy and clunmsy nmasses, the tedious filing and w ndi ng of

wi res, and secondly, the Prince, urgent and threateni ng whenever

a man rel axed. He would stand over them and point over their

heads, southward into the enpty sky. "The world there," he said
in German, "is waiting for us! Fifty Centuries come to their
Consunmmation.™ Bert did not understand the words, but he read

the gesture. Several tines the Prince grew angry; once with a
man who was working slowy, once with a man who stole a conrade's
ration. The first he scolded and set to a nore tedious task; the
second he struck in the face and ill-used. He did no work
himself. There was a clear space near the fires in which he
woul d wal k up and down, sonetimes for two hours together, wth
arnms folded, nmuttering to hinself of Patience and his destiny.

At times these mutterings broke out into rhetoric, into shouts
and gestures that would arrest the workers; they would stare at
himuntil they perceived that his blue eyes glared and his wavi ng
hand addressed itself always to the southward hills. On Sunday
the work ceased for half an hour, and the Prince preached on
faith and God's friendship for David, and afterwards they al

sang: "Ein feste Burg ist unser Cott."

In an inprovised hovel lay Von Wnterfeld, and all one norning he
raved of the greatness of Germany. "Blut und Eisen!" he shouted,
and then, as if in derision, "Welt-Politik--ha, hal!" Then he
woul d expl ain conplicated questions of polity to inaginary
hearers, in low, wily tones. The other sick nmen kept still,
listening to him Bert's distracted attention would be recalled

by Kurt. "Snallways, take that end. So!"

Slowmy, tediously, the great mast was rigged and hoi sted foot by

foot into place. The electricians had contrived a catchment poo



and a wheel in the torrent close at hand--for the little

Mul hausen dynanmo with its turbinal volute used by the

tel egraphi sts was quite adaptable to water driving, and on the
sixth day in the evening the apparatus was in working order and
the Prince was calling--weakly, indeed, but calling--to his
air-fleet across the enpty spaces of the world. For a tine he

cal | ed unheeded.

The effect of that evening was to linger long in Bert's nenory.
Ared fire spluttered and bl azed cl ose by the electricians at
their work, and red gleans xan up the vertical steel nast and
threads of copper wire towards the zenith. The Prince sat on a
rock close by, with his chin on his hand, waiting. Beyond and to
the northward was the cairn that covered Von Wnterfeld,
surmounted by a cross of steel, and from anong the tunbl ed rocks
in the distance the eyes of a wolf gleanmed redly. On the other
hand was the weckage of the great airship and the nmen bi vouacked
about a second ruddy flare. They were all keeping very still, as
if waiting to hear what news mght presently be given them Far
away, across many hundreds of miles of desolation, other wirel ess
masts woul d be clicking, and snappi ng, and waking into responsive
vi bration. Perhaps they were not. Perhaps those throbs upon the
etherz .wasted thensel ves upon a regardless world. Wen the nen
spoke, they spoke in low tones. Now and then a bird shrieked
renotely, and once a wolf howled. All these things were set in

the i mense col d spaci ousness of the wild.

Bert got the news last, and chiefly in broken English, froma
linguist among his mates. It was only far on in the night that
the weary tel egraphist got an answer to his calls, but then the

messages cane clear and strong. And such news it was!



"I say," said Bert at his breakfast, ami dst a great cl anour,

"tell us a bit."

"Al'l de vorlt is at vor!" said the |linguist, waving his cocoa in

an illustrative manner, "all de vorlt is at vor!"

Bert stared southward into the dawn. It did not seem so

"All de vorlt is at vor! They haf burn' Berlin; they haf burn
London; they haf burn' Hanburg and Paris. Chapan hass burn San
Franci sco. W haf mate a canp at Niagara. Dat is whad they are
telling us. China has cot drachenflieger and |uftschiffe beyont

counting. Al de vorlt is at vor!"

"Gaw |" said Bert.

"Yess," said the |inguist, drinking his cocoa.

"Burnt up London, 'ave they? Like we did New York?"

"It wass a bonbardnent."

"They don't say anything about a place called Capham or Bun

Hill, do they?"

"I haf heard noding," said the |inguist.

That was all Bert could get for a time. But the excitenent of
all the nmen about hi mwas contagi ous, and presently he saw Kurt
standi ng al one, hands behind him and | ooking at one of the
distant waterfalls very steadfastly. He went up and sal uted,

sol di er-fashion. "Beg pardon, lieutenant,” he said.



Kurt turned his face. It was unusually grave that norning. "I
was just thinking | would like to see that waterfall closer,” he

said. "It renminds ne--what do you want?"

"I can't nake 'ead or tail of what they're saying, sir. Wuld

you mind telling ne the news?"

"Damm the news," said Kurt. "You'll get news enough before the
day's out. It's the end of the world. They're sending the G af
Zeppelin for us. She'll be here by the norning, and we ought to

be at Ni agara--or eternal smash--within eight and forty hours. ..
| want to look at that waterfall. You' d better cone with ne.

Have you had your rations?"

"Yessir."

"Very well. Cone."

And mnusing profoundly, Kurt led the way across the rocks towards

the distant waterfall

For a tine Bert wal ked behind himin the character of an escort;
then as they passed out of the atnosphere of the encanpnent, Kurt

| agged for himto cone al ongside.

"W shall be back init all in tw days' tine," he said. "And
it's a devil of a war to go back to. That's the news. The

worl d's gone mad. Qur fleet beat the Americans the night we got
di sabled, that's clear. W |ost el even--eleven airships certain,
and all their aeroplanes got snmashed. God knows how nuch we
smashed or how many we killed. But that was only the begi nning.
Qur start's been like firing a nagazi ne. Every country was

hi ding flying-machines. They're fighting in the air all over



Europe--all over the world. The Japanese and Chi nese have joi ned
in. That's the great fact. That's the suprene fact. They've
pounced into our little quarrels.... The Yellow Peril was a peri
after all! They've got thousands of airships. They're all over

the world. We bonbarded London and Paris, and now t he French and

Engl i sh have smashed up Berlin. And now Asia is at us all, and
on the top of us all.... It's mania. China on the top. And
they don't know where to stop. It's linmtless. |It's the |ast

confusion. They're bonbarding capitals, smashing up dockyards

and factories, mnes and fleets."

"Did they do nuch to London, sir?" asked Bert.

"Heaven knows...."

He said no nore for a tine.

"This Labrador seens a quiet place," he resuned at last. "I'm
half a mnd to stay here. Can't do that. No! 1've got to see
it through. 1've got to see it through. You' ve got to, too
Every one.... But why?... | tell you--our world s gone to pieces.

There's no way out of it, no way back. Here we are! W're like
m ce caught in a house on fire, we're like cattle overtaken by a
flood. Presently we shall be picked up, and back we shall go
into the fighting. W shall kill and smash agai n--perhaps. It's
a Chi no-Japanese air-fleet this tinme, and the odds are agai nst

us. Qur turns will conme. What will happen to you | don't know

but for myself, | know quite well; | shall be killed."

"You'l | be all right," said Bert, after a queer pause.

"No!" said Kurt, "I'mgoing to be killed. 1 didn't know, it
before, but this norning, at dawn, | knew it-as though |I'd been

told. "



"I tell you I know. "

"But ' ow COULD you know?"

"1 know. "

"Li ke being told?"

"Li ke being certain.

"I know," he repeated, and for a tine they wal ked in silence

towards the waterfall.

Kurt, wapped in his thoughts, wal ked heedl essly, and at | ast
broke out again. "l've always felt young before, Smallways, but
this morning | feel old--old. So old! Nearer to death than old
men feel. And I've always. thought life was a lark. It isn't....
This sort of thing has al ways been happening, | suppose--these
things, wars and earthquakes, that sweep across all the decency
of life. It's just as though | had woke up to it all for the
first tine. Every night since we were at New York |'ve dream of
it.... And it's always been so--it's the way of life. People are
torn away fromthe people they care for; honmes are smashed,
creatures full of life, and nmenories, and little peculiar gifts
are scal ded and snashed, and torn to pieces, and starved, and
spoilt. London! Berlin! San Francisco! Think of all the human
histories we ended in New York!... And the others go on again as
t hough such things weren't possible. As | went on! Like aninals!

Just |ike animals."

He said nothing for a long time, and then he dropped out, "The



Prince is a lunatic!"”

They cane to a place where they had to clinb, and then to a | ong
peat | evel beside rivulet. There a quantity of delicate little
pi nk flowers caught Bert's eye. "Gaw" he said, and stooped to

pick one. "In a place like this."

Kurt stopped and half turned. H's face w nced.

"l never see such a flower," said Bert. "lIt's so delicate.

"Pick sonme nore if you want to," said Kurt.

Bert did so, while Kurt stood and watched him

"Funny 'ow one al ways wants to pick flowers," said Bert.

Kurt had nothing to add to that.

They went on again, without talking, for a long tine.

At |ast they cane to a rocky humock, from which the view of the
wat erfall opened out. There Kurt stopped and seated hinself on a

r ock.

"That's as nuch as | wanted to see,” he explained. "It isn't

very like, but it's like enough."

"Li ke what ?"

"Anot her waterfall | knew "

He asked a question abruptly. "Got a girl, Smallways?"



"Funny thing," said Bert, "those flowers, | suppose.--1 was jes

thinking of 'er.”

"So was |."

"WHAT! Edna?"

"No. | was thinking of MY Edna. W've all got Ednas, | suppose,
for our imaginations to play about. This was a girl. But al
that's past for ever. |It's hard to think |I can't see her just

for a mnute--just let her know I'mthinking of her.”

"Very likely," said Bert, "you'll see 'er all right."
"No," said Kurt with decision, "I KNOW™
"I met her," he went on, "in a place like this--in the

Al ps--Engstlen Alp. There's a waterfall rather like this one--a
broad waterfall down towards | nnertkirchen. That's why | came
here this norning. W slipped away and had hal f a day together
beside it. And we picked flowers. Just such flowers as you

pi cked. The sane for all | know And gentian."

"I know' said Bert, "me and Edna--we done things |like that.

Flowers. And all that. Seens years off now "

"She was beautiful and daring and shy, Mein Gott! | can hardly
hold nyself for the desire to see her and hear her voice again
before |I die. Wiere is she?... Look here, Smallways, | shal

wite a sort of letter-- And there's her portrait."” He touched

his breast pocket.

"You'l| see 'er again all right," said Bert.



"No'! | shall never see her again.... | don't understand why
peopl e should neet just to be torn apart. But | know she and
will never neet again. That | know as surely as that the sun
will rise, and that cascade come shining over the rocks after
am dead and done.... Ch! It's all foolishness and haste and
viol ence and cruel folly, stupidity and blundering hate and
selfish anbition--all the things that nen have done--all the
things they will ever do. Gott! Smallways, what a nuddl e and
confusion life has always been--the battles and nassacres and
di sasters, the hates and harsh acts, the murders and sweati ngs,

the lynchings and cheatings. This nmorning | amtired of it all

as though 1'd just found it out for the first tine. | HAVE found
it out. Wien a man is tired of life, | suppose it is time for
himto die. 1've lost heart, and death is over ne. Death is

close to ne, and | know | have got to end. But think of all the
hopes | had only a little tine ago, the sense of fine
beginnings!... It was all a sham There were no begi nnings. ..
We're just ants in ant-hill cities, in a world that doesn't
matter; that goes on and ranbles into nothingness. New York--New
York doesn't even strike nme as horrible. New York was not hing

but an ant-hill kicked to pieces by a fool

"Think of it, Smallways: there's war everywhere! They're
smashing up their civilisation before they have made it. The
sort of thing the English did at Al exandria, the Japanese at Port
Arthur, the French at Casabl anca, is going on everywhere.
Everywhere! Down in South America even they are fighting anong
thensel ves! No place is safe--no place is at peace. There is no
pl ace where a wonman and her daughter can hi de and be at peace.
The war comes through the air, bonbs drop in the night. Quiet
peopl e go out in the nmorning, and see air-fleets passing

over head--dri ppi ng death--dri ppi ng death!"



CHAPTER VI I |

A WORLD AT WAR

It was only very slowy that Bert got hold of this idea that the
whol e world was at war, that he fornmed any inmage at all of the
crowded countries south of these Arctic solitudes stricken with
terror and dismay as these new born aerial navies swept across
their skies. He was not used to thinking of the world as a
whol e, but as a limtless hinterland of happeni ngs beyond the
range of his immediate vision. War in his imagination was

somet hing, a source of news and enotion, that happened in a
restricted area, called the Seat of War. But now the whole

at mosphere was the Seat of War, and every land a cockpit. So
closely had the nations raced al ong the path of research and

i nvention, so secret and yet so parallel had been their plans and
acquisitions, that it was within a few hours of the |aunching of
the first fleet in Franconia that an Asiatic Arnmada beat its
west -ward way across, high above the marvelling nillions in the
plain of the Ganges. But the preparations of the Confederation
of Eastern Asia had been on an altogether nore col ossal scale

than the German. "Wth this step," said Tan Ti ng-siang, "we
overtake and pass the West. W recover the peace of the world

that these barbarians have destroyed."

Their secrecy and swiftness and inventions had far surpassed
those of the Germans, and where the Germans had had a hundred nen
at work the Asiatics had ten thousand. There cane to their great
aeronautic parks at Chinsi-fu and Tsingyen by the nono-rails that
now | aced the whole surface of China a linitless supply of

skilled and abl e worknen, worknen far above the average European



in industrial efficiency. The news of the German World Surprise
sinply quickened their efforts. At the tine of the bonbardnent
of New York it is doubtful if the Germans had three hundred
airships all together in the world; the score of Asiatic fleets
flying east and west and south nust have nunbered severa
thousand. Mreover the Asiatics had a real fighting
flying-nmachine, the Niais as they were called, a light but quite
efficient weapon, infinitely superior to the Gernman
drachenflieger. Like that, it was a one-man machi ne, but it was
built very lightly of steel and cane and chenical silk, with a
transverse engi ne, and a flapping sidewi ng. The aeronaut carried
a gun firing explosive bullets | oaded with oxygen, and in
addition, and true to the best tradition of Japan, a sword.
Mostly they were Japanese, and it is characteristic that fromthe
first it was contenplated that the aeronaut should be a
swordsman. The wings of these flyers had bat-Iike hooks forward,
by which they were to cling to their antagonist's gas-chanbers
whil e boarding him These light flying-nmachines were carried
with the fleets, and also sent overland or by sea to the front
with the men. They were capable of flights of fromtw to five

hundred mles according to the w nd.

So, hard upon the uprush of the first German air-fleet, these
Asiatic swarns took to the atnosphere. Instantly every organised
Government in the world, was frantically and vehenently buil ding
ai rshi ps and whatever approach to a flying nachine its inventors
had di scovered. There was no tine for diplonacy. Warnings and
ultimtunms wer telegraphed to and fro, and in a few hours all the
pani c-fierce world was openly at war, and at war in the nost
complicated way. For Britain and France and Italy had decl ared
war upon Germany and outraged Swiss neutrality; India, at the
sight of Asiatic airships, had broken into a Hi ndoo insurrection

in Bengal and a Mohanetan revolt hostile to this in the



Nort h-west Provinces--the latter spreading like wildfire from
Gobi to the Gold Coast--and the Confederation of Eastern Asia had
seized the oil wells of Burmha and was inpartially attacking
Anerica and Gerrmany. In a week they were building airships in
Damascus and Cairo and Johannesburg; Australia and New Zeal and
were frantically equi pping thenselves. One unique and terrifying
aspect of this devel opnent was the swiftness with which these
monsters could be produced. To build an ironclad took fromtwo to
four years; an airship could be put together in as many weeks.

Mor eover, conpared with even a torpedo boat, the airship was
remar kably sinple to construct, given the air-chanber naterial
the engines, the gas plant, and the design, it was reallt not
nore conplicated and far easier than an ordi nary wooden boat had
been a hundred years before. And now from Cape Horn to Nova
Zenmbl a, and from Canton round to Canton again, there were

factories and workshops and industrial resources.

And the Gernan airships were barely in sight of the Atlantic
waters, the first Asiatic fleet was scarcely reported from Upper
Burmah, before the fantastic fabric of credit and finance that
had held the world together economcally for a hundred years
strained and snapped. A tornado of realisation swept through
every stock exchange in the world; banks stopped paynent,

busi ness shrank and ceased, factories ran on for a day or so by a
sort of inertia, conpleting the orders of bankrupt and

ext i ngui shed customers, then stopped. The New York Bert
Smal | ways saw, for all its glare of light and traffic, was in the
pit of an econonmic and financial collapse unparalleled in
history. The flow of the food supply was already a little
checked. And before the world-war had | asted two weeks--by the
time, that is, that mast was rigged in Labrador--there was not a
city or town in the world outside China, however fair fromthe

actual centres of destruction, where police and government were



not adopting special energency nethods to deal with a want of

food and a glut of unenpl oyed peopl e.

The special peculiarities of aerial warfare were of such a nature
as to trend, once it had begun, alnost inevitably towards social
di sorgani sation. The first of these peculiarities was brought
home to the Germans in their attack upon New York; the inmense
power of destruction an airship has over the thing below, and its
relative inability to occupy or police or guard or garrison a
surrendered position. Necessarily, in the face of urban

popul ations in a state of econonic disorganisation and infuriated
and starving, this led to violent and destructive collisions, and
even where the air-fleet floated inactive above, there would be
civil conflict and passionate di sorder below Nothing conparable
to this state of affairs had been known in the previous history
of warfare, unless we take such a case as that of a nineteenth
century warship attacking some |arge savage or barbaric
settlenent, or one of those naval bonbardnments that disfigure the
history of Great Britain in the late eighteenth century. Then

i ndeed, there had been cruelties and destruction that faintly
foreshadowed the horrors of the aerial war. Mreover, before the
twentieth century the world had had but one experience, and that
a conparatively light one, in the Communi st insurrection of

Paris, 1871, of the possibilities of a nbdern urban popul ation

under warli ke stresses.

A second peculiarity of airship war as it first cane to the world
that al so made for social collapse, was the ineffectiveness of
the early air-ships against each other. Upon anything bel ow t hey
could rain explosives in the nost deadly fashion, forts and ships
and cities lay at their nercy, but unless they were prepared for
a suicidal grapple they could do renarkably little mschief to

each other. The armament of the huge German airships, big as the



bi ggest manmoth liners afloat, was one nmachi ne gun that could
easily have been packed up on a couple of mules. In addition
when it became evident that the air nust be fought for, the
air-sailors were provided with rifles with explosive bullets of
oxygen or inflanmmabl e substance, but no airship at any tinme ever
carried as nuch in the way of guns and armour as the small est
gunboat on the navy list had been accustoned to do.

Consequently, when these nonsters nmet in battle, they nanoeuvred
for the upper place, or grappled and fought l|ike junks, throw ng
grenades fighting hand to hand in an entirely nedi eval fashion
The risks of a collapse and fall on either side canme near to

bal ancing in every case the chances of victory. As a
consequence, and after their first experiences of battle, one
finds a growi ng tendency on the part of the air-fleet admirals to
evade joining battle, and to seek rather the noral advantage of a

destructive counter attack.

And if the airships were too ineffective, the early
drachenflieger were either too unstable, like the German, or too
light, like the Japanese, to produce inmmedi ately decisive
results. Later, it is true, the Brazilians |aunched a
flying-machine of a type and scal e that was capabl e of dealing
with an airship, but they built only three or four, they operated
only in South America, and they vani shed from history untraceably
in the time when worl d-bankruptcy put a stop to all further

engi neering production on any consi derabl e scal e.

The third peculiarity of aerial warfare was that it was at once
enornously destructive and entirely indecisive. It had this

uni que feature, that both sides lay open to punitive attack. In
all previous forms of war, both by |and and sea, the |osing side
was speedily unable to raid its antagonist's territory and the

communi cati ons. One fought on a "front," and behind that front



the winner's supplies and resources, his towns and factories and
capital, the peace of his country, were secure. |f the war was a
naval one, you destroyed your eneny's battle fleet and then

bl ockaded his ports, secured his coaling stations, and hunted
down any stray cruisers that threatened your ports of conmerce
But to bl ockade and watch a coastline is one thing, to bl ockade
and watch the whole surface of a country is another, and cruisers
and privateers are things that take long to make, that cannot be
packed up and hidden and carried unostentatiously frompoint to
point. In aerial war the stronger side, even supposing it
destroyed the nmain battle fleet of the weaker, had then either to
patrol and watch or destroy every possible point at which he

m ght produce another and perhaps a novel and nore deadly form of
flyer. It meant darkening his air with airships. It meant
bui |l di ng them by the thousand and maki ng aeronauts by the. hundred
thousand. A snall uninitated airship could be hidden in a
railway shed, in a village street, in a wod; a flying nachine is

even | ess conspi cuous.

And in the air are no streets, no channels, no point where one
can say of an antagonist, "If he wants to reach ny capital he

must cone by here.” In the air all directions | ead everywhere.

Consequently it was inpossible to end a war by any of the

est abli shed nethods. A, having out nunbered and overwhel ned B
hovers, a thousand airships strong, over his capital, threatening
to bonbard it unless B subnmits. B replies by wireless tel egraphy
that he is nowin the act of bonbarding the chief nmanufacturing
city of A by neans of three raider airships. A denounces B's
raiders as pirates and so forth, bonbards B's capital, and sets
off to hunt down B's airships, while B, in a state of passionate
enotion and heroi ¢ unconquerabl eness, sets to work amidst his

ruins, naking fresh airships and expl osives for the benefit of A



The war becane perforce a universal guerilla war, a war
inextricably involving civilians and hones and all the apparatus

of social l|ife.

These aspects of aerial fighting took the world by surprise.
There had been no foresight to deduce these consequences. |If
there had been, the world would have arranged for a Universa
Peace Conference in 1900. But nechani cal invention had gone
faster than intell ectual and social organisation, and the world,
with its silly old flags, its silly unmeaning tradition of
nationality, its cheap newspapers and cheaper passions and

i mperialisns, its base comercial notives and habitua
insincerities and vulgarities, its race lies and conflicts, was
taken by surprise. Once the war began there was no stopping it.
The flinsy fabric of credit that had grown with no nman
foreseeing, and that had held those hundreds of millions in an
econom ¢ interdependence that no man clearly understood,

di ssolved in panic. Everywhere went the airships dropping bonbs,
destroyi ng any hope of a rally, and everywhere bel ow were
econom ¢ catastrophe, starving workless people, rioting, and
soci al disorder. Whatever constructive guiding intelligence
there had been anong the nations vani shed in the passionate
stresses of the time. Such newspapers and docunents and
histories as survive fromthis period all tell one universa
story of towns and cities with the food supply interrupted and
their streets congested with starving unenpl oyed; of crises in
adm nistration and states of siege, of provisional Governnents
and Councils of Defence, and, in the cases of India and Egypt,
insurrectionary conmittees taking charge of the re-armng of the
popul ation, of the nmaking of batteries and gun-pits, of the

veherment nmanufacture of airships and flying-machi nes.

One sees these things in glinpses, in illuminated nmoments, as if



through a driving reek of clouds, going on all over the world.

It was the dissolution of an age; it was the collapse of the
civilisation that had trusted to machinery, and the instrunments
of its destruction were machines. But while the collapse of the
previous great civilisation, that of Rone, had been a matter of
centuries, had been a thing of phase and phase, |ike the ageing
and dying of a man, this, like his killing by railway or notor

car, was one swi ft, conclusive smashing and an end.

The early battles of the aerial war were no doubt deternined by
attenpts to realise the old naval maxim to ascertain the
position of the eneny's fleet and to destroy it. There was first
the battle of the Bernese Oberland, in which the Italian and
French navigables in their flank raid upon the Franconi an Park
were assailed by the Swiss experinental squadron, supported as
the day wore on by German airships, and then the encounter of the
British Wnterhouse-Dunn aeroplanes with three unfortunate

Ger nans.

Then cane the Battle of North India, in which the entire
Angl o-1 ndi an aeronautic settlement establishnment fought for three
days agai nst overwhel mi ng odds, and was di spersed and destroyed

in detail.

And sinultaneously with the beginning of that, commenced the
monent ous struggle of the Germans and Asiatics that is usually
known as the Battle of Niagara because of the objective of the
Asiatic attack. But it passed gradually into a sporadic conflict
over half a continent. Such German airships as escaped
destruction in battle descended and surrendered to the Americans,
and were re-nanned, and in the end it becane a series of pitiless

and heroic encounters between the Anericans, savagely resolved to



extermnate their enemes, and a continually reinforced arny of

i nvasi on from Asia quartered upon the Pacific slope and supported
by an inmense fleet. Fromthe first the war in Anerica was
fought with inplacable bitterness; no quarter was asked, no
prisoners were taken. Wth ferocious and magnificent energy the
Anmeri cans constructed and | aunched ship after ship to battle and
perish against the Asiatic nmultitudes. Al other affairs were
subordinate to this war, the whole popul ation was presently
living or dying for it. Presently, as | shall tell, the white
men found in the Butteridge nachine a weapon that could neet and

fight the flying-nmachines of the Asiatic swordsman.

The Asiatic invasion of America conpletely effaced the

German- American conflict. It vanishes fromhistory. At first it
had seened to pronmise quite sufficient tragedy in
itself--beginning as it did in unforgettabl e massacre. After the
destruction of central New York all America had risen |ike one
man, resolved to die a thousand deaths rather than subnmit to
Germany. The Germans grimy resol ved upon beating the Anericans
into subm ssion and, follow ng out the plans devel oped by the
Prince, had seized N agara--in order to avail thenselves of its
enor nous powerworks; expelled all its inhabitants and nade a
desert of its environs as far as Buffalo. They had al so,
directly Great Britain and France declare war, wecked the
country upon the Canadi an side for nearly ten nmiles inland. They
began to bring up nmen and material fromthe fleet off the east
coast, stringing out to and fro |like bees getting honey. It was
then that the Asiatic forces appeared, and it was in their attack
upon this German base at Niagara that the air-fleets of East and

West first net and the greater issue becane clear

One conspicuous peculiarity of the early aerial fighting arose

fromthe profound secrecy with which the airships had been



prepared. Each power had had but the di mest inkling of the
schenes of its rivals, and even experinents with its own devices
were linmted by the needs of secrecy. None of the designers of
ai rshi ps and aeropl anes had known clearly what their inventions
m ght have to fight; many had not imagi ned they would have to
fight anything whatever in the air; and had planned themonly for
the dropping of explosives. Such had been the German idea. The
only weapon for fighting another airship with which the
Franconi an fleet had been provi ded was the nmachi ne gun forward.
Only after the fight over New York were the men given short
rifles with detonating bullets. Theoretically, the
drachenflieger were to have been the fighting weapon. They were
decl ared to be aerial torpedo-boats, and the aeronaut was
supposed to swoop close to his antagoni st and cast his bombs as
he whirled past. But indeed these contrivances were hopel essly
unstable; not one-third in any engagenent succeeded in getting
back to the nother airship. The rest were either smashed up or

gr ounded.

The allied Chino-Japanese fleet nade the sanme distinction as the
Germans between airships and fighting machi nes heavier than air,
but the type in both cases was entirely different fromthe
occidental nodels, and--it is eloquent of the vigour wi th which
these great peoples took up and bettered the European net hods of
scientific research in alnost every particular the invention of
Asi atic engineers. Chief anobng these, it is worth renmarking, was
Mohini K. Chatterjee, a political exile who had formerly served

in the British-Indian aeronautic park at Lahore.

The German airship was fish-shaped, with a blunted head; the
Asiatic airship was al so fish-shaped, but not so nuch on the
lines of a cod or goby as of a ray or sole. It had a wide, flat

under si de, unbroken by wi ndows or any openi ng except along the



mddle line. |Its cabins occupied its axis,, with a sort of

bri dge deck above, and the gas-chanbers gave the whole affair the
shape of a gipsy's hooped tent, except that it was nuch flatter
The German airship was essentially a navigable balloon very nuch
lighter than air; the Asiatic airship was very little lighter
than air and skimred through it with nuch greater velocity if
with considerably less stability. They carried fore and aft

guns, the latter nuch the larger, throwing inflammtory shells,
and in addition they had nests for riflenen on both the upper and
the under side. Light as this armanent was in conparison with
the smal | est gunboat that ever sailed, it was sufficient for them
to outfight as well as outfly the Gernan nonster airships. In
action they flew to get behind or over the Germans: they even
dashed underneath, avoiding only passing i medi ately beneath the
magazi ne, and then as soon as they had crossed let fly with their
rear gun, and sent flares or oxygen shells into the antagonist's

gas- chambers

It was not in their airships, but, as | have said, in their
flying-nmachi nes proper, that the strength of the Asiatics |ay.
Next only to the Butteridge machi ne, these were certainly the
nmost efficient heavier-than-air fliers that had ever appeared.
They were the invention of a Japanese artist, and they differed
in type extrenely fromthe box-kite quality of the Gernan
drachenflieger. They had curiously curved, flexible side w ngs,
nmore |ike BENT butterfly's wi ngs than anything el se, and nade of
a substance like celluloid and of brightly painted silk, and they
had a long humming-bird tail. At the forward corner of the w ngs
were hooks, rather like the claws of a bat, by which the machine
could catch and hang and tear at the walls of an airship's
gas-chanber. The solitary rider sat between the w ngs above a
transverse expl osive engine, an explosive engine that differed in

no essential particular fromthose in use in the |ight notor



bi cycles of the period. Below was a single |arge wheel. The
rider sat astride of a saddle, as in the Butteridge machi ne, and
he carried a | arge doubl e-edged two-handed sword, in addition to

his explosive-bullet firing rifle.

One sets down these particulars and conpares the points of the
American and German pattern of aeropl ane and navi gabl e, but none
of these facts were clearly known to any of those who fought in

this nonstrously confused battl e above the Anerican great |akes.

Each side went into action against it knew not what, under novel
conditions and with apparatus that even w thout hostile attacks
was capabl e of producing the nopst disconcerting surprises.
Schemes of action, attenpts at collective nmanoeuvring necessarily
went to pieces directly the fight began, just as they did in
almost all the early ironclad battles of the previous century.
Each captain then had to fall back upon individual action and his
own devi ces; one would see triunph in what another read as a cue
for flight and despair. It is as true of the Battle of N agara
as of the Battle of Lissa that it was not a battle but a bundle

of " battlettes"!

To such a spectator as Bert it presented itself as a series of

i nci dents, some i mense, sone trivial, but collectively

i ncoherent. He never had a sense of any plain issue joined, of
any point struggled for and won or lost. He saw trenendous

thi ngs happen and in the end his world darkened to disaster and

ruin.

He saw the battle fromthe ground, from Prospect Park and from

Goat |sland, whither he fled.



But the manner in which he came to be on the ground needs

expl ai ni ng.

The Prince had resuned command of his fleet through wireless

tel egraphy | ong before the Zeppelin had | ocated his encanpnent in
Labrador. By his direction the German air-fl eet, whose advance
scouts had been in contact with the Japanese over the Rocky
Mount ai ns, had concentrated upon Ni agara and awaited his arrival
He had rejoined his command early in the norning of the twelfth,
and Bert had his first prospect of the Gorge of N agara while he
was doing net drill outside the niddl e gas-chanber at sunrise.
The Zeppelin was flying very high at the time, and far bel ow he
saw the water in the gorge nmarbled with froth and then away to
the west the great crescent of the Canadian Fall shining,
flickering and foaming in the | evel sunlight and sending up a
deep, incessant thudding runble to the sky. The air-fleet was
keepi ng station in an enornmous crescent, with its horns pointing
sout h-westward, a long array of shining nonsters with tails
rotating slowy and Gernan ensigns now trailing fromtheir

bellies aft of their Marconi pendants.

Ni agara city was still largely standing then, albeit its streets
were enpty of all life. |Its bridges were intact; its hotels and
restaurants still flying flags and inviting sky signs; its

power -stations running. But about it the country on both sides
of the gorge might have been swept by a col ossal broom
Everything that could possibly give cover to an attack upon the
German position at N agara had been levelled as ruthlessly as
machi nery and expl osives could contrive; houses bl own up and
burnt, woods burnt, fences and crops destroyed. The nono-rails
had been torn up, and the roads in particular cleared of all

possibility of conceal ment or shelter. Seen from above, the



effect of this weckage was grotesque. Young woods had been
destroyed whol e-sal e by dragging wires, and the spoilt saplings,
smashed or uprooted, lay in swathes |ike corn after the sickle.
Houses had an appearance of being flattened down by the pressure
of a gigantic finger. Mich burning was still going on, and |arge
areas had been reduced to patches of snoul dering and sonetines

still glow ng bl ackness.

Here and there lay the debris of belated fugitives, carts, and
dead bodi es of horses and nmen; and where houses had had

wat er - suppl i es there were pools of water and running springs from
the ruptured pipes. In unscorched fields horses and cattle stil
fed peacefully. Beyond this desolated area the countrysi de was
still standing, but alnost all the people had fled. Buffalo was
on fire to an enornous extent, and there were no signs of any
efforts to grapple with the flames. N agara city itself was
being rapidly converted to the needs of a mlitary depot. A

| arge nunber of skilled engineers had al ready been brought from
the fleet and were busily at work adapting the exterior

i ndustrial apparatus of the place to the purposes of an
aeronautic park. They had nade a gas recharging station at the
corner of the American Fall above the funicular railway, and they
were, opening up a nuch larger area to the south for the same

pur pose. Over the power-houses and hotels and suchli ke prom nent

or inportant points the German flag was flying.

The Zeppelin circled slowy over this scene twice while the
Prince surveyed it fromthe swinging gallery; it then rose
towards the centre of the crescent and transferred the Prince and
his suite, Kurt included, to the Hohenzollern, which had been
chosen as the flagship during the inpending battle. They were
swung up on a small cable fromthe forward gallery, and the nen

of the Zeppelin manned the outer netting as the Prince and his



staff left them The Zeppelin then cane about, circled down and

grounded in Prospect Park, in order to | and the wounded and take
aboard expl osives; for she had come to Labrador with her

magazi nes enpty, it being uncertain what weight she night need to
carry. She also replenished the hydrogen in one of her forward

chanbers whi ch had | eaked

Bert was detailed as a bearer and hel ped carry the wounded one by
one into the nearest of the large hotels that faced the Canadi an
shore. The hotel was quite enpty except that there were two
trained American nurses and a negro porter, and three or four
Germans awaiting them Bert went with the Zeppelin's doctor into
the main street of the place, and they broke into a drug shop and
obt ai ned various things of which they stood in need. As they
returned they found an officer and two nen maki ng a rough
inventory of the available material in the various stores.

Except for themthe wide, main street of the town was quite
deserted, the people had been given three hours to clear out, and
everybody, it seened, had done so. At one corner a dead nan | ay
against the wall--shot. Two or three dogs were visible up the
enpty vista, but towards its river end the passage of a string of
mono-rail ears broke the stillness and the silence. They were

| oaded wi th hose, and were passing to the trainful of workers who

were converting Prospect Park into an airship dock.

Bert pushed a case of nedicine balanced on a bicycle taken from
an adj acent shop, to the hotel, and then he was sent to | oad
bonbs into the Zeppelin nmagazine, a duty that called for

el aborate care. Fromthis job he was presently called off by the
captain of the Zeppelin, who sent himwith a note to the officer
in charge of the Angl o- Amreri can Power Conpany, for the field

tel ephone had still to be adjusted. Bert received his

instructions in German, whose nmeani ng he guessed, and sal uted and



took the note, not caring to betray his ignorance of the

| anguage. He started off with a bright air of know ng his way
and turned a corner or so, and was only beginning to suspect that
he did not know where he was goi ng when his attention was
recalled to the sky by the report of a gun fromthe Hohenzollern

and cel estial cheering.

He | ooked up and found the view obstructed by the houses on
either side of the street. He hesitated, and then curiosity took
hi m back towards the bank of the river. Here his view was

i nconveni enced by trees, and it was with a start that he

di scovered the Zeppelin, which he knew had still a quarter of her
magazines to fill, was rising over Goat |sland. She had not
wai ted for her complenent of ammunition. It occurred to himthat

he was | eft behind. He ducked back anong the trees and bushes
until he felt secure fromany after-thought on the part of the
Zeppelin's captain. Then his curiosity to see what the German
air-fleet faced overcane him and drew himat |ast hal fway across

the bridge to Goat Island.

From that point he had nearly a hem sphere of sky and got his
first glinpse of the Asiatic airships lowin the sky above the

glittering tumults of the Upper Rapids.

They were far |l ess inpressive than the Gernan ships. He could
not judge the distance, and they fl ew edgeways to him so as to

conceal the broader aspect of their bulk.

Bert stood there in the nmddle of the bridge, in a place that
nost peopl e who knew it remenbered as a place popul ous with

si ght seers and excursionists, and he was the only human being in
sight there. Above him very high in the heavens, the contending
air-fleets manoeuvred; below himthe river seethed |like a sluice

towards the Anerican Fall. He was curiously dressed. Hi s cheap



bl ue serge trousers were thrust into Gernman airship rubber boots,
and on his head he wore an aeronaut's white cap that was a trifle
too large for him He thrust that back to reveal his staring
little Cockney face, still scarred upon the brow. "Gaw" he

whi sper ed.

He stared. He gesticulated. Once or twi ce he shouted and

appl auded.

Then at a certain point terror seized himand he took to his

heels in the direction of Goat Island.

For a tine after they were in sight of each other, neither fleet
attenpted to engage. The Germans nunbered sixty-seven great

ai rships and they maintained the crescent formation at a hei ght
of nearly four thousand feet. They kept a di stance of about one
and a half lengths, so that the horns of the crescent were nearly
thirty mles apart. Cdosely in tow of the airships of the
extrene squadrons on either wing were about thirty drachenflieger
ready manned,, but these were too snall and distant for Bert to

di stingui sh.

At first, only what was called the Southern fleet of the Asiatics
was visible to him It consisted of forty airships, carrying al
toget her nearly four hundred one-nman flying-machi nes upon their
flanks, and for sonme tinme it flewslowy and at a m ni num

di stance of perhaps a dozen niles fromthe Gernans, eastward
across their front. At first Bert could distinguish only the
greater bul ks, then he perceived the one-man machi nes as a

mul titude of very snall objects drifting |like notes in the

sunshi ne about and beneath the | arger shapes.



Bert saw nothing then of the second fleet of the Asiatics, though
probably that was comng into sight of the Gernmans at the tine,

in the north-west.

The air was very still, the sky al nbst w thout a cloud, and the
German fleet had risen to an i mense height, so that the airships
seenmed no | onger of any considerable size. Both ends of their
crescent showed plainly. As they beat southward they passed
slowy between Bert and the sunlight, and becane bl ack outlines
of thenselves. The drachenflieger appeared as little flecks of

bl ack on either wing of this aerial Arnmada.

The two fleets seemed in no hurry to engage. The Asiatics went
far away into the east, quickening their pace and rising as they
did so, and then tailed out into a |ong colum and cane flying
back, rising towards the German left. The squadrons of the

| atter canme about, facing this oblique advance, and suddenly
little flickerings and a faint crepitating sound told that they
had opened fire. For a time no effect was visible to the watcher
on the bridge. Then, like a handful of snowflakes, the
drachenflieger swooped to the attack, and a nmultitude of red
specks whirled up to neet them It was to Bert's sense not only
enornously renote but singularly inhuman. Not four hours since
he had been on one of those very airships, and yet they seened to
hi m now not gas-bags carrying nen, but strange sentient creatures
that nmoved about and did things with a purpose of their own. The
flight of the Asiatic and Gernman flying-nachi nes joined and
dropped eart hward, became |ike a handful of white and red rose
petals flung froma distant wi ndow, grew |arger, until Bert could
see the overturned ones spinning through the air, and were hidden
by great volumes of dark snoke that were rising in the direction

of Buffalo. For a tinme they all were hidden, then two or three



white and a nunber of red ones. rose again into the sky, like a
swarm of big butterflies, and circled fighting and drove away out

of sight again towards the east.

A heavy report recalled Bert's eyes to the zenith, and behol d,
the great crescent had lost its dressing and burst into a

di sorderly long cloud of airships! One had dropped hal fway down
the sky. It was flamng fore and aft, and even as Bert |ooked it
turned over and fell, spinning over and over itself and vani shed

into the snoke of Buffalo.

Bert's mouth opened and shut, and he clutched tighter on the rai
of the bridge. For sone nonents--they seenmed | ong nonents--the
two fleets remai ned without any further change flying obliquely
towards each other, and naki ng what canme to Bert's ears as a

m dget uproar. Then suddenly from either side airships began
dropping out of alignment, smitten by nmissiles he could neither
see nor trace. The string of Asiatic ships swung round and
either charged into or over (it was difficult to say from bel ow)
the shattered Iine of the Gernans, who seened to open out to give
way to them Sone sort of manoeuvring began, but Bert could not
grasp its inport. The left of the battle becanme a confused dance
of airships. For sonme mnutes up there the two crossing |ines of
ships | ooked so close it seenmed |like a hand-to-hand scuffle in
the sky. Then they broke up into groups and duels. The descent
of German air-ships towards the | ower sky increased. One of them
flared down and vani shed far away in the north; two dropped with
somet hing twi sted and crippled in their novenents; then a group
of antagonists cane down fromthe zenith in an eddying conflict,
two Asiatics against one German, and were presently joined by
anot her, and drove away eastward all together with others

dropping out of the German line to join them



One Asiatic either rammed or collided with a still nore gigantic
German, and the two went spinning to destruction together. The
northern squadron of Asiatics cane into the battle unnoted by
Bert, except that the nultitude of ships above seened presently
increased. In alittle while the fight was utter confusion
drifting on the whole to the southwest against the wind. It
becane nore and nore a series of group encounters. Here a huge
German airship flamed earthward with a dozen flat Asiatic craft
about her, crushing her every attenpt to recover. Here another
hung with its screw fighting off the swordsman from a swar m of
flying-machines. Here, again, an Asiatic aflame at either end
swooped out of the battle. H's attention went fromincident to
incident in the vast clearness overhead; these conspi cuous cases
of destruction caught and held his mind; it was only very slowy
that any sort of schene nmanifested itself between those nearer

nmore striking epi sodes.

The mass of the airships that eddi ed renotely above was, however,
neit her destroying nor destroyed. The majority of them seened to
be going at full speed and circling upward for position
exchangi ng i neffectual shots as they did so. Very little ramm ng
was essayed after the first tragic downfall of rammer and ramed,
and what ever attenpts at boarding were nade were invisible to
Bert. There seened, however, a steady attenpt to isolate

ant agoni sts, to cut themoff fromtheir fellows and bear them
down, causing a perpetual sailing back and interlacing of these
shoal i ng bul ks. The greater nunbers of the Asiatics and their

swi fter heeling nmovenents gave themthe effect of persistently
attacking the Germans. Overhead, and evidently endeavouring to
keep itself in touch with the works of Niagara, a body of Gernan
airships drewitself together into a conpact phal anx, and the

Asi atics becane nore and nore intent upon breaking this up. He

was grotesquely rem nded of fish in a fish-pond struggling for



crumbs. He could see puny puffs of snoke and the flash of bonbs,

but never a sound canme down to him...

A flappi ng shadow passed for a nonent between Bert and the sun
and was followed by another. A whirring of engines, click
clock, clitter clock, snote upon his ears. Instantly he forgot

the zenith.

Per haps a hundred yards above the water, out of the south, riding
like Valkyries swiftly through the air on the strange steeds the
engi neering of Europe had begotten upon the artistic inspiration
of Japan, cane a long string of Asiatic swordsman. The w ngs
flapped jerkily, click, block, clitter clock, and the machines
drove up; they spread and ceased, and the apparatus cane soaring
through the air. So they rose and fell and rose again. They
passed so closely overhead that Bert could hear their voices
calling to one another. They swooped towards Niagara city and

| anded one after another in a long line in a clear space before
the hotel. But he did not stay to watch themland. One yell ow
face had craned over and | ooked at him and for one enigmati cal

instant met his eyes...

It was then the idea cane to Bert that he was altogether too
conspicuous in the mddle of the bridge, and that he took to his
heel s towards Goat |sland. Thence, dodgi ng about anong the
trees, with perhaps an excessive self-consci ousness,

he wat ched the rest of the struggle.

When Bert's sense of security was sufficiently restored for him
to watch the battle again, he perceived that a brisk little fight
was in progress between the Asiatic aeronauts and the German

engi neers for the possession of Niagara city. It was the first



time in the whole course of the war that he had seen anythi ng
resenbling fighting as he had studied it in the illustratedpapers
of his youth. It seened to himal nost as though things were
coming right. He saw nen carrying rifles and taking cover and
running briskly frompoint to point in a | oose attacking
formation. The first batch of aeronauts had probably been under
the inpression that the city was deserted. They had grounded in
the open near Prospect Park and approached the houses towards the
power - wor ks before they were disillusioned by a sudden fire.

They had scattered back to the cover of a bank near the water--it
was too far for themto reach their machi nes again; they were
lying and firing at the nmen in the hotels and frane-houses about

t he power - works.

Then to their support came a second string of red flying-nachines
driving up fromthe east. They rose up out of the haze above the
houses and canme round in a long curve as if surveying the
position below. The fire of the Gernans rose to a roar, and one
of those soaring shapes gave an abrupt jerk backward and fel
anong the houses. The others swooped down exactly |ike great

bi rds upon the roof of the power-house. They caught upon it, and
fromeach sprang a ninble little figure and ran towards the

par apet .

O her flapping bird-shapes cane into this affair, but Bert had
not seen their comng. A staccato of shots cane over to him
rem nding himof arny manoeuvres, of newspaper descriptions of
fights, of all that was entirely correct in his conception of
warfare. He saw quite a nunber of Germans running fromthe
outlyi ng houses towards the power-house. Two fell. One lay
still, but the other wiggled and nmade efforts for a tinme. The
hotel that was used as a hospital, and to which he had hel ped

carry the wounded men fromthe Zeppelin earlier in the day,



suddenly ran up the Geneva flag. The town that had seened so
qui et had evidently been concealing a considerabl e nunber of
Germans, and they were now concentrating to hold the centra
power - house. He wondered what ammunition they might have. More
and nore of the Asiatic flying-machines cane into the conflict.
They had di sposed of the unfortunate Gernman drachenflieger and
were now aimng at the incipient aeronautic park,--the electric
gas generators and repair stations which formed the German base.
Sone, | anded, and their aeronauts took cover and became energetic
infantry soldiers. Ohers hovered above the fight, their nen
ever and again firing shots down at sone chance exposure bel ow.
The firing cane in paroxysns; now there would be a watchful |ul
and now a rapid tattoo of shots, rising to a roar. Once or twce
flying machines, as they circled warily, came right overhead, and

for atine Bert gave hinmself body and soul to cowering.

Ever and again a larger thunder mngled with the rattle and
rem nded himof the grapple of airships far above, but the nearer

fight held his attention.

Abruptly sonething dropped fromthe zenith; sonmething like a

barrel or a huge football.

CRASH It snmashed with an inmense report. It had fallen anong
the grounded Asiatic aeroplanes that |ay anong the turf and

fl ower-beds near the river. They flew in scraps and fragnents,
turf, trees, and gravel |eapt and fell; the aeronauts still |ying
al ong the canal bank were thrown about |ike sacks, catspaws flew
across the foam ng water. Al the wi ndows of the hotel hospita
that had been shiningly reflecting blue sky and airships the
monent before becane vast black stars. Bang!--a second foll owed.
Bert | ooked up and was filled with a sense of a number of

nmonst rous bodi es swoopi ng down, comi ng down on the whole affair



like a flight of bellying blankets, like a string of vast

di sh-covers. The central tangle of the battle above was circling
down as if to conme into touch with the power-house fight. He got
a new effect of airships altogether, as vast things com ng down
upon him growing swiftly larger and |l arger and nore

overwhel ming, until the houses over the way seened small, the
Aneri can rapi ds narrow, the bridge flimsy, the conbatants
infinitesimal. As they came down they becane audible as a
compl ex of shootings and vast creaki ngs and groani ngs and

beati ngs and throbbi ngs and shouts and shots. The fore-shortened
bl ack eagles at the fore-ends of the Germans had an effect of

actual conbat of flying feathers

Sone of these fighting airships canme within five hundred feet of
the ground. Bert could see men on the |lower galleries of the
Germans, firing rifles; could see Asiatics clinging to the ropes;
saw one man in alumniumdiver's gear fall flashing head-1ong
into the waters above Coat Island. For the first tinme he saw the
Asiatic airships closely. Fromthis aspect they rem nded him
nore than anything el se of col ossal snowshoes; they had a curious
patterning in black and white, in fornms that rem nded himof the
engi ne-turned cover of a watch. They had no hangi ng galleries,
but fromlittle openings on the nmddle |Iine peeped out nmen and
the muzzles of guns. So, driving in long, descending and
ascendi ng curves, these nonsters westled and fought. It was
like clouds fighting, like puddings trying to assassi nate each
other. They whirled and circled about each other, and for a tine
threw Goat Island and Niagara into a smoky twi light, through

whi ch the sunlight snote in shafts and beans. They spread and

cl osed and spread and grappl ed and drove round over the rapids,
and two nmiles away or nore into Canada, and back over the Falls
again. A Gernman caught fire, and the whole crowd broke away from

her flare and rose about her dispersing, |eaving her to drop



towar ds Canada and bl ow up as she dropped. Then with renewed
uproar the others closed again. Once fromthe nmen in N agara
city came a sound like an ant-hill cheering. Another Gernan
burnt, and one badly deflated by the prow of an antagoni st,

fl opped out of action southward.

It became nore and nore evident that the Germans were getting the
worst of the unequal fight. Mre and nore obviously were they
bei ng persecuted. Less and less did they seemto fight with any
obj ect other than escape. The Asiatics swept by them and above
them ripped their bladders, set themalight, picked off their
dimy seen nmen in diving clothes, who struggled against fire and
tear with fire extinguishers and silk ribbons in the inner
netting. They answered only with ineffectual shots. Thence the
battle circled back over N agara, and then suddenly the Gernans,
as if at a preconcerted signal, broke and di spersed, going east,
west, north, and south, in open and confused flight. The
Asiatics, as they realised this, rose to fly above them and after
them Only one little knot of four Germans and perhaps a dozen
Asi atics renained fighting about the Hohenzollern and the Prince

as he circled in a last attenpt to save N agara.

Round t hey swooped once again over the Canadian Fall, over the
waste of waters eastward, until they were distant and small, and
then round and back, hurrying, boundi ng, swooping towards the one

gapi ng spectat or.

The whol e struggling mass approached very swiftly, grow ng
rapidly larger, and comi ng out black and featurel ess agai nst the
aft ernoon sun and above the blinding welter of the Upper Rapids.
It grew like a stormcloud until once nore it darkened the sky.
The flat Asiatic airships kept high above the Germans and behi nd

them and fired unanswered bullets into their gas-chanbers and



upon their flanks--the one-nman flying-machi nes hovered and
alighted |ike a swarm of attacking bees. Nearer they cane, and
nearer, filling the | ower heaven. Two of the Gernans swooped and
rose again, but the Hohenzollern had suffered too much for that.
She lifted weakly, turned sharply as if to get out of the battle,
burst into flanes fore and aft, swept down to the water, splashed
into it obliquely, and rolled over and over and cane down stream
rolling and smashing and withing Iike a thing alive, halting and
then conming on again, with her torn and bent propeller stil
beating the air. The bursting flames spluttered out again in
clouds of steam It was a disaster gigantic in its dinmensions.
She lay across the rapids Iike an island, like tall cliffs, tal
cliffs that cane rolling, snmoking, and crunpling, and coll apsing,
advancing with a sort of fluctuating rapidity upon Bert. One
Asiatic airship--it looked to Bert from below |ike three hundred
yards of pavenent--whirled back and circled two or three tines
over that great overthrow, and half a dozen crinson
flying-nmachi nes danced for a nonment |like great midges in the
sunlight before they swept on after their fellows. The rest of
the fight had already gone over the island, a wild crescendo of
shots and yells and snmashing uproar. It was hidden from Bert now
by the trees of the island, and forgotten by himin the nearer
spectacl e of the huge advance of the defeated German airship.
Sonething fell with a mighty smashing and splintering of boughs

unheeded behi nd hi m

It seemed for a tinme that the Hohenzollern nmust needs break her
back upon the Parting of the Waters, and then for a tine her
propeller flopped and frothed in the river and thrust the mass of
buckl i ng, crunpl ed weckage towards the Anerican shore. Then the
sweep of the torrent that foanmed down to the Anerican Fall caught
her, and in another mnute the i mense nass of deflating

wr eckage, with flames spurting out in three new places, had



crashed agai nst the bridge that joined Goat |sland and N agara
city, and forced a long arm as it were, in a heaving tangle
under the central span. Then the niddle chanbers blew up with a
| oud report, and in another noment the bridge had given way and
the main bulk of the airship, |ike sone grotesque cripple in
rags, staggered, flapping and waving flanbeaux to the crest of
the Fall and hesitated there and vani shed in a desperate suicida

| eap.

Its detached fore-end remained jamed against that little island,
Geen Island it used to be called, which forns the stepping-stone

bet ween the mainl and and CGoat Island' s patch of trees.

Bert followed this disaster fromthe Parting of the Waters to the
bri dge head. Then, regardl ess of cover, regardless of the
Asiatic airship hovering |like a huge house roof wthout walls
above the Suspension Bridge, he sprinted along towards the north
and cane out for the first time upon that rocky point by Luna

I sl and that | ooks sheer down upon the Anerican Fall. There he
stood breathl ess amidst that eternal rush of sound, breathless

and staring.

Far below, and travelling rapidly down the gorge, whirled
sonmething like a huge enpty sack. For himit neant--what did it
not mean?--the German air-fleet, Kurt, the Prince, Europe, al
things stable and famliar, the forces that had brought him the
forces that had seened indisputably victorious. And it went down
the rapids like an enpty sack and left the visible world to Asia,
to yel |l ow peopl e beyond Christendom to all that was terrible and

strange!

Renot e over Canada receded the rest of that conflict and vani shed

beyond the range of his vision...



CHAPTER | X

ON GOAT | SLAND

The whack of a bullet on the rocks beside himreninded himthat
he was a visible object and wearing at |east portions of a Gernman
uniform It drove himinto the trees again, and for a tinme he
dodged and dropped and sought cover like a chick hiding anong

reeds fromimagi nary hawks.

"Beaten," he whispered. "Beaten and done for... Chinese! Yellow

chaps chasing 'em"”

At last he cane to rest in a clunp of bushes near a | ocked-up and
deserted refreshment shed within view of the Anerican side. They
made a sort of hole and harbour for him they net completely
overhead. He | ooked across the rapids, but the firing had ceased
now al t oget her and everything seened quiet. The Asiatic

aeropl ane had noved fromits former position above the Suspension
Bri dge, was notionl ess now above Ni agara city, shadowi ng all that
district about the power-house which had been the scene of the
land fight. The nonster had an air of quiet and assured

predonm nance, and fromits stern it trailed, serene and
ornanental, a long streaming flag, the red, black, and yell ow of
the great alliance, the Sunrise and the Dragon. Beyond, to the
east, at a nuch higher level, hung a second consort, and Bert,
presently gathering courage, wiggled out and craned his neck to

find another still airship against the sunset in the south.

"Gawl " he said. "Beaten and chased! W Gawd!"



The fighting, it seemed at first, was quite over in N agara city,
though a Gernman flag was still flying fromone shattered house.

A white sheet was hoi sted above the power-house, and this

remai ned flying all through the events that followed. But
presently cane a sound of shots and then Gernan sol diers running.
They di sappeared anong the houses, and then came two engineers in
blue shirts and trousers hotly pursued by three Japanese
swordsman. The forenpst of the two fugitives was a shapely nan,
and ran lightly and well; the second was a sturdy little man, and
rather fat. He ran comically in | eaps and bounds, with his plunp
arnms bent up by his side and his head thrown back. The pursuers
ran with uniforns and dark thin nmetal and | eather head-dresses.
The little man stunbl ed, and Bert gasped, realising a new horror

in war.

The forenpbst swordsman won three strides on hi mand was near

enough to slash at himand niss as he spurted.

A dozen yards they ran, and then the swordsnman sl ashed again,
and Bert could hear across the waters a little sound |ike the npo
of an elfin cowas the fat little man fell forward. Slash went
the swordsman and sl ash at sonething on the ground that tried to
save itself with ineffectual hands. "Ch, | carn't!" cried Bert,

near bl ubbering, and staring with starting eyes.

The swordsman slashed a fourth tine and went on as his fell ows
came up after the better runner. The hi ndnost swordsnman stopped
and turned back. He had perceived some novement perhaps; but at

any rate he stood, and ever and again slashed at the fallen body.

"Qo-o00!" groaned Bert at every slash, and shrank closer into the
bushes and becane very still. Presently came a sound of shots

fromthe town, and then everything was quiet, everything, even



t he hospital

He saw presently little figures sheathing swords come out from
the houses and walk to the debris of the flying-machines the bonb
had destroyed. Ohers appeared wheel i ng undanaged aer opl anes
upon their wheels as nmen m ght wheel bicycles, and sprang into
the saddl es and flapped into the air. A string of three airships
appeared far away in the east and flew towards the zenith. The
one that hung | ow above Niagara city canme still |ower and dropped

a rope |l adder to pick up nen fromthe power-house.

For a long tine he watched the further happenings in N agara city
as a rabbit nmight watch a neet. He saw nen going from buil ding
to building, to set fire to them as he presently realised, and
he heard a series of dull detonations fromthe wheel pit of the
power - house. Sone simlar business went on anong the works on
the Canadi an side. Meanwhile nore and nore airshi ps appeared,
and many nore flying-machines, until at last it seemed to him
nearly a third of the Asiatic fleet had re-assenbl ed. He watched
them from his bush, cranped but imovabl e, watched them gather
and range thensel ves and signal and pick up nmen, until at |ast
they sailed away towards the gl owi ng sunset, going to the great
Asi atic rendez-vous, above the oil wells of Ceveland. They

dwi ndl ed and passed away, |eaving him alone, so far as he could
tell, the only living man in a world of ruin and strange

| onel i ness al nost beyond describing. He watched themrecede and

vani sh. He stood gaping after them

"Gaw " he said at last, |ike one who rouses hinself froma

trance.

It was far nore than any personal desolation extrenity that

flooded his soul. It seenmed to himindeed that this nmust be the



sunset of his race.

He did not at first envisage his own plight in definite and
conmprehensible ternms. Things happened to himso nmuch of |ate,
his own efforts had counted for so little, that he had becone
passive and planless. His |last schene had been to go round the
coast of England as a desert dervish giving refined entertainnent
to his fellowcreatures. Fate had quashed that. Fate had seen
fit to direct himto other destinies, had hurried himfrom point
to point, and dropped himat |ast upon this little wedge of rock
between the cataracts. It did not instantly occur to himthat
now it was his turn to play. He had a singular feeling that al
must end as a dream ends, that presently surely he would be back
in the world of Gubb and Edna and Bun Hill, that this roar, this
glittering presence of incessant water, would be drawn aside as a
curtain is drawn aside after a holiday |antern show, and old
famliar, customary things re-assune their sway. It would be
interesting to tell people how he had seen Niagara. And then
Kurt's words came into his head: "People torn away fromthe
peopl e they care for; homes smashed, creatures full of life and
menories and peculiar little gifts--torn to pieces, starved, and

spoilt."

He wondered, half incredulous, if that was in deed true. It was
so hard to realise it. CQut beyond there was it possible that Tom
and Jessica were also in sone dire extremty? that the little
green-grocer's shop was no | onger standing open, with Jessica
serving respectfully, warnmng Tom s ear in sharp asides, or

punctual |y sendi ng out the goods?

He tried to think what day of the week it was, and found he had

| ost his reckoning. Perhaps it was Sunday. |If so, were they



going to church or, were they hiding, perhaps in bushes? What
had happened to the | andlord, the butcher, and to Butteridge and
all those people on Dynchurch beach? Sonething, he knew, had
happened to London--a bonbardnent. But who had bonbarded? Were
Tom and Jessi ca too being chased by strange brown nen with | ong
bare swords and evil eyes? He thought of various possible
aspects of affliction, but presently one phase ousted all the
others. Wre they getting nuch to eat? The question haunted

him obsessed him

If one was very hungry woul d one eat rats?

It dawned upon himthat a peculiar msery that oppressed hi mwas
not so nuch anxiety and patriotic sorrow as hunger. O course he

was hungry!

He reflected and turned his steps towards the little refreshnent
shed that stood near the end of the ruined bridge. "Qught to be

sonethin'--"

He strolled round it once or twice, and then attacked the
shutters with his pocket-knife, reinforced presently by a wooden
stake he found conveniently near. At last he got a shutter to

give, and tore it back and stuck in his head.

"Grub," he renarked, "anyhow. Leastways--"

He got at the inside fastening of the shutter and had presently
this establishnment open for his exploration. He found severa

seal ed bottles of sterilized mlk, nuch mneral water, two tins
of biscuits and a crock of very stale cakes, cigarettes in great
quantity but very dry, sone rather dry oranges, nuts, sone tins

of canned meat and fruit, and plates and knives and forks and



gl asses sufficient for several score of people. There was also a

zinc | ocker, but he was unable to negotiate the padl ock of this.

"Shan't starve," said Bert, "for a bit, anyhow" He sat on the
vendor's seat and regaled hinself with biscuits and mlk, and

felt for a nonent quite contented

"Quite restful,"” he muttered, nunching and gl anci ng about him

restlessly, "after what | been through

"Crikey! WOT a day! Oh! WOT a day!"

Wonder took possession of him "Gaw" he cried: "Wt a fight

it's been! Smashing up the poor fellers! 'Eadlong! The
airships--the fliers and all. | wonder what happened to the
Zeppelin? ... And that chap Kurt--1 wonder what happened to 'inf

"E was a good sort of chap, was Kurt."

Sone phantom of inperial solicitude floated through his m nd.

"Injia," he said...

A nore practical interest arose.

"I wonder if there's anything to open one of these tins of corned

beef ?"

After he had feasted, Bert |it a cigarette and sat neditative for
atine. "Wnder where Gubb is?" he said; "I do wonder that!

Wonder if any of 'em wonder about ne?"

He reverted to his own circunstances. "Dessay | shall 'ave to

stop on this island for sonme tinme."



He tried to feel at his ease and secure, but presently the
i ndefinable restlessness of the social animal in solitude
di stressed him He began to want to | ook over his shoul der, and,
as a corrective, roused hinself to explore the rest of the

i sl and.

It was only very slowy that he began to realise the
peculiarities of his position, to perceive that the breaking down
of the arch between Green Island and the nainland had cut him off
completely fromthe world. Indeed it was only when he canme back
to where the fore-end of the Hohenzollern lay |ike a stranded
ship, and was contenplating the shattered bridge, that this
dawned upon him Even then it cane with no sort of shock to his
m nd, a fact anmong a nunber of other extraordi nary and
unmanageabl e facts. He stared at the shattered cabins of the
Hohenzol l ern and its wi dow s garnment of dishevelled silk for a
time, but without any idea of its containing any living thing; it
was all so tw sted and snmashed and entirely upside down. Then
for a while he gazed at the evening sky. A cloud haze was now
appearing and not an airship was in sight. A swallow flew by and

snapped some invisible victim "Like a dream ™ he repeated.

Then for a tinme the rapids held his mnd. "Roaring. It keeps on

roaring and splashin' always and al ways. Keeps on...."

At last his interests becane personal. "Wnder what | ought to

do now?"

He reflected. "Not an idee," he said.

He was chiefly conscious that a fortni ght ago he had been in Bun
HIll with no idea of travel in his mnd, and that now he was

between the Falls of N agara ami dst the devastation and ruins of



the greatest air fight in the world, and that in the interval he
had been across France, Bel gium Germany, England, Ireland, and a
nunber of other countries. It was an interesting thought and

suitable for conversation, but of no great practical utility.

"Wonder 'ow | can get orf this?" he said. "Wnder if there is a
way out? If not... rummy!"
Further reflection decided, "I believe | got nyself in a bit of a

"ol e coming over that bridge...

"Any' ow-got nme out of the way of them Japanesy chaps. Wuldn't

"ave taken "emlong to cut My froat. No. Still--"

He resolved to return to the point of Luna Island. For a long
time he stood without stirring, scrutinising the Canadi an shore
and the weckage of hotels and houses and the fallen trees of the
Victoria Park, pink nowin the light of sundown. Not a human

bei ng was perceptible in that scene of headl ong destruction

Then he canme back to the American side of the island, crossed
close to the crunpled al un ni um w eckage of the Hohenzollern to
Green Islet, and scrutinised the hopel ess breach in the further
bridge and the water that boiled beneath it. Towards Buffalo
there was still nuch snoke, and near the position of the N agara
rail way station the houses were burning vigorously. Everything
was deserted now, everything was still. One little abandoned
thing lay on a transverse path between town and road, a crunpled

heap of clothes with sprawing linbs....

"'*Ave a look round," said Bert, and taking a path that ran
through the mddle of the island he presently discovered the
wr eckage of the two Asiatic aeroplanes that had fallen out of the

struggl e that ended the Hohenzollern



Wth the first he found the weckage of an aeronaut too.

The machi ne had evidently dropped vertically and was badly
knocked about amidst a |ot of smashed branches in a clunp of
trees. |Its bent and broken wi ngs and shattered stays spraw ed
am dst new splintered wood, and its forepeak stuck into the
ground. The aeronaut dangled weirdly head downward anong the

| eaves and branches sone yards away, and Bert only discovered him
as he turned fromthe aeroplane. In the dusky evening |ight and
stillness--for the sun had gone now and the wi nd had al t oget her
fallen-this inverted yell ow face was anything but a tranquilising
obj ect to discover suddenly a couple of yards away. A broken
branch had run clean through the man's thorax, and he hung, so
stabbed, looking |inp and absurd. In his hand he still clutched,

with the grip of death, a short light rifle.

For some time Bert stood very still, inspecting this thing

Then he began to wal k away fromit, |ooking constantly back at

it.

Presently in an open glade he came to a stop.

"Gawl " he whispered, "I don' like dead bodies sone'ow I'd

al rost rather that chap was alive."

He woul d not go along the path athwart which the Chi naman hung.
He felt he would rather not have trees round himany nore, and
that it would be nore confortable to be quite close to the

soci abl e splash and uproar of the rapids.

He cane upon the second aeroplane in a clear grassy space by the

side of the streanming water, and it seenmed scarcely damaged at



all. It looked as though it had floated down into a position of
rest. It lay onits side with one wing in the air. There was no
aeronaut near it, dead or alive. There it |ay abandoned, with

the water |apping about its long tail.

Bert remained a little aloof fromit for a long tinme, |ooking
into the gathering shadows anong the trees, in the expectation of
anot her Chi naman alive or dead. Then very cautiously he
approached the machi ne and stood regarding its w despread vans,
its big steering wheel and enpty saddle. He did not venture to

touch it.

"I wish that other chap wasn't there,” he said. "I do wish 'e

wasn't there!"

He saw a few yards away, sonething bobbing about in an eddy that
spun within a projecting head of rock. As it went round it

seenmed to draw himunwillingly towards it....

What could it be?

"Blowl" said Bert. "It's another of 'em

It held him He told hinself that it was the other aeronaut that
had been shot in the fight and fallen out of the saddle as he
strove to land. He tried to go away, and then it occurred to him
that he m ght get a branch or sonething and push this rotating
object out into the stream That would |l eave himw th only one
dead body to worry about. Perhaps he night get along with one.

He hesitated and then with a certain enotion forced hinself to do
this. He went towards the bushes and cut hinself a wand and
returned to the rocks and cl anmbered out to a corner between the
eddy and the stream By that time the sunset was over and the

bats were abroad--and he was wet with perspiration



He prodded the floating blue-clad thing with his wand, failed,
tried again successfully as it cane round, and as it went out
into the streamit turned over, the light gl eaned on gol den hair

and--it was Kurt!

It was Kurt, white and dead and very calm There was no

nm staking him There was still plenty of light for that. The
stream t ook himand he seenmed to conpose hinself in its swft
grip as one who stretches hinself to rest. Wite-faced he was

now, and all the col our gone out of him

A feeling of infinite distress swept over Bert as the body swept
out of sight towards the fall. "Kurt!" he cried, "Kurt! |

didn't nean to! Kurt! don' l|leave ne 'ere! Don' |eave ne!"

Lonel i ness and desol ati on overwhel ned him He gave way. He
stood on the rock in the evening light, weeping and wailing
passionately like a child. It was as though sonme |ink that had
held himto all these things had broken and gone. He was afraid

like a child in a lonely room shanel essly afraid.

The twilight was closing about him The trees were full now of
strange shadows. All the things about hi mbecane strange and
unfam liar with that subtle queerness one feels oftenest in
dreanms. "O God! | carn' stand,this,"” he said, and crept back
fromthe rocks to the grass and crouched down, and suddenly wld
sorrow for the death of Kurt, Kurt the brave, Kurt the kindly,
cane to his help and he broke from whinpering to weeping. He
ceased to crouch; he sprawl ed upon the grass and cl enched an

i mpotent fist.

"This war," he cried, "this blarsted foolery of a war.



"O Kurt! Li eut enant Kurt!

"l done," he said, "I done. 1've "ad all | want, and nore than
want. The world's all rot, and there ain't no sense in it. The
night's coming.... If '"E cones after nme--'E can't come after

me--'E can't!

"If "E cones after ne, 1'll fro' nyself into the water."...

Presently he was tal king again in a | ow undertone.

"There ain't nothing to be afraid of reely. |It's jest

i magi nati on. Poor old Kurt--he thought it woul d happen
Prevision like. 'E never gave ne that letter or tole nme who the
lady was. It's like what 'e said--people tore away from

everything they bel onged to--everywhere. Exactly like what 'e
said.... '"Ere | am cast away--thousands of mles from Edna or

G ubb or any of my lot--like a plant tore up by the roots.... And
every war's been like this, only I "adn't the sense to understand
it. Always. Al sorts of 'oles and corners chaps 'ave died in.

And people 'adn't the sense to understand, 'adn't the sense to

feel it and stop it. Thought war was fine. MW Gawd!

"Dear old Edna. She was a fair bit of all right--she was. That

time we 'ad a boat at Kingston ....

"I bet--1'11 see 'er again yet. Wn't be nmy fault if | don't."..

Suddenly, on the very verge of this heroic resolution, Bert
becane rigid with terror. Something was creeping towards him

through the grass. Sonething was creeping and halting and



creeping again towards himthrough the dimdark grass. The night
was electrical with horror. For a tine everything was still.

Bert ceased to breathe. It could not be. No, it was too small!

It advanced suddenly upon himwith a rush, with alittle neawing
cry and tail erect. It rubbed its head agai nst himand purred.

It was a tiny, skinny little kitten

"Gaw, Pussy! ‘'ow you frightened nme!" said Bert, with drops of

perspiration on his brow

He sat with his back to a tree stunp all that night, holding the
kitten in his arms. H's mnd was tired, and he tal ked or thought

coherently no | onger. Towards dawn he dozed.

VWhen he awoke, he was stiff but in better heart, and the kitten
slept warmy and reassuringly inside his jacket. And fear, he

found, had gone from anidst the trees

He stroked the kitten, and the little creature woke up to
excessi ve fondness and purring. "You want sonme mlk," said Bert.
"That's what you want. And | could do with a bit of brekker

t 0o.

He yawned and stood up, with the kitten on his shoul der, and
stared about him recalling the circunstances of the previous

day, the grey, imense happeni ngs.

"Mus' do sonething," he said.

He turned towards the trees, and was presently contenplating the

dead aeronaut again. The kitten he held conpani onably agai nst



his neck. The body was horrible, but not nearly so horrible as
it had been at twilight, and now the linbs were linper and the

gun had slipped to the ground and lay half hidden in the grass.

"l suppose we ought to bury 'im Kitty," said Bert, and | ooked

hel pl essly at the rocky soil about him "W got to stay on the

island with "im

It was sone tinme before he could turn away and go on towards that

provi sion shed. "Brekker first,"” he said, "anyhow, " stroking the
kitten on his shoulder. She rubbed his cheek affectionately with
her furry little face and presently nibbled at his ear. "Wn
sone mlk, eh?" he said, and turned his back on the dead man as

t hough he mattered not hing.

He was puzzled to find the door of the shed open, though he had
closed and latched it very carefully overnight, and he found al so
some dirty plates he had not noticed before on the bench. He

di scovered that the hinges of the tin | ocker were unscrewed and

that it could be opened. He had not observed this overnight.

"Silly of ne!" said Bert. "'Ere | was puzzlin' and whackin' away
at the padl ock, never noticing.”" It had been used apparently as
an ice-chest, but it contained nothing now but the renains of

hal f - dozen boil ed chi ckens, some anbi guous substance that night
once have been butter, and a singularly unappetising smell. He

closed the lid again carefully.

He gave the kitten sone nmilk in a dirty plate and sat watching
its busy little tongue for a tine. Then he was noved to nmake an
inventory of the provisions. There were six bottles of mlk
unopened and one opened, sixty bottles of mneral water and a

| arge stock of syrups, about two thousand cigarettes and upwards



of a hundred cigars, nine oranges, two unopened tins of corned
beef and one opened, and five large tins California peaches. He
jotted it down on a piece of paper ""Ain't nuch solid food," he

said. "Still--A fortnight, say!

"Anyt hing m ght happen in a fortnight."

He gave the kitten a snall second hel ping and a scrap of beef and
then went down with the little creature running after him tai
erect and in high spirits, to ook at the remains of the

Hohenzol | er n.

It had shifted in the night and seened on the whole nore firmy
grounded on Green Island than before. Fromit his eye went to
the shattered bridge and then across to the still desolation of
Ni agara city. Nothing noved over there but a nunber of crows.
They were busy with the engi neer he had seen cut down on the

previ ous day. He saw no dogs, but he heard one how i ng.

"We got to get out of this sonme'ow, Kitty," he said. "That mlk

won't last forever--not at the rate you lap it."

He regarded the sluice-like flood before him

"Plenty of water," he said. "Wnt be drink we shall want."

He deci ded to nmake a careful exploration of the island.

Presently he came to a | ocked gate | abelled "Biddle Stairs," and
cl anmbered over to discover a steep old wooden staircase |eading
down the face of the cliff amidst a vast and increasing uproar of
waters. He left the kitten above and descended these, and

di scovered with a thrill of hope a path |eadi ng anong the rocks
at the foot of the roaring dowrush of the Centre Fall. Perhaps

this was a sort of way!



It led himonly to the choki ng and deaf eni ng experi ence of the
Cave of the Wnds, and after he had spent a quarter of an hour in
a partially stupefied condition flattened between solid rock and
nearly as solid waterfall, he decided that this was after all no
practicable route to Canada and retraced his steps. As he
reascended the Biddle Stairs, he heard what he deci ded at | ast
must be a sort of echo, a sound of sone one wal ki ng about on the
gravel paths above. Wen he got to the top, the place was as

solitary as before.

Thence he made his way, with the kitten skirm shing al ong beside
himin the grass, to a staircase that led to a lunp of projecting
rock that enfiladed the huge green majesty of the Horseshoe Fall

He stood there for some tinme in silence.

"You wouldn't think," he said at |last, "there was so nuch

water.... This roarin' and splashin', it gets on one's nerves at
last.... Sounds |ike people talking.... Sounds |ike people going
about.... Sounds |ike anything you fancy."

He retired up the staircase again. "l s'pose | shall keep on
goin' round this blessed island," he said drearily. "Round and

round and round."

He found hinself presently beside the | ess damaged Asiatic
aeropl ane again. He stared at it and the kitten snelt it.

"Broke!" he said.

He | ooked up with a convul sive start.

Advancing slowy towards himout fromanong the trees were two

tall gaunt figures. They were bl ackened and tattered and



bandaged; the hind-nost one |inped and had his head swathed in
white, but the forenost one still carried hinself as a Prince
should do, for all that his left armwas in a sling and one side
of his face scalded a livid crinson. He was the Prince Karl

Al bert, the War Lord, the "German Al exander," and the man behind
hi mwas the bird-faced man whose cabin had once been taken from

himand given to Bert.

Wth that apparition began a new phase of Goatlsland in Bert's
experience. He ceased to be a solitary representative of
humanity in a vast and violent and inconprehensi bl e universe, and
becanme once nore a social creature, a man in a world of other

men. For an instant these two were terrible, then they seened
sweet and desirable as brothers. They too were in this scrape
with him marooned and puzzled. He wanted extrenely to hear
exactly what had happened to them \What mattered it if one was a
Prince and both were foreign soldiers, if neither perhaps had
adequate English? Hi s native Cockney freedom fl owed too
generously for himto think of that, and surely the Asiatic
fleets had purged all such trivial differences. "U-LO" he

sai d; ow did you get 'ere?"
"I't is the Englishman who brought us the Butteridge nmachine,"”
said the bird-faced officer in German, and then in a tone of

horror, as Bert advanced, "Salute!" and again | ouder, "SALUTE"

"Gawl " said Bert, and stopped with a second comment under his
breath. He stared and sal uted awkwardly and becane at once a

masked defensive thing with whom co-operation was inpossible.

For a tine these two perfected nodern aristocrats stood regarding

the difficult problemof the Angl o-Saxon citizen, that anbi guous



citizen who, obeying some nysterious law in his blood, would
neither drill nor be a denocrat. Bert was by no neans a
beautiful object, but in sonme inexplicable way he | ooked
resistant. He wore his cheap suit of serge, now show ng many
signs of wear, and its |loose fit made him seem sturdi er than he
was; above his disengaging face was a white Gernman cap that was
al together too big for him and his trousers were crunpled up his
I egs and their ends tucked into the rubber highlows of a deceased
German aeronaut. He | ooked an inferior, though by no neans an

easy inferior, and instinctively they hated him

The Prince pointed to the flying-machine and said sonething in
broken English that Bert took for German and failed to

understand. He intimted as nuch.

"Dumer Kerl!" said the bird-faced officer fromanong his
bandages.
The Prince pointed again with his undamaged hand. "You verstehen

di s drachenflieger?”

Bert began to conprehend the situation. He regarded the Asiatic
machi ne. The habits of Bun Hill returned to him "It's a

foreign make," he said anbi guously.

The two CGermans consulted. "You are an expert?" said the Prince.

"We reckon to repair," said Bert, in the exact manner of G ubb

The Prince sought in his vocabulary. "Is dat," he said, "goot to

fly?"

Bert reflected and scratched his cheek slowy. "I got to | ook at



it," he replied.... "It's '"ad rough usage!"

He made a sound with his teeth he had al so acquired from G ubb
put his hands in his trouser pockets, and strolled back to the
machi ne. Typically G ubb chewed sonething, but Bert could chew

only imaginatively. "Three days' work in this," he said,
teething. For the first tine it dawned on himthat there were
possibilities in this machine. It was evident that the w ng that
lay on the ground was badly damaged. The three stays that held
it rigid had snapped across a ridge of rock and there was al so a
strong possibility of the engine being badly damaged. The wi ng
hook on that side was al so askew, but probably that woul d not
affect the flight. Beyond that there probably wasn't much the
matter. Bert scratched his cheek again and contenpl ated the

broad sunlit waste of the Upper Rapids. "W night make a job of

this.... You leave it to nme."

He surveyed it intently again, and the Prince and his officer
watched him In Bun Hill Bert and G ubb had devel oped to a very
hi gh pitch anong the hiring stock a nethod of repair by
substituting; they substituted bits of other machines. A machine
that was too utterly and obviously done for even to proffer for
hire, had nevertheless still capital value. It becane a sort of
quarry for nuts and screws and wheel s, bars and spokes,
chain-links and the like; a mne of ill-fitting "parts"” to

repl ace the defects of nachines still current. And back anong

the trees was a second Asiatic aeropl ane. ..

The kitten caressed Bert's airship boots unheeded.

"Mend dat drachenflieger," said the Prince.

“If I do nend it," said Bert, struck by a new t hought, "none of

us ain't to be trusted to fly it."



"1 _wvill fly it," said the Prince

"Very likely break your neck," said Bert, after a pause.

The Prince did not understand hi mand di sregarded what he said.
He pointed his gloved finger to the machine and turned to the
bird-faced officer with some remark in German. The officer
answered and the Prince responded with a sweeping gesture towards
the sky. Then he spoke--it seened el oquently. Bert watched him
and guessed his nmeaning. "Mch nore likely to break your, neck,"

he said. "'Omever. 'Ere goes."

He began to pry about the saddl e and engi ne of the drachenflieger
in search for tools. Also he wanted some black oily stuff for
his hands and face. For the first rule in the art of repairing,
as it was known to the firmof Gubb and Smal | ways, was to get
your hands and face thoroughly and concl usively bl ackened. Al so
he took off his jacket and wai stcoat and put his cap carefully to

the back of his head in order to facilitate scratching.

The Prince and the officer seenmed disposed to watch him but he
succeeded in nmaking it clear to themthat this would

i nconveni ence himand that he had to "puzzle out a bit" before he
could get to work. They thought himover, but his shop
experience had given himsonething of the authoritative way of
the expert with common nmen. And at |ast they went away.

Ther eupon he went straight to the second aeropl ane, got the
aeronaut's gun and anmmunition and hid themin a clunmp of nettles

close at hand. "That's all right," said Bert, and then proceeded
to a careful inspection of the debris of the wings in the trees.
Then he went back to the first aeroplane to conpare the two. The

Bun Hi Il method was quite possibly practicable if there was



not hi ng hopel ess or inconprehensible in the engine.

The Germans returned presently to find himalready generously
smutty and touching and testing knobs and screws and | evers with
an expression of profound sagacity. When the bird-faced officer
addressed a remark to him he waved himaside with, "Nong

conmprong. Shut it! It's no good."

Then he had an idea. "Dead chap back there wants burying," he

said, jerking a thunb over his shoul der

Wth the appearance of these two nmen Bert's whol e uni verse had
changed again. A curtain fell before the inmense and terrible
desol ation that had overwhelnmed him He was in a world of three
people, a minute human world that nevertheless filled his brain
wi th eager specul ations and schenes and cunni ng i deas. Wat were
they thinking of? Wat did they think of hin? What did they
mean to do? A hundred busy threads interlaced in his mnd as he
pottered studiously over the Asiatic aeroplane. New ideas cane

up li ke bubbles in soda water.

"Gaw " he said suddenly. He had just appreciated as a specia
aspect of this irrational injustice of fate that these two nen
were alive and that Kurt was dead. Al the crew of the
Hohenzol l ern were shot or burnt or snmashed or drowned, and these

two lurking in the padded forward cabin had escaped.

"I suppose 'e thinks it's 'is bloomn' Star,"” he nmuttered, and

found hinsel f uncontrollably exasperated.

He stood up, facing round to the two nen. They were standing

side by side regarding him



""1t's no good," he said, "starin' at nme. You only put ne out."
And then seeing they did not understand, he advanced towards
them wench in hand. It occurred to himas he did so that the
Prince was really a very big and powerful and serene-| ooking
person. But he said, neverthel ess, pointing through the trees,

"dead man!"

The bird-faced man intervened with a reply in Gernman.

"Dead man!" said Bert to him "There."

He had great difficulty in inducing themto inspect the dead

Chi naman, and at last led themto him Then they nade it evident
that they proposed that he, as a common person bel ow t he rank of
of ficer should have the sole and undivided privil ege of disposing
of the body by dragging it to the water's edge. There was sone
heat ed gesticulation, and at |last the bird-faced officer abased
hinself to help. Together they dragged the |inp and now swol |l en
Asiatic through the trees, and after a rest or so--for he trailed
very heavily--dunped himinto the westward rapid. Bert returned
to his expert investigation of the flying-nmachine at last with
aching arns and in a state of gloony rebellion. "Brasted cheek!"

he said. "One'd think | was one of 'is beastly Gernman sl aves!

"Prancing beggar!"”

And then he fell specul ati ng what woul d happen when t he

flying-machine, was repaired--if it could be repaired.

The two Gernans went away again, and after sone reflection Bert
renoved several nuts, resunmed his jacket and vest, pocketed those

nuts and his tools and hid the set of tools fromthe second



aeroplane in the fork of atree. "Right O" he said, as he
junped down after the last of these precautions. The Prince and
hi s conpani on reappeared as he returned to the machi ne by the
water's edge. The Prince surveyed his progress for a tinme, and
then went towards the Parting of the Waters and stood with fol ded
arms gazing upstreamin profound thought. The bird-faced officer

came up to Bert, heavy with a sentence in English

"Go," he said with a hel ping gesture, "und eat."

When Bert got to the refreshnent shed, he found all the food had
vani shed except one measured ration of corned beef and three

bi scuits.

He regarded this with open eyes and nout h.

The kitten appeared from under the vendor's seat with an
ingratiating purr. "O course!" said Bert. "Wy! where's your

mlk?"

He accumul ated wath for a noment or so, then seized the plate in
one hand, and the biscuits in another, and went in search of the
Prince, breathing vile words anent "grub" and his intinmate

interior. He approached without sal uting.

"'Ere!l" he said fiercely. "Wad the devil's this?"

An entirely unsatisfactory altercation followed. Bert expounded
the Bun Hill theory of the relations of grub to efficiency in
English, the bird-faced man replied with points about nations and
discipline in German. The Prince, having nade an estimte of
Bert's quality and physique, suddenly hectored. He gripped Bert
by the shoul der and shook him naking his pockets rattle, shouted

sonething to him and flung hi mstruggling back. He hit himas



though he was a Gernan private. Bert went back, white and
scared, but resolved by all his Cockney standards upon one thing.
He was bound in honour to "go for" the Prince. "Gaw " he gasped,

buttoni ng his jacket.

"Now," cried the Prince, "Vil you go?" and then catching the

heroic gleamin Bert's eye, drew his sword

The bird-faced officer intervened, saying sonmething in German and

poi nti ng skyward.

Far away in the southwest appeared a Japanese airship conming fast
toward them Their conflict ended at that. The Prince was first
to grasp the situation and lead the retreat. Al three scuttled
like rabbits for the trees, and ran to and for cover until they
found a hollow in which the grass grew rank. There they al
squatted within six yards of one another. They sat in this place
for along tine, up to their necks in the grass and watching

t hrough the branches for the airship. Bert had dropped sone of
his corned beef, but he found the biscuits in his hand and ate
them quietly. The nonster cane nearly overhead and then went
away to Ni agara and dropped beyond the power-works. When it was
near, they all kept silence, and then presently they fell into an
argunent that was robbed perhaps of i medi ate expl osive effect

only by their failure to understand one another

It was Bert began the tal king and he tal ked on regardl ess of what
they understood or failed to understand. But his voice must have

conveyed hi s cantankerous intentions.

"You want that machine done, he said first, "you better keep your

"ands off ne!"



They disregarded that and he repeated it.

Then he expanded his idea and the spirit of speech took hold of
him "You think you got 'old of a chap you can kick and "it Iike
you do your private soldiers--you're jolly well nistaken. See?
|'ve 'ad about enough of you and your antics. | been thinking
you over, you and your war and your Enpire and all the rot of it.
Rot it is! It's you Germans made all the trouble in Europe first
and | ast. And all for nothin'. Jest silly prancing! Jest
because you' ve got the uniforms and flags! 'Ere | was--1 didn't
want to 'ave anything to do with you. | jest didn't care a 'eng
at all about you. Then you get 'old of ne--steal ne
practically--and 'ere | am thousands of niles away from'one and
everything, and all your silly fleet smashed up to rags. And you

want to go on prancin' NON Not if 'I know it!
"Look at the mischief you done! Look at the way you smashed up
New Yor k--the people you killed, the stuff you wasted. Can't you

| ear n?"

"Dummer Kerl!"said the bird-faced man suddenly in a tone of

concentrated nalignancy, glaring under his bandages. "Esel!"
"That's German for silly ass!--1 know. But who's the silly ass--
"imor ne? Wen | was a kid, | used to read penny dreadfuls

about 'avin adventures and bein' a great c' mander and all that
rot. | stowed it. But what's 'e got in 'is head? Rot about
Napol eon, rot about Al exander, rot about 'is blessed famly and
"imand Gord and David and all that. Any one who wasn't a
dressed-up silly fool of a Prince could 'ave told all this was
goin' to 'appen. There was us in Europe all at sixes and sevens
with our silly flags and our silly newspapers raggin' us up

agai nst each other and keepin' us apart, and there was China,

solid as a cheese, with nillions and nmillions of nen only wantin



a bit of science and a bit of enterprise to be as good as all of
us. You thought they couldn't get at you. And then they got
flying-machines. And bif!--"ere we are. Wiy, when they didn't
go on naking guns and armes in China, we went and poked 'em up
until they did. They "AD to give us this lickin' they' ve give us.

We woul dn't be happy until they did, and as | say, 'ere we are!"”

The bird-faced officer shouted to himto be quiet, and then began

a conversation with the Prince.

"British citizen," said Bert. "You ain't obliged to listen, but

I ain't obliged to shut up."

And for some time he continued his dissertation upon Inperialism
mlitarism and international politics. But their talking put
himout, and for a time he was certainly nerely repeating abusive
terns, "prancin' ninconpoops” and the like, old terms and new.
Then suddenly he renenbered his essential grievance. "'Owever,

| ook "ere--"erel--the thing | started this talk about is where's
that food there was in that shed? That's what | want to know.

Where you put it?"

He paused. They went on talking in Gernman. He repeated his
question. They disregarded him He asked a third tine in a

manner insupportably aggressive.

There fell a tense silence. For sonme seconds the three regarded
one another. The Prince eyed Bert steadfastly, and Bert quail ed
under his eye. Slowy the Prince rose to his feet and the
bird-faced officer jerked up beside him Bert renained

squatting.

"Be quaiat," said the Prince.



Bert perceived this was no nmonent for el oquence.

The two Gernmans regarded himas he crouched there. Death for a

nonent seened near

Then the Prince turned away and the two of them went towards the

flyi ng- machi ne.

"Gaw " whi spered Bert, and then uttered under his breath one
singl e word of abuse. He sat crouched together for perhaps three
m nutes, then he sprang to his feet and went off towards the

Chi nese aeronaut's gun hi dden anong t he weeds.

There was no pretence after that nonment that Bert was under the
orders of the Prince or that he was going on with the repairing
of the flying-machine. The two Gernans took possession of that
and set to work upon it. Bert, with his new weapon went off to

t he nei ghbourhood of Terrapin Rock, and there sat down to exam ne
it. It was a short rifle with a big cartridge, and a nearly ful
magazi ne. He took out the cartridges carefully and then tried
the trigger and fittings until he felt sure he had the use of it.
He rel oaded carefully. Then he renenbered he was hungry and went
of f, gun under his arm to hunt in and about the refreshnent

shed. He had the sense to perceive that he must not show hinsel f
with the gun to the Prince and his conpanion. So |ong as they

t hought hi m unarmed they woul d | eave himal one, but there was no
knowi ng what the Napol eonic person mght do if he saw Bert's
weapon. Also he did not go near them because he knew that within
hi nsel f boiled a reservoir of rage and fear that he wanted to
shoot these two men. He wanted to shoot them and he thought

that to shoot themwould be a quite horrible thing to do. The



two sides of his inconsistent civilisation warred within him

Near the shed the kitten turned up again, obviously keen for
mlk. This greatly enhanced his own angry sense of hunger. He
began to talk as he hunted about, and presently stood still,
shouting insults. He talked of war and pride and Inperialism
"Any other Prince but you would have died with his nen and his

ship!" he cried.

The two Gernans at the nmachine heard his voice going ever and
agai n anmidst the clanour of the waters. Their eyes nmet and they

smled slightly.

He was disposed for a tinme to sit in the refreshnment shed waiting
for them but then it occurred to himthat so he might get them
both at close quarters. He strolled off presently to the point

of Luna Island to think the situation out.

It had seened a conparatively sinple one at first, but as he
turned it over in his mnd its possibilities increased and

multiplied. Both these nmen had swords, --had either a revol ver?

Al so, if he shot them both, he might never find the food!

So far he had been going about with this gun under his arm and a
sense of lordly security in his mnd, but what if they saw the
gun and decided to anbush hin? Goat Island is nearly all cover

trees, rocks, thickets, and irregularities.

Way not go and nurder them both now?

"I carn't," said Bert, dismissing that. "I got to be worked up."

But it was a nmistake to get right away fromthem That suddenly



becane clear. He ought to keep them under observation, ought to
"scout" them Then he would be able to see what they were doing,
whet her either of them had a revol ver, where they had hidden the
food. He would be better able to determ ne what they neant to do
to him If he didn't "scout" them presently they would begin to
"scout” him This seened so enminently reasonable that he acted
upon it forthwith. He thought over his costune and threw his
collar and the tell-tale aeronaut's white cap into the water far
below. He turned his coat collar up to hide any gl eamof his
dirty shirt. The tools and nuts in his pockets were disposed to
cl ank, but he rearranged them and w apped sonme letters and his
pocket - handker chi ef about them He started off circunspectly and
noi sel essly, listening and peering at every step. As he drew
near his antagonists, much grunting and creaking served to |ocate
them He discovered them engaged in what | ooked like a westling
match with the Asiatic flying-machine. Their coats were off,
their swords |aid aside, they were working magnificently.
Apparently they were turning it round and were having a good dea
of difficulty with the long tail anong the trees. He dropped
flat at the sight of themand wiggled into a little hollow, and
so lay watching their exertions. Ever and again, to pass the

tinme, he would cover one or other of themw th his gun

He found themquite interesting to watch, so interesting that at
times he cane near shouting to advise them He perceived that
when they had the machi ne turned round, they would then be in

i medi ate want of the nuts and tools he carried. Then they would
come after him They would certainly conclude he had them or had
hi dden them Should he hide his gun and do a deal for food with
these tools? He felt he would not be able to part with the gun
agai n now he had once felt its reassuring conpany. The kitten
turned up again and made a great fuss with himand |icked and bit

his ear.



The sun cl anbered to m dday, and once that norning he saw, though
the Germans did not, an Asiatic airship very far to the south,

going swiftly eastward

At | ast the flying-machine was turned and stood poised on its
wheel, with its hooks pointing up the Rapids. The two officers
wi ped their faces, resuned jackets and swords, spoke and bore
thensel ves |i ke nen who congratul ated thensel ves on a good

| aborious norning. Then they went off briskly towards the
refreshnent shed, the Prince |leading. Bert becane active in
pursuit; but he found it inpossible to stal k them quickly enough
and silently enough to discover the hiding-place of the food. He
found them when he came into sight of themagain, seated with
their backs against the shed, plates on knee, and a tin of corned
beef and a plateful of biscuits between them They seened in
fairly good spirits, and once the Prince laughed. At this vision
of eating Bert's plans gave way. Fierce hunger carried him He
appear ed before them suddenly at a di stance of perhaps twenty

yards, gun in hand.

"'*Ands up!" he said in a hard, ferocious voice.

The Prince hesitated, and then up went two pairs of hands.

The gun had surprised them both conpletely.

"Stand up,"” said Bert.... "Drop that fork!"

They obeyed agai n.

"What nex' ?" said Bert to hinmself. "'Of stage, | suppose. That

way," he said. "Go!"



The Prince obeyed with remarkable alacrity. Wen he reached the
head of the clearing, he said sonmething quickly to the bird-faced

man and they both, with an entire lack of dignity, RAN

Bert was struck with an exasperating afterthought.

"CGord!" he cried with infinite vexation. "Wy! | ought to 'ave

took their swords! 'Ere!"

But the Germans were already out of sight, and no doubt taking
cover anmong the trees. Bert fell back upon inprecations, then he
went up to the shed, cursorily exam ned the possibility of a
flank attack, put his gun handy, and set to work, with a

convul sive listening pause before each nmouthful on the Prince's
pl ate of corned beef. He had finished that up and handed its
gleanings to the kitten and he was falling-to on the second

pl ateful, when the plate broke in his hand! He stared, with the
fact slowy creeping upon himthat an instant before he had heard
a crack anong the thickets. Then he sprang to his feet, snatched
up his gun in one hand and the tin of corned beef in the other
and fled round the shed to the other side of the clearing. As he
did so cane a second crack fromthe thickets, and sonething went

phwit! by his ear.

He didn't stbp running until he was in what seened to hima
strongly defensible position near Luna Island. Then he took

cover, panting, and crouched expectant.

"They got a revolver after all!" he panted...
"Wonder if they got two? |If they 'ave--Gord! |'m done!
"Where's the kitten? Finishin' up that corned beef, | suppose.

Little beggar!"”



So it was that war began upon Goat Island. It lasted a day and a
ni ght, the longest day and the longest night in Bert's life. He
had to lie close and listen And watch. Al so he had to scheme
what he should do. It was clear now that he had to kill these
two men if he could, and that if they could, they would kill him
The prize was first food and then the flying-nachine and the
doubtful privilege of trying' toride it. |If one failed, one
woul d certainly be killed; if one succeeded, one would get away
somewhere over there. For a tinme Bert tried to i magi ne what it
was |ike over there. H's mnd ran over possibilities, deserts,

angry Americans, Japanese, Chinese--perhaps Red Indians! (Were

there still Red Indians?)
"Got to take what cones," said Bert. "No way out of it that |
can see!”

Was that voices? He realised that his attention was wanderi ng.
For a tinme all his senses were very alert. The uproar of the
Falls was very confusing, and it mxed in all sorts of sounds,

like feet wal king, like voices talking, |ike shouts and cries.

"Silly great catarac'," said Bert. "There ain't no sense init,

fallin' and fallin' ."

Never mnd that, now \What were the Germans doi ng?

Whul d they go back to the flying-machine? They couldn't do
anything with it, because he had those nuts and screws and the

wr ench and other tools. But suppose they found the second set of
tools he had hidden in a treel He had hidden the things well, of

course, but they MGHT find them One wasn't sure, of



course--one wasn't sure. He tried to renenber just exactly how
he had hi dden those tools. He tried to persuade hinself they
were certainly and surely hidden, but his nenory began to play
antics. Had he really left the handle of the wench sticking

out, shining out at the fork of the branch?

Ssh!  What was that? Some one stirring in those bushes? Up went
an expectant nuzzle. No! Wiere was the kitten? No! It was

just inmagination, not even the kitten

The Gernmans would certainly mss and hunt about for the tools
and nuts and screws he carried in his pockets; that was clear.
Then they woul d decide he had them and conme for him He had only
to remain still under cover, therefore, and he would get them
Was there any flawin that? Wuld they take off nore renovabl e
parts of the flying-machine and then lie up for hin? No, they
woul dn't do that, because they were two to one; they would have
no apprehension of his getting off in the flying-machine, and no
sound reason for supposing he would approach it, and so they
woul d do nothing to damage or disable it. That he deci ded was
clear. But suppose they lay up for himby the food. Well, that
they woul dn't do, because they would know he had this corned
beef; there was enough in this can to last, with noderation
several days. O course they nmight try to tire himout instead

of attacking him-

He roused hinself with a start. He had just grasped the rea

weakness of his position. He might go to sleep

It needed but ten m nutes under the suggestion of that idea,

before he realised that he was going to sl eep!

He rubbed his eyes and handl ed his gun. He had never before

realised the intensely soporific effect of the American sun, of



the Anerican air, the drowsy, sleep-conpelling uproar of Ni agara.

Hi therto these things had on the whol e seened stinulating...

If he had not eaten so nuch and eaten it so fast, he would not be

so heavy. Are vegetarians always bright? ..

He roused hinself with a jerk again.

If he didn't do sonething, he would fall asleep, and if he fel
asleep, it was ten to one they would find himsnoring, and finish
himforthwith. |If he sat notionless and noi sel ess, he would
inevitably sleep. It was better, he told hinself, to take even
the risks of attacking than that. This sleep trouble, he felt,
was going to beat him nust beat himin the end. They were all
right; one could sleep and the other could watch. That, cone to
think of it, was what they woul d al ways do; one woul d do anyt hi ng
they wanted done, the other would |ie under cover near at hand,
ready to shoot. They might even trap himlike that. One night

act as a decoy.

That set hi mthinking of decoys. What a fool he had been to
throw his cap away. It would have been invaluable on a stick--

especially at night.

He found hinself wishing for a drink. He settled that for a tine
by putting a pebble in his mouth. And then the sleep craving

r et ur ned.

It becanme clear to himhe nust attack. Like many great generals
before him he found his baggage, that is to say his tin of
corned beef, a serious inpedinment to nobility. At last he
decided to put the beef |oose in his pocket and abandon the tin.

It was not perhaps an ideal arrangenent, but one nust nake



sacrifices when one is canpaigning. He crawl ed perhaps ten
yards, and then for a tine the possibilities of the situation

paral ysed him

The afternoon was still. The roar of the cataract sinply threw
up that i mense stillness in relief. He was doing his best to
contrive the death of two better men than hinmself. Al so they
were doing their best to contrive his. What, behind this

sil ence, were they doing.

Suppose he canme upon them suddenly and fired, and nissed?

10

He crawl ed, and halted |istening, and crawl ed again unti
nightfall, and no doubt the German Al exander and his |ieutenant
did the same. A large scale map of Goat Island nmarked with red
and blue lines to show these strategi c novenents woul d no doubt
have di spl ayed nuch interlacing, but as a matter of fact neither
si de saw anyt hing of the other throughout that age-long day of
tedious alertness. Bert never knew how near he got to them nor
how far he kept fromthem Night found himno |Ionger sleepy, but
athirst, and near the American Fall. He was inspired by the idea
that his antagonists mght be in the weckage of the Hohenzollern
cabins that was jamed agai nst Green |sland. He becane
enterprising, broke fromany attenpt to conceal hinself, and went
across the little bridge at the double. He found nobody. It was
his first visit to these huge fragnments of airships, and for a
time he explored themcuriously in the dimlight. He discovered
the forward cabin was nearly intact, with its door slanting
downward and a corner under water. He crept in, drank, and then
was struck by the brilliant idea of shutting the door and

sl eeping on it.



But now he could not sleep at all

He nodded towards norning and woke up to find it fully day. He
br eakfasted on corned beef and water, and sat for a long tine
appreciative of the security of his position. At |last he becane
enterprising and bold. He would, he decided, settle this

busi ness forthwith, one way or the other. He was tired of all
this crawling. He set out in the norning sunshine, gun in hand,
scarcely troubling to walk softly. He went round the refreshnent
shed wi thout finding any one, and then through the trees towards
the flying-machine. He cane upon the bird-faced man sitting on
the ground with his back against a tree, bent up over his fol ded

arms, sleeping, his bandage very nuch over one eye.

Bert stopped abruptly and stood perhaps fifteen yards away, gun
in hand ready. Were was the Prince? Then, sticking out at the
side of the tree beyond, he saw a shoulder. Bert took five
del i berate paces to the left. The great man becane vi si bl e,

| eaning up against the trunk, pistol in one hand and sword in the
ot her, and yawni ng--yawni ng. You can't shoot a yawni ng nan Bert
found. He advanced upon his antagonist with his gun |evell ed,
some foolish fancy of "hands up"” in his mnd. The Prince becane
aware of him the yawning nouth shut like a trap and he stood
stiffly up. Bert stopped, silent. For a noment the two regarded

one anot her.

Had the Prince been a wi se man he would, | suppose, have dodged
behind the tree. Instead, he gave vent to a shout, and raised

pi stol and sword. At that, |ike an autormaton, Bert pulled his

trigger.

It was his first experience of an oxygen-containing bullet. A

great flane spurted fromthe mddle of the Prince, a blinding



flare, and there cane a thud like the firing of a gun. Sonething
hot and wet struck Bert's face. Then through a whirl of blinding
snoke and steam he saw | inbs and a col | apsi ng, burst body fling

t hensel ves to earth

Bert was so astoni shed that he stood agape, and the bird-faced
of ficer might have cut himto the earth without a struggle. But
i nstead the bird-faced officer was running away through the
undergrowt h, dodging as he went. Bert roused hinself to a brief
i neffectual pursuit, but he had no stomach for further killing.
He returned to the mangl ed, scattered thing that had so recently
been the great Prince Karl Al bert. He surveyed the scorched and
spl ashed vegetation about it. He nade sone specul ative
identifications. He advanced gingerly and picked up the hot
revolver, to find all its chanbers strained and burst. He becane
aware of a cheerful and friendly presence. He was greatly

shocked that one so young should see so frightful a scene.

"'Ere, Kitty," he said, "this ain't no place for you."

He made three strides across the devastated area, captured the
kitten neatly, and went his way towards the shed, with her

purring loudly on his shoul der

"YOQU don't seemto mind," he said.

For a tinme he fussed about the shed, and at |ast discovered the

rest of the provisions hidden in the roof. "Seens 'ard," he
said, as he adm nistered a saucerful of mlk, "when you get three
men in a 'ole like this, they can't work together. But 'im and

"is princing was jest a bit too thick!"

"Gaw " he reflected, sitting on the counter and eating, "what a

thing life is! '"Ere aml; | seen 'is picture, 'eard 'is nane



since | was a kid in frocks. Prince Karl Al bert! And if any one
"ad tole me | was going to blow limto smthereens--therel

shouldn't 'ave believed it, Kitty.

"That chap at Margit ought to 'ave tole ne about it. Al 'e tole

me was that | got a weak chess

"That other chap, 'e ain't going to do nmuch. Wbnder what | ought

to do about 'inP"

He surveyed the trees with a keen blue eye and fingered the gun
on his knee. "I don't like this killing, Kitty," he said. "It's

like Kurt said about being blooded. Seenms to ne you got to be

bl ooded young.... If that Prince 'ad come up to nme and said,
' Shake 'ands!' I'd 'ave shook 'ands.... Now 'ere's that other
chap, dodging about! 'E s got'is 'ead 'urt already, and there's

somet hing wong with his leg. And burns. Golly! it isn't three
weeks ago | first set eyes on 'im and then 'e was smart and set
up--'ands full of "air-brushes and things, and swearin' at ne. A
regul ar gentleman! Now 'e's 'arfway to a wild man. Wat aml to
do with "in? Wat the "ell aml to do with 'inP | can't |eave
"im'ave that flying-machine; that's a bit too good, and if |

don't kill "im 'e'll jest 'ang about this island and starve...

"*E's got a sword, of course"....

He resunmed his phil osophising after he had lit a cigarette.

"War's a silly gaim Kitty. It's a silly gaim W conmon

peopl e--we were fools. W thought those big people knew what
they were up to--and they didn't. Look at that chap! 'E 'ad
all Germany be'ind 'im and what 'as 'e made of it? Sneshin' and

bl underin' and destroyin', and there 'e "is! Jest a nmess of



bl ood and boots and things! Jest an 'orrid splash! Prince Karl
Al bert! And all the nen 'e led and the ships 'e 'ad, the

ai rships, and the dragon-fliers--all scattered |like a paper-chase
between this 'ole and Germany. And fightin' going on and burnin

and killin' that 'e started, war without end all over the world!

"I suppose | shall '"ave to kill that other chap. | suppose

must. But it ain't at all the sort of job I fancy, Kitty!"

For a tinme he hunted about the island am dst the uproar of the
waterfall, |ooking for the wounded officer, and at |ast he
started himout of some bushes near the head of Biddle Stairs.
But as he saw the bent and bandaged figure in linping flight
before him he found his Cockney softness too nuch for himagain;

he coul d neither shoot nor pursue. "I carn't," he said, "that's

flat. | "aven't the guts for it! "'E Il '"ave to go."

He turned his steps towards the flying-nmachine...

He never saw the bird-faced officer again, nor any further

evi dence of his presence. Towards evening he grew fearful of
anbushes and hunted vigorously for an hour or so, but in vain.
He slept in a good defensible position at the extremty of the
rocky point that runs out to the Canadian Fall, and in the night
he woke in panic terror and fired his gun. But it was not hing.
He slept no nore that night. |In the norning he becane curiously
concerned for the vani shed nman, and hunted for himas one m ght

for an erring brother.

"I'f I knew some German," he said, "I'd "oller. |It's jest not

knowi ng German does it. You can't explain

He di scovered, later, traces of an attenpt to cross the gap in

the broken bridge. A rope with a bolt attached had been flung



across and had caught in a fenestration of a projecting fragnent
of railing. The end of the rope trailed in the seething water

towards the fall.

But the bird-faced officer was al ready rubbing shoulders with
certain inert matter that had once been Lieutenant Kurt and the
Chi nese aeronaut and a dead cow, and nuch ot her uncongeni al
conmpany, in the huge circle of the Wirlpool tw and a quarter
mles away. Never had that great gathering place, that

i ncessant, aimess, unprogressive hurry of waste and battered
things, been so crowded with strange and nel ancholy derelicts.
Round they went and round, and every day brought its new
contributions, |uckless brutes, shattered fragnments of boat and
flying-nmachine, endless citizens fromthe cities upon the shores
of the great |akes above. Mich cane from develand. It all

gat hered here, and whirl ed about indefinitely, and over it all

gathered daily a greater abundance of birds.

CHAPTER X

THE WORLD UNDER THE WAR

Bert spent two nore days upon Goat |sland, and finished all his
provi sions except the cigarettes and mneral water, before he

brought hinself to try the Asiatic flying-machine.

Even at last he did not so nmuch go off upon it as get carried
off. It had taken only an hour or so to substitute w ng stays
fromthe second flying-machine and to replace the nuts he had
hi nsel f renoved. The engine was in working order, and differed

only very sinply and obviously fromthat of a contenporary



nmot or - bi cycle. The rest of the time was taken up by a vast

musi ng and del aying and hesitation. Chiefly he saw hinself

spl ashing into the rapids and whirling dowmn themto the Fall
clutching and drowni ng, but also he had a vision of

bei ng hopelessly in the air, going fast and unable to ground.

H s mind was too concentrated upon the business of flying for him
to think very nmuch of what night happen to an indefinite-spirited
Cockney w thout credential who arrived on an Asiatic

flying-nmachine am dst the war-infuriated popul ati on beyond.

He still had a lingering solicitude for the bird-faced officer
He had a haunting fancy he might be |ying disabled or badly
smashed in some way in sone nook or cranny of the Island; and it

was only after a nobst exhaustive search that he abandoned t hat

distressing idea. "If | found 'im" he reasoned the while, "what
could I do wiv "in? You can't blow a chap's brains out when 'e's
down. And | don' see 'owelse | can 'elp 'im"

Then the kitten bothered his highly devel oped sense of soci al
responsibility. "If | leave '"er, she'll starve.... Qught to
catch mce for "erself.... ARE there mice?. .. Birds? ... She's
too young.... She's like nme; she's a bit too civilised."

Finally he stuck her in his side pocket and she becane greatly
interested in the menories of corned beef she found there. Wth
her in his pocket, he seated hinself in the saddl e of the
flying-machine. Big, clunsy thing it was--and not a bit like a
bicycle. Still the working of it was fairly plain. You set the
engi ne goi ng--SO ki cked yourself up until the wheel was
vertical, SO engaged the gyroscope, SO and then--then--you just

pulled up this |ever

Rather stiff it was, but suddenly it cane over--



The big curved wings on either side flapped disconcertingly,

flapped again' click, clock, click, clock, clitter-clock

Stop! The thing was heading for the water; its wheel was in the
water. Bert groaned fromhis heart and struggled to restore the
lever toits first position. Oick, clock, clitter-clock, he was
ising! The nmachine was lifting its dripping wheel out of the
eddi es, and he was going up! There was no stoppihg now, no good
in stopping now. In another nmonent Bert, clutching and
convulsive and rigid, with staring eyes and a face pal e as death,
was flapping up above the Rapids, jerking to every jerk of the

Wi ngs, and rising, rising.

There was no conparison in dignity and confort between a
flying-nmachine and a balloon. Except in its nonents of descent,
the balloon was a vehicle of faultless urbanity; this was a buck-
-junmping nule, a nule that junped up and never came down again.
Cick, clock, click, clock; with each beat of the strangely
shaped wings it junped Bert upward and caught himneatly again
hal f a second later on the saddle. And while in ballooning there
is no wind, since the balloon is a part of the wind, flying is a
wi | d perpetual creation of and plunging into wind. It was a wnd
that above all things sought to blind him to force himto close
his eyes. It occurred to himpresently to twist his knees and.
legs inward and grip with them or surely he woul d have been
bunped into two clunmsy halves. And he was going up, a hundred
yards hi gh, two hundred, three hundred, over the streaning,
frothing wilderness of water bel ow-up, up, up. That was al
right, but how presently would one go horizontally? He tried to
think if these things did go horizontally. No! They flapped up
and then they soared down. For a tinme he would keep on fl apping

up. Tears streamed fromhis eyes. He wi ped themw th one



tenerariously di sengaged hand.

Was it better torisk a fall over |land or over water--such water?

He was fl apping up above the Upper Rapids towards Buffalo. It
was at any rate a confort that the Falls and the wild swirl of
wat ers bel ow them were behind him He was flying up straight.

That he could see. How did one turn?

He was presently al nost cool, and his eyes got nore used to the
rush of air, but he was getting very high, very high. He tilted
his head forwards and surveyed the country, blinking. He could
see all over Buffalo, a place with three great blackened scars of
ruin, and hills and stretches beyond. He wondered if he was half
a mle high, or nore. There were sone people anpbng sone houses
near a railway station between Niagara and Buffal o, and then nore
people. They went like ants busily in and out of the houses. He
saw two notor cars gliding along the road towards Ni agara city.
Then far away in the south he saw a great Asiatic airship going
eastward. "COh, Gord!" he said, and becane earnest in his
ineffectual attenpts to alter his direction. But that airship
took no notice of him and he continued to ascend convul sively.
The world got nore and nore extensive and maplike. dick, clock
clitter-clock. Above himand very near to himnow was a hazy

stratum of cl oud

He deternined to disengage the wing clutch. He did so. The

| ever resisted his strength for a tine, then over it came, and
instantly the tail of the machine cocked up and the w ngs becane
rigidly spread. Instantly everything was swift and snooth and
silent. He was gliding rapidly down the air against a wild gale

of wind, his eyes three-quarters shut.

Alittle lever that had hitherto been obdurate now confessed



itself nobile. He turned it over gently to the right, and
whiroo!--the left wing had in sone nysterious way given at its
edge and he was sweeping round and downward in an i nmense

ri ght-handed spiral. For sonme nonments he experienced all the
hel pl ess sensations of catastrophe. He restored the lever to its
m ddl e position with sone difficulty, and the wi ngs were

equal i sed agai n.

He turned it to the left and had a sensation of being spun round

backwards. "Too nuch!" he gasped.

He di scovered that he was rushing down at a headl ong pace towards
a railway line and sone factory buildings. They appeared to be
tearing up to himto devour him He nust have dropped all that
hei ght. For a nonent he had the ineffectual sensations of one
whose bicycle bolts downhill. The ground had al nost taken hi m by
surprise. "'Ere!" he cried; and then with a violent effort of

all his being he got the beating engine at work again and set the
wi ngs flapping. He swooped down and up and resuned his quivering

and pul sating ascent of the air.

He went high again, until he had a w de view of the pleasant

upl and country of western New York State, and then made a | ong
coast down, and so up again, and then a coast. Then as he cane
swoopi ng a quarter of a nile above a village he saw peopl e
runni ng about, running away--evidently in relation to his

hawk-|i ke passage. He got an idea that he had been shot at.

"Up!" he said, and attacked that |ever again. |t canme over wth
remarkabl e docility, and suddenly the wi ngs seened to give way in
the mddle. But the engine was still! 1t had stopped. He flung

the | ever back rather by instinct than design. Wat to do?



Much happened in a few seconds, but also his mnd was quick, he
t hought very quickly. He couldn't get up again, he was gliding

down the air; he would have to hit sonet hing.

He was travelling at the rate of perhaps thirty mles an hour

down, down.

That plantation of larches | ooked the softest thing--nossy

al nost !

Could he get it? He gave hinmself to the steering. Round to the

right--left!

Swirroo! Crackle! He was gliding over the tops of the trees,
pl oughi ng through them tunbling into a cloud of green sharp
| eaves and bl ack twi gs. There was a sudden snapping, and he fel
off the saddle forward, a thud and a crashing of branches. Some

twigs hit himsnmartly in the face...

He was between a tree-stemand the saddle, with his | eg over the
steering lever and, so far as he could realise, not hurt. He
tried to alter his position and free his |leg, and found hinsel f
sli ppi ng and droppi ng through branches with everything giving way
beneath him He clutched and found hinself in the [ ower branches
of a tree beneath the flying-machine. The air was full of a

pl easant resinous snell. He stared for a nonent notionless, and
then very carefully clanbered down branch by branch to the soft

needl e- covered ground bel ow.

"Good business,"” he said, |ooking up at the bent and tilted

kite-w ngs above.

"l dropped soft!"



He rubbed his chin with his hand and neditated. "Blowed if |
don't think I'"'ma rather lucky fellow" he said, surveying the

pl easant sun-bespattered ground under the trees. Then he becane
aware of a violent tumult at his side. "Lord!"™ he said, "You
nmust be "arf snothered,” and extracted the kitten fromhis
pocket - handker chi ef and pocket. She was tw sted and crunpl ed and
extrenely glad to see the light again. Her little tongue peeped
bet ween her teeth. He put her down, and she ran a dozen paces

and shook herself and stretched and sat up and began to wash.

"Nex'?" he said, |ooking about him and then with a gesture of

vexation, "Desh it! | ought to 'ave brought that gun!"

He had rested it against a tree when he had seated hinself in the

flyi ng- machi ne saddl e.

He was puzzled for a tine by the i nmense peaceful ness in the
quality of the world, and then he perceived that the roar of the

cataract was no longer in his ears.

He had no very clear idea of what sort of people he m ght cone
upon in this country. 1t was, he knew, Anerica. Anericans he
had al ways understood were the citizens of a great and powerful
nation, dry and hunmorous in their manner, addicted to the use of
the bowi e-knife and revolver, and in the habit of tal king through
the nose like Norfol kshire, and saying "allow' and "reckon" and
"calculate,"” after the manner of the people who live on the New
Forest side of Hanpshire. Also they were very rich, had

rocki ng-chairs, and put their feet at unusual altitudes, and they
chewed tobacco, gum and other substances, with untiring

i ndustry. Commingled with them were cowboys, Red | ndians, and



comc, respectful niggers. This he had learnt fromthe fiction
in his public library. Beyond that he had learnt very little.

He was not surprised therefore when he net armed nen.

He deci ded to abandon the shattered flying-machine. He wandered
through the trees for sone tine, and then struck a road that
seermed to his urban English eyes to be remarkably wi de but not
properly "made." Neither hedge nor ditch nor curbed distinctive
footpath separated it fromthe woods, and it went in that |ong
easy curve which distinguishes the tracks of an open continent.
Ahead he saw a man carrying a gun under his arm a man in a soft
bl ack hat, a blue blouse, and black trousers, and with a broad
round-fat face quite innocent of goatee. This person regarded

hi m askance and heard himspeak with a start.

"Can you tell ne whereabouts | amat all?" asked Bert.

The man regarded him and nore particularly his rubber boots,
with sinister suspicion. Then he replied in a strange outl andi sh
tongue that was, as a matter of fact, Czech. He ended suddenly

at the sight of Bert's blank face with "Don't spik English."

"Ch!" said Bert. He reflected gravely for a nonent, and then

went his way.

"Thenks," he, said as an afterthought. The nman regarded his back
for a nonent, was struck with an idea, began an abortive gesture
sighed, gave it up, and went on also with a depressed

count enance.

Presently Bert cane to a big wooden house standi ng casual | y anong
the trees. It |ooked a bleak, bare box of a house to him no
creeper grew on it, no hedge nor wall nor fence parted it off

fromthe woods about it. He stopped before the steps that |led up



to the door, perhaps thirty yards away. The place seened
deserted. He would have gone up to the door and rapped, but
suddenly a big black dog appeared at the side and regarded him
It was a huge heavy-jawed dog of some unfaniliar breed, and it,
wore a spi ke-studded collar. It did not bark nor approach him
it just bristled quietly and emitted a single sound |ike a short,

deep cough.

Bert hesitated and went on.

He stopped thirty paces away and stood peering about hi m anong

the trees. "If | "aven't been and lef' that kitten," he said

Acute sorrow wenched himfor a tine. The black dog cane through
the trees to get a better look at him and coughed that well-bred

cough again. Bert resunmed the road.

"She'll do all right," he said.... "She'll catch things.

"She'll do all right," he said presently, w thout conviction
But if it had not been for the black dog, he would have gone

back.

When he was out of sight of the house and the black dog, he went
into the woods on the other side of the way and energed after an
interval trimming a very tolerable cudgel with his pocket-knife.
Presently he saw an attractive-looking rock by the track and
picked it up and put it in his pocket. Then he cane to three or
four houses, wooden like the last, each with an ill-painted white
verandah (that was his nane for it) and all standing in the sane
casual way upon the ground. Behind, through the woods, he saw

pi g-stys and a rooting black sow | eading a brisk, adventurous

famly. A wi |l d-1ooking woman wi th sl oe-black eyes and



di shevel | ed bl ack hair sat upon the steps of one of the houses
nursing a baby, but at the sight of Bert she got up and went
i nside, and he heard her bolting the door. Then a boy appeared

anong the pig-stys, but he would not understand Bert's hail.

"I suppose it is Anerical" said Bert.

The houses becane nore frequent down the road, and he passed two
other extrenely wild and dirty-Iooking nmen w thout addressing
them One carried a gun and the other a hatchet, and they
scrutinised himand his cudgel scornfully. Then he struck a

cross-road with a nono-rail at its side, and there was a notice

board at the coner with "Wait here for the cars.” "That's al
right, any'ow," said Bert. "Wnder 'owlong | should 'ave to
wait?" It occurred to himthat in the present disturbed state of

the country the service mght be interrupted, and as there seened
nmore houses to the right than the left he turned to the right.

He passed an old negro. "'Ulo!" said Bert. "Goo' norning!"

"Good day, sah!" said the old negro, in a voice of al nost

i ncredi bl e richness.

"What's the nane of this place?" asked Bert.

"Tanooda, sah!" said the negro.

"Thenks!" said Bert.

"Thank YQU, sah!" said the negro, overwhel mngly.

Bert canme to houses of the same detached, unwalled, wooden type,
but adorned now with enanell ed advertisenents partly in English
and partly in Esperanto. Then he cane to what he concluded was a

grocer's shop. It was the first house that professed the



hospitality of an open door, and fromw thin came a strangely

famliar sound. "Gaw " he said searching in his pockets. "Wy!
I "aven't wanted noney for free weeks! | wonder if |I--Gubb 'ad
most of it. Ah!" He produced a handful of coins and regarded
it; three pennies, sixpence, and a shilling. "That's all right,”

he said, forgetting a very obvi ous consideration

He approached the door, and as he did so a conpactly built,
grey-faced man in shirt sleeves appeared in it and scrutinised
himand his cudgel. "Mrnin'," said Bert. "Can | get anything to

eat 'r drink in this shop?"

The man in the door replied, thank Heaven, in clear, good

Anerican. "This, sir, is not A shop, it is A store.”

"Ch!" said Bert, and then, "Well, can | get anything to eat?"

"You can," said the Anerican in a tone of confident

encour agenent, and | ed the way inside.

The shop seemed to himby his Bun Hill standards extrenely roony,
well lit, and unencunbered. There was a long counter to the left
of him with drawers and niscel |l aneous comoditi es ranged behind
it, a nunmber of chairs, several tables, and two spittoons to the
right, various barrels, cheeses, and bacon up the vista, and
beyond, a large archway leading to nore space. A little group of
men was assenbl ed round one of the tables, and a wonman of perhaps
five-and-thirty leant with her elbows on the counter. Al the
men were armed with rifles, and the barrel of a gun peeped above
the counter. They were all listening idly, inattentively, to a
cheap, netallic-toned granophone that occupied a table near at
hand. Fromits brazen throat came words that gave Bert a qual m

of homesi ckness, that brought back in his nmenmory a sunlit beach



a group of children, red-painted bicycles, Gubb, and an

approachi ng bal |l oon: - -

"Ting-a-ling-a-ting-a-ling-a-ting-a ling-a-tang..

What Price Hair-pins Now?"

A heavy-necked man in a straw hat, who was chew ng sonet hi ng,
stopped the nachine with a touch, and they all,turned their eyes

on Bert. And all their eyes were tired eyes.

"Can we give this gentleman anything to eat, nother, or can we

not ?" said the proprietor

"He kin have what he |ikes?" said the wonan at the counter
wi t hout noving, "right up froma cracker to a square neal." She
struggled with a yawn, after the manner of one who has been up

all night.

"I want a meal ," said Bert, "but | 'aven't very nuch noney. |

don' want to give nor'n a shillin'."

"Mor'n a WHAT?" said the proprietor, sharply.

"Mor'n a shillin'," said Bert, with a sudden di sagreeabl e

realisation coming into his nind.

"Yes," said the proprietor, startled for a noment fromhis

courtly bearing. "But what in hell is a shilling?"

"He neans a quarter,"” said a w se-looking, |ank young man in

riding gaiters.

Bert, trying to conceal his consternation, produced a coin.

"That's a shilling," he said.



"He calls A store A shop,"” said the proprietor, "and he wants A
meal for A shilling. My | ask you, sir, what part of America

you hail fronP"

Bert replaced the shilling,in his pocket as he spoke, "Niagara,"

he sai d.

"And when did you | eave Ni agara?”

"' Bout an hour ago."

"Wll," said the proprietor, and turned with a puzzlied snile to

the others. "Well!"

They asked various questions simultaneously.

Bert selected one or two for reply. "You see," he said, "I been
with the German air-fleet. | got caught up by them sort of by
acci dent, and brought over here.”

" From Engl and?”

"Yes--from Engl and. Way of Germany. | was in a great battle

with them Asiatics, and | got lef' on alittle island between the

Falls."

"Goat | sland?"

"I don' know what it was called. But any'ow | found a

flying-machine and nade a sort of fly with it and got here.”

Two men stood up with incredul ous eyes on him "Were's the

flying-nmachi ne?"t hey asked; "outside?"



"It's back in the woods here--'bout arf a mle away."

"Is it good?" said a thick-lipped man with a scar

"l cone down rather a smash--."

Everybody got up and stood about him and tal ked confusingly.

They wanted himto take themto the flying-nmachi ne at once.

"Look 'ere," said Bert, "I'll show you--only |I '"aven't 'ad

anything to eat since yestiday--except mineral water."

A gaunt soldierly-Iooking young man with long Iean legs in riding
gaiters and a bandolier, who had hitherto not spoken, intervened
now on his behalf in a note of confident authority. "That's aw

right," he said. "Gve hima feed, M. Logan--fromne. |

want to hear nore of that story of his. W'Ill see his machine
afterwards. |If you ask nme, | should say it's a remarkably

i nteresting accident had dropped this gentleman here. | guess we

requisition that flying-machine--if we find it--,for |oca

def ence. "

So Bert fell on his feet again, and sat eating cold neat and good
bread and nustard and drinking very good beer, and telling in the
roughest outline and with the om ssions and inaccuraci es of
statenent natural to his type of mnd, the sinple story of his
adventures. He told how he and a "gentleman friend" had been
visiting the seaside for their health, how a "chep"” canme along in
a balloon and fell out as he fell in, how he had drifted to
Franconi a, how the Germans had seenmed to mistake himfor sone one

and had "took him prisoner” and brought himto New York, how he



had been to Labrador and back, how he had got to Goat I|sland and
found hinself there alone. He omitted the matter of the Prince
and the Butteridge aspect of the affair, not out of any deep
decei tful ness, but because he felt the inadequacy of his
narrative powers. He wanted everything to seem easy and natura
and correct, to present hinself as a trustworthy and
under st andabl e Engli shman in a sound nedi ocre position, to whom
ref reshnent and acconmodati on m ght be given with freedom and
confi dence.

When his fragnentary story cane to New York and the battle of

Ni agara, they suddenly produced newspapers which had been Iying
about on the table, and began to check himand question him by

t hese vehenent accounts. |t becane evident to himthat his
descent had revived and roused to flanmes again a di scussion, a
topic, that had been burning continuously, that had snoul dered
only through sheer exhaustion of material during the tenporary
di versi on of the gramophone, a discussion that had drawn these
men together, rifle in hand, the one suprene topic of the whole
worl d, the War and the nethods of the War. He found any question
of his personality and his personal adventures falling into the
background, found hinself taken for granted, and no nore than a
source of information. The ordinary affairs of life, the buying
and selling of everyday necessities, the cultivation of the
ground, the tending of beasts, was going on as it were by force
of routine, as the comon duties of life go on in a house whose
master |lies under the knife of sone suprene operation. The
overruling interest was furnished by those great Asiatic airships
that went upon incal cul abl e mi ssions across the sky, the
crimson-clad swordsnen who m ght cone fluttering down denmandi ng
petrol, or food, or news. These nen were asking, all the
continent was asking, "Wat are we to do? VWhat can we try? How
can we get at then?" Bert fell into his place as an item ceased

even in his own thoughts to be a central and i ndependent thing.



After he had eaten and drunken his fill and sighed and stretched
and told them how good the food seened to him he lit a cigarette
they gave himand led the way, with some doubts and trouble, to
the flying-nmachine anidst the |larches. 1t becane nanifest that

t he gaunt young nman, whose nane, it seened, was Laurier, was a

| eader both by position and natural aptitude. He knew the nanes
and characters and capabilities of all the nen who were with him
and he set themto work at once with vigour and effect to secure
this precious instrument of war. They got the thing down to the
ground deliberately and carefully, felling a couple of trees in
the process, and they built a wide flat roof of tinbers and tree
boughs to guard their precious find against its chance di scovery
by any passing Asiatics. Long before evening they had an

engi neer fromthe next township at work upon it, and they were
casting lots anong the seventeen picked nen who wanted to take it
for its first flight. And Bert found his kitten and carried it
back to Logan's store and handed it with earnest adnonition to

Ms. Logan. And it was reassuringly clear to himthat in Ms.

Logan both he and the kitten had found a congenial soul

Laurier was not only a masterful person and a wealthy property
owner and enpl oyer--he was president, Bert learnt with awe, of

t he Tanooda Canni ng Corporation--but he was popul ar and skil ful
in the arts of popularity. 1In the evening quite a crowd of nen
gathered in the store and tal ked of the flying-machine and of the
war that was tearing the world to pieces. And presently cane a
man on a bicycle with an ill-printed newspaper of a single sheet
whi ch acted like fuel in a blazing furnace of talk. It was
nearly all Anerican news; the ol d-fashioned cables had fallen
into disuse for sone years, and the Marconi stations across the

ocean and along the Atlantic coastline seenmed to have furnished



particularly tenpting points of attack

But such news it was.

Bert sat in the background--for by this time they had gauged his
personal quality pretty conmpletely--listening. Before his
staggering m nd passed strange vast images as they tal ked, of
great issues at a crisis, of nations in tunmultuous march, of
continents overthrown, of fam ne and destructi on beyond neasure.
Ever and again, in spite of his efforts to suppress them certain
personal inpressions would scanper across the weltering
confusion, the horrible nmess of the exploded Prince, the Chinese
aeronaut upside down, the |inping and bandaged bird-faced officer

bl undering along in mserable and hopeless flight....

They spoke of fire and nassacre, of cruelties and counter

cruelties, of things that had been done to harm ess Asiatics by
race-mad nmen, of the whol esal e burning and smashing up of towns
railway junctions, bridges, of whole populations in hiding and

exodus. "Every ship they've got is in the Pacific," he heard one
man exclaim "Since the fighting began they can't have | anded on
the Pacific slope less than a mllion nmen. They've cone to stay

in these States, and they will--living or dead."

Slowy, broadly, invincibly, there grew upon Bert's nind
realisation of the inmrense tragedy of humanity into which his
life was flowing; the appalling and universal nature of the
epoch that had arrived; the conception of an end to security and
order and habit. The whole world was at war and it could not get

back to peace, it night never recover peace.

He had thought the things he had seen had been excepti onal
concl usive things, that the besieging of New York and the battle

of the Atlantic were epoch-naking events between | ong years of se



curity. And they had been but the first warning inpacts of

uni versal cataclysm Each day destruction and hate and di saster
grew, the fissures wi dened between nan and nan, new regi ons of
the fabric of civilisation crunbled and gave way. Below, the
arm es grew and the peopl e perished; above, the airships and

aer opl anes fought and fled, raining destruction.

It is difficult perhaps for the broad-ni nded and

| ong- perspectived reader to understand how i ncredible the
breaki ng down of the scientific civilisation seenmed to those, who
actually lived at this tine, who in their own persons went down
in that debacle. Progress had marched as it seenmed invincible
about the earth, never now to rest again. For three hundred
years and nore the long steadily accel erated di astol e of

Eur opeani sed civilisation had been in progress: towns had been
mul ti pl yi ng, popul ations increasing, values rising, new countries
devel opi ng; thought, literature, know edge unfol ding and
spreading. It seened but a part of the process that every year
the instrunments of war were vaster and nore powerful, and that

arm es and expl osives outgrew all other growi ng things...

Three hundred years of diastole, and then cane the swift and
unexpected systole, like the closing of a fist. They could not

understand it was systole.

They could not think of it as anything but a jolt, a hitch, a
mere oscillatory indication of the swiftness of their progress.
Col I apse, though it happened all about them remained
incredible. Presently sone falling nass snote them down, or the

ground opened beneath their feet. They died incredul ous...

These nen in the store made a minute, renobte group under this

i mrense canopy of disaster. They turned fromone little aspect



to another. \What chiefly concerned them was defence agai nst
Asiatic raiders swooping for petrol or to destroy weapons or
communi cati ons. Everywhere levies were being formed at that tine
to defend the plant of the railroads day and night in the hope
that comuni cation woul d speedily be restored. The |land war was
still far away. A man with a flat voice distinguished hinself by
a di splay of know edge and cunning. He told themall with
confidence just what had been wong with the German
drachenflieger and the Anerican aeropl anes, just what advantage
the Japanese flyers possessed. He launched out into a romantic
description of the Butteridge nachine and riveted Bert's
attention. "I SEE that," said Bert, and was smitten silent by a
thought. The nman with the flat voice tal ked on, wi thout heeding
him of the strange irony of Butteridge's death. At that Bert
had a little twinge of relief--he would never neet Butteridge

again. |t appeared Butteridge had di ed suddenly, very suddenly.

"And his secret, sir, perished with hinl Wen they canme to | ook
for the parts--none could find them He had hidden themall too

wel | .

"But couldn't he tell?" asked the man in the straw hat. "D d he

di e so suddenly as that?"

"Struck down, sir. Rage and apoplexy. At a place called

Dynchurch in Engl and. "

"That's right, said Laurier. "l renenber a page about it in the
Sunday American. At the tinme they said it was a German spy had

stolen his balloon.”

"Well, sir," said the flat-voiced man, "that fit of apopl exy at
Dyrnchurch was the worst thing--absolutely the worst thing that

ever happened to the world. For if it had not been for the death



of M. Butteridge--"

"No one knows his secret?"

"Not a soul. |It's gone. His balloon, it appears, was |ost at

sea, with all the plans. Down it went, and they went with it."

Pause.

"Wth machi nes such as he nmade we could fight these Asiatic
fliers on nore than equal terns. W could outfly and beat down
those scarl et hunm ng-birds wherever they appeared. But it's
gone, it's gone, and there's no tinme to reinvent it now. W got
to fight with what we got--and the odds are agai nst us. THAT

won't stop us fightin'. No! but just think of it!"

Bert was trenbling violently. He cleared his throat hoarsely.

"I say," he said, "look here, I--"

Nobody regarded him The man with the flat voice was opening a

new branch of the subject.

"I allow-" he began.

Bert becane violently excited. He stood up

He made clawing notions with his hands. "I say!" he excl ai ned,
"M. Laurier. Look 'ere--1 want--about that Butteridge
machi ne--."

M. Laurier, sitting on an adjacent table, with a nmagnificent
gesture, arrested the discourse of the flat-voiced nman. "What's

HE sayi ng?" sai d he.



Then the whol e conpany realised that sonething was happening to
Bert; either he was suffocating or going mad. He was

spl uttering.

"Look 'ere! | say! 'Adon a bit!" and trenbling and eagerly

unbutt oni ng hi nsel f.

He tore open his collar and opened vest and shirt. He plunged
into his interior and for an instant it seenmed he was pl ucking
forth his liver. Then as he struggled with buttons on his

shoul der they perceived this flattened horror was in fact a
terribly dirty flannel chest-protector. In an other noment Bert,
in a state of irregul ar decoll etage, was standing over the table

di spl ayi ng a sheaf of papers.

"These!" he gasped. "These are the plans!... You know M.
Butteridge--his nachine ! What died! | was the chap that went

off in that balloon!"

For some seconds every one was silent. They stared fromthese
papers to Bert's white face and bl azi ng eyes, and back to the
papers on the table. Nobody nmoved. Then the man with the flat

voi ce spoke.

"Irony!™ he said, with a note of satisfaction. "Real rightdown

Irony! When it's too late to think of naking 'em any nore!"

They would all no doubt have been eager to hear Bert's story over
again, but it was it this point that Laurier showed his quality.

"No, SIR " he said, and slid fromoff his table.



He i npounded the dispersing Butteridge plans with one

conpr ehensi ve sweep of his arm rescuing themeven fromthe
expository finger-marks of the man with the flat voice, and
handed themto Bert. "Put those back, "he said, "where you had

em W have a journey before us."

Bert took them

"Whar?" said the man in the straw hat.

"Way, sir, we are going to find the President of these States and
give these plans over to him | decline to believe, sir, we are

too late. "

"Where is the President?" asked Bert weakly in that pause that

fol | oned.

"Logan," said Laurier, disregarding that feeble ingniry, "you

must help us in this."

It seemed only a matter of a few minutes before Bert and Lauri er
and t he storekeeper were exam ning a nunber of bicycles that were
stowed in the hinder roomof the store. Bert didn't |ike any of
them very nmuch. They had wood rins and an experience of wood
rims in the English climte had taught himto hate them That,
however, and one or two other objections to an i Mmediate start
were overruled by Laurier. "But where IS the President?" Bert
repeated as they stood behind Logan while he punped up a defl ated

tyre.

Laurier | ooked down on him "He is reported in the nei ghbourhood
of Al bany--out towards the Berkshire Hills. He is moving from

pl ace to place and, as far as he can, organising the defence by



tel egraph and tel ephones The Asiatic air-fleet is trying to

| ocate him Wen they think they have | ocated the seat of
governnent, they throw bonbs. This inconveniences him but so
far they have not conme within ten miles of him The Asiatic
air-fleet is at present scattered all over the Eastern States,
seeki ng out and destroyi ng gas-wor ks and what ever seens conducive
to the building of airships or the transport of troops. CQur
retaliatory neasures are slight in the extreme. But with these
machi nes--Sir, this ride of ours will count anong the historica

rides of the world!"

He came near to striking an attitude. "W shan't get to him

to-ni ght ?" asked Bert.

"No, sir!" said Laurier. "W shall have to ride sone days

sure!”

"And suppose we can.'t get a lift on a train--or anything?"

"No, sir! There's been no transit by Tanooda for three days.

It is no good waiting. W shall have to get on as well as we

can.

"Startin' now?

"Starting now"

"But 'ow about--W shan't be able to do nuch to-night."

"May as well ride till we're fagged and sleep then. So nuch

clear gain. Qur road is eastward."

"Of course," began Bert, with nenories of the dawn upon Goat

Island, and |l eft his sentence unfinished.



He gave his attention to the nore scientific packing of the
chest-protector, for several of the plans flapped beyond his

vest .

For a week Bert led a life of nixed sensations. Amidst these
fatigue in the |l egs predom nated. Mstly he rode, rode with
Laurier's back inexorably ahead, through a land like a |arger

Engl and, with bigger hills and w der valleys, larger fields,

wi der roads, fewer hedges, and wooden houses w th commodi ous

pi azzas. He rode. Laurier nade inquiries, Laurier chose the
turnings, Laurier doubted, Laurier decided. Now it seened they
were in tel ephonic touch with the President; now sonething had
happened and he was | ost again. But always they had to go on

and always Bert rode. A tyre was deflated. Still he rode. He
grew saddl e sore. Laurier declared that uninmportant. Asiatic
flying ships passed overhead, the two cyclists made a dash for
cover until the sky was clear. Once a red Asiatic flying-nachine
came fluttering after them so |ow they could distinguish the
aeronaut's head. He followed themfor a mle. Now they cane to
regi ons of panic, now to regions of destruction; here people were
fighting for food, here they seened hardly stirred fromthe
countryside routine. They spent a day in a deserted and danaged
Al bany. The Asiatics had descended and cut every wire and nmade a
ci nder-heap of the Junction, and our travellers pushed on
eastward. They passed a hundred hal f-heeded incidents, and

al ways Bert was toiling after Laurier's indefatigable back...

Thi ngs struck upon Bert's attention and perplexed him and then

he passed on wi th unanswered questionings fading fromhis mnd.



He saw a |l arge house on fire on a hillside to the right, and no

man heeding it....

They canme to a narrow railroad bridge and presently to a
mono-rail train standing in the track on its safety feet. It was
a renmarkably sunptuous train, the Last Wrd Trans- Conti nental
Express, and the passengers were all playing cards or sleeping or
preparing a picnic nmeal on a grassy slope near at hand. They had

been there six days...

At one point ten dark-conpl exi oned men were hanging in a string

fromthe trees along the roadside. Bert wondered why. ..

At one peaceful -1ooking village where they stopped off to get
Bert's tyre nended and found beer and biscuits, they were
approached by an extrenely dirty little boy w thout boots, who

spoke as follows: --

"Deyse been hanging a Chink in dose woods!"

"Hangi ng a Chi naman?" said Laurier.

"Sure. Der sleuths got himrubberin' der rail-road sheds!"

" G]' "

"Dose guys done wase cartridges. Deyse hung him and dey pulled
his legs. Deyse doin' all der Chinks dey can fine dat weh! Dey

ain't takin' no risks. Al der Chinks dey can fine."

Neither Bert nor Laurier made any reply, and presently, after a
little skilful expectoration, the young gentlenman was attracted
by the appearance of two of his friends down the road and

shuffl ed off, whooping weirdly...



That afternoon they al nbst ran over a man shot through the body
and partly deconposed, lying near the nmiddl e of the road, just

out si de Al bany. He nust have been lying there for sone days...

Beyond Al bany they cane upon a notor car with a tyre burst and a
young wonan sitting absol utely passive beside the driver's seat.
An ol d man was under the car trying to effect sone inpossible
repairs. Beyond, sitting with a rifle across his knees, wth

his back to the car, and staring into the woods, was a young nan.

The old man crawl ed out at their approach and still on all-fours
accosted Bert and Laurier. The car had broken down overni ght.
The old man, said he could not understand what was w ong, but he
was trying to puzzle it out. Neither he nor his son-in-Ilaw had
any nechani cal aptitude. They had been assured this was a

fool -proof car. It was dangerous to have to stop in this place.
The party had been attacked by tranps and had had to fight. It
was known they had provisions. He nmentioned a great nane in the
world of finance. Wbuld Laurier and Bert stop and help hin? He
proposed it first hopefully, then urgently, at last in tears and

terror.

"No!" said Laurier inexorable. "W nust go on! W have

somet hing nore than a wonan to save. W have to save Anerical!”

The girl never stirred.

And once they passed a nmadman singi ng.

And at last they found the President hiding in a small sal oon
upon the outskirts of a place called Pinkerville on the Hudson

and gave the plans of the Butteridge machine into his hands.



CHAPTER Xl

THE CGREAT COLLAPSE

And now the whole fabric of civilisation was bendi ng and gi ving,

and dropping to pieces and nelting in the furnace of the war.

The stages of the swift and universal collapse of the financia
and scientific civilisation with which the twentieth century
opened foll owed each other very swiftly, so swiftly that upon the
foreshortened page of history--they seem altogether to overlap
To begin with, one sees the world nearly at a maxi num weal th and
prosperity. To its inhabitants indeed it seened also at a

maxi mum of security. When now in retrospect the thoughtful
observer surveys the intellectual history of this time, when one
reads its surviving fragnents of literature, its scraps of
political oratory, the few small voices that chance has sel ected
out of a thousand mllion utterances to speak to |ater days, the
nmost striking thing of all this web of wisdomand error is surely
that hallucination of security. To nmen living in our present
world state, orderly, scientific and secured, nothing seens so
precarious, so giddily dangerous, as the fabric of the social
order with which the nmen of the opening of the twentieth century
were content. To us it seens that every institution and

rel ati onship was the fruit of haphazard and tradition and the
mani fest sport of chance, their | aws each nade for sonme separate
occasion and having no relation to any future needs, their
custons illogical, their education ainmess and wasteful. Their
met hod of econonic exploitation indeed inpresses a trained and

informed mind as the nost frantic and destructive scranble it is



possi ble to conceive; their credit and nonetary systemresting on
an unsubstantial tradition of the worthiness of gold, seens a
thing alnost fantastically unstable. And they lived in planless
cities, for the nost part dangerously congested; their rails and
roads and popul ation were distributed over the earth in the

want on confusion ten thousand irrevel ant consi derati ons had nade.

Yet they thought confidently that this was a secure and pernanent
progressive system and on the strength of sone three hundred
years of change and irregul ar inprovenent answered the doubter

wi th, "Things always have gone well. W' Il worry through!"

But when we contrast the state of man in the opening of the
twentieth century with the condition of any previous period in
his history, then perhaps we nmay begin to understand sonething of
that blind confidence. It was not so nuch a reasoned confidence
as the inevitabl e consequence of sustained good fortune. By such
standards as they possessed, things HAD gone amazingly well for
them It is scarcely an exaggeration to say that for the first
time in history whol e popul ations found t hensel ves regul arly
supplied with nore than enough to eat, and the vital statistics
of the tine witness to an anelioration of hygienic conditions
rapi d beyond all precedent, and to a vast devel opnent of
intelligence and ability in all the arts that make life

whol esome. The |l evel and quality of the average education had
risen trenendously; and at the dawn of the twentieth century
comparatively few people in Western Europe or America were unable
to read or wite. Never before had there been such reading
masses. There was wi de social security. A common nan ni ght
travel safely over three-quarters of the habitable globe, could
go round the earth at a cost of |ess than the annual earnings of
a skilled artisan. Conpared with the liberality and confort of

the ordinary life of the tinme, the order of the Roman Enpire



under the Antonines was local and Iimted. And every year, every
mont h, came some new i ncrenent to human achi evenent, a new
country opened up, new mnes, new scientific discoveries, a new

machi ne!

For those three hundred years, indeed, the novenent of the world
seermed whol |y beneficial to mankind. Men said, indeed, that

nmoral organi sati on was not keeping pace with physical progress,
but few attached any nmeaning to these phrases, the understanding
of which lies at the basis of our present safety. Sustaining and
constructive forces did indeed for a time nore than bal ance the
malign drift of chance and the natural ignorance, prejudice,

blind passion, and, wasteful self-seeking of mankind.

The accidental bal ance on the side of Progress was far slighter
and infinitely nore conplex and delicate in its adjustnments than
the people of that tine suspected; but that did not alter the
fact that it was an effective balance. They did not realise that
this age of relative good fortune was an age of i mense but
tenporary opportunity for their kind. They conplacently assuned
a necessary progress towards which they had no noral
responsibility. They did not realise that this security of
progress was a thing still to be won--or lost, and that the tine
towinit was a tinme that passed. They went about their affairs
energetically enough and yet with a curious idleness towards
those threatening things. No one troubled over the real dangers
of mankind. They, saw their arnies and navies grow | arger and
nmore portentous; sonme of their ironclads at the |last cost as nuch
as the whol e annual expenditure upon advanced education; they
accurnul at ed expl osi ves and the machi nery of destruction; they

all owed their national traditions and jeal ousies to accunul ate;
they contenpl ated a steady enhancenent of race hostility as the

races drew cl oser without. concern or understandi ng, and they



permitted the growh in their mdst of an evil-spirited press,
mercenary, and unscrupul ous, incapable of good, and powerful for
evil. The State had practically no control over the press at

all. Quite heedlessly they allowed thistouch-paper to lie at the
door of their war nmgazine for any spark to fire. The precedents
of history were all one tale of the collapse of civilisations,
the dangers of the tine were nanifest. One is incredul ous now to

bel i eve they could not see.

Coul d manki nd have prevented this disaster of the War in the Air?

An idle question that, as idle as to ask could manki nd have
prevented the decay that turned Assyria and Babylon to enpty
deserts or the slow decline and fall, the gradual socia

di sorgani sati on, phase by phase, that closed the chapter of the
Empire of the West! They could not, because they did not, they
had not the will to arrest it. Wat mankind could achieve with a
different will is a speculation as idle as it is nagnificent.

And this was no sl ow decadence that came to the Europeanised
wor |l d; those other civilisations rotted and crunbl ed down, the
Eur opeani sed civilisation was, as it were, blowm up. Wthin the
space of five years it was al together disintegrated and
destroyed. Up to the very eve of the War in the Air one sees a
spaci ous spectacl e of incessant advance, a world-w de security,
enornous areas with highly organi sed industry and settl ed

popul ations, gigantic cities spreading gigantically, the seas and
oceans dotted with shipping, the land netted with rails, and open
ways. Then suddenly the German air-fleets sweep across the

scene, and we are in the beginning of the end.

This story has already told of the swift rush upon New York of

the first German air-fleet and of the wild, inevitable orgy of



i nconcl usi ve destruction that ensued. Behind it a second
air-fleet was already swelling at its gasoneters when Engl and and
France and Spain and Italy showed their hands. None of these
countries had prepared for aeronautic warfare on the nmagnificent
scal e of the Germans, but each guarded secrets, each in a neasure
was meki ng ready, and a common dread of German vi gour and that
aggressive spirit Prince Karl Al bert enbodi ed, had | ong been
drawi ng these powers together in secret anticipation of sone such
attack. This rendered their pronpt co-operation possible, and
they certainly co-operated pronptly. The second aerial power in
Europe at this time was France; the British, nervous for their
Asiatic enpire, and sensible of the immense noral effect of the
ai rship upon hal f-educated popul ations, had placed their
aeronautic parks in North India, and were able to play but a
subordi nate part in the European conflict. Still, even in

Engl and t hey had nine or ten big navigables, twenty or thirty
smal l er ones, and a variety of experinental aeroplanes. Before
the fleet of Prince Karl Al bert had crossed Engl and, while Bert
was still surveying Manchester in bird' s-eye view, the diplomtic
exchanges were going on that led to an attack upon Germany. A
het er ogeneous col | ecti on of navi gabl e ball oons of all sizes and
types gathered over the Bernese Oberland, crushed and burnt the
twenty-five Swiss air-ships' that unexpectedly resisted this
concentration in the battle of the Al ps, and then, |eaving the

Al pine glaciers and valleys strewn with strange w eckage, divided
into two fleets and set itself to terrorise Berlin and destroy
the Franconian Park, seeking to do this before the second

air-fleet could be inflated.

Both over Berlin and Franconia the assailants with their nopdern
expl osi ves effected great damage before they were driven off. In
Franconia twelve fully distended and five partially filled and

manned gi ants were able to make head against and at last, with



the hel p of a squadron of drachenflieger from Hamburg, defeat and
pursue the attack and to relieve Berlin, and the Germans were
straining every nerve to get an overwhelnmng fleet in the air,
and were already raiding London and Paris when the advance fleets
fromthe Asiatic air-parks, the first intimtion of a new factor

in the conflict, were reported from Burnmah and Arneni a.

Al ready the whole financial fabric of the world was staggering
when that occurred. Wth the destruction of the American fleet
in the North Atlantic, and the smashing conflict that ended the
naval existence of Germany in the North Sea, with the burning and
wr ecki ng of billions of pounds' worth of property in the four
cardinal cities of the world, the fact of the hopel ess costliness
of war canme hone for the first tinme, came, like a blowin the
face, to the consciousness of mankind. Credit went down in a
wild whirl of selling. Everywhere appeared a phenomenon that had
already in a nmild degree nanifested itself in precedi ng periods
of panic; a desire to SECURE AND HOARD GOLD before prices reached
bottom But nowit spread like wild-fire, it became universal
Above was visible conflict and destruction; bel ow sonethi ng was
happening far nore deadly and incurable to the flinmsy fabric of
finance and commercialismin which nmen had so blindly put their
trust. As the airships fought above, the visible gold supply of
the world vani shed below. An epidenic of private cornering and
uni versal distrust swept the world. 1In a few weeks, noney,

except for depreciated paper, vanished into vaults, into holes,
into the walls of houses, into ten mllion hiding-places. Mney
vani shed, and at its di sappearance trade and industry came to an
end. The economic world staggered and fell dead. It was |ike
the stroke of some disease it was |ike the water vani shing out of
the blood of a living creature; it was a sudden, universa

coagul ation of intercourse...



And as the credit system that had been the living fortress of
the scientific civilisation, reeled and fell upon the millions it
had hel d together in economc relationship, as these people,
per pl exed and hel pl ess, faced this marvel of credit utterly
destroyed, the airships of Asia, countless and relentless, poured
across the heavens, swooped eastward to America and westward to
Europe. The page of history becones a long crescendo of battle.
The main body of the British-Indian air-fleet perished upon a
pyre of blazing antagonists in Burnmah; the Gernmans were scattered
in the great battle of the Carpathians; the vast peninsula of

India burst into insurrection and civil war fromend to end, and

from Gobi to Mdrocco rose the standards of the "Jehad." For sone
weeks of warfare and destruction it seenmed as though the

Conf ederation of Eastern Asia nust needs conquer the world, and
then the jerry-built "nodern" civilisation of China too gave way
under the strain. The teeni ng and peaceful popul ation of China
had been "westerni sed" during the opening years of the twentieth
century with the deepest resentment and rel uctance; they had
been dragooned and di sci plined under Japanese and

Eur opean--influence into an acqui escence with sanitary nethods,
police controls, mlitary service, and whol esal e process of
expl oi tati on agai nst which their whole tradition rebelled. Under
the stresses of the war their endurance reached the breaking

poi nt, the whole of China rose in incoherent revolt, and the
practical destruction of the central government at Pekin by a
handful of British and Gernman airships that had escaped fromthe
main battles rendered that revolt invincible. In Yokohama
appeared barricades, the black flag and the social revol ution

Wth that the whole world becane a welter of conflict.

So that a universal social collapse followed, as it were a

| ogi cal consequence, upon world-wi de war. \herever there were



great popul ations, great nasses of people found thensel ves

wi t hout work, without noney, and unable to get food. Fani ne was
in every working-class quarter in the world within three weeks of
the beginning of the war. Wthin a nonth there was not a city
anywhere in which the ordinary |aw and soci al procedure had not
been repl aced by sonme form of energency control, in which
firearns and military executions were not being used to keep
order and prevent violence. And still in the poorer quarters,
and in the popul ous districts, and even here and there already

anong those who had been weal thy, fani ne spread.

So what historians have cone to call the Phase of the Enmergency
Conmittees sprang fromthe openi ng phase and fromthe phase of
soci al collapse. Then followed a period of vehenent and

passi onate conflict against disintegration; everywhere the
struggle to keep order and to keep fighting went on. And at the
same time the character of the war altered through the

repl acenent of the huge gas-filled airships by flying-nachines as
the instruments of war. So soon as the big fleet engagenents
were over, the Asiatics endeavoured to establish in close
proximty to the nore vul nerable points of the countries against
whi ch they were acting, fortified centres from which
flying-machine raids could be made. For a tine they had
everything their owm way in this, and then, as this story has
told, the lost secret of the Butteridge machine canme to |ight,
and the conflict becane equalized and | ess conclusive than ever.
For these small flying-machines, ineffectual for any large
expedi tion or conclusive attack, were horribly convenient for
guerilla warfare, rapidly and cheaply nmade, easily used, easily
hi dden. The design of themwas hastily copied and printed in

Pi nkervill e and scattered broadcast over the United States and



copi es were sent to Europe, and there reproduced. Every nan,
every town, every parish that could, was exhorted to make and use
them In alittle while they were being constructed not only by
governnents and | ocal authorities, but by robber bands, by

i nsurgent conmittees, by every type of private person. The
pecul i ar soci al destructiveness of the Butteridge machine lay in
its conplete sinplicity. It was nearly as sinple as a

not or - bi cycle. The broad outlines of the earlier stages of the
war di sappeared under its influence, the spacious antagoni sm of
nati ons and enpires and races vani shed in a seething mass of
detailed conflict. The world passed at a stride froma unity and
simplicity broader than that of the Roman Enpire at its best, to
as social fragnentation as conplete as the robber-baron period of
the Mddle Ages. But this tine, for a long descent down gradua
sl opes of disintegration, comes a fall like a fall over a cliff.
Ever ywhere were nen and wonen perceiving this and struggling

desperately to keep as it were a hold upon the edge of the cliff.

A fourth phase follows. Through the struggl e agai nst Chaos, in
the wake of the Fami ne, cane now another old eneny of humanity--
the Pestilence, the Purple Death. But the war does not pause.
The flags still fly. Fresh air-fleets rise, new fornms of

ai rship, and beneath their swooping struggles the world

dar kens--scarcely heeded by history.

It is not within the design of this book to tell what further
story, to tell how the War in the Air kept on through the sheer
inability of any authorities to neet and agree and end it, unti
every organi sed governnent in the world was as shattered and
broken as a heap of china beaten with a stick. Wth every week
of those terrible years history becomes nore detail ed and
confused, nore crowded and uncertain. Not wi thout great and

heroic resi stance was civilisation borne down. Qut of the bitter



social conflict below rose patriotic associations, brotherhoods
of order, city mayors, princes, provisional conmittees, trying to
establish an order below and to keep the sky above. The double
effort destroyed them And as the exhaustion of the nechanica
resources of civilisation clears the heavens of airships at |ast
al t oget her, Anarchy, Fam ne and Pestil ence are discovered
triunphant bel ow. The great nations and enpires have becone but
names in the nouths of nen. Everywhere there are ruins and
unburi ed dead, and shrunken, yellowfaced survivors in a norta
apathy. Here there are robbers, here vigilance coommittees, and
here guerilla bands ruling patches of exhausted territory,
strange federations and brotherhoods form and dissol ve, and
religious fanaticisns begotten of despair gleamin fanine-bright
eyes. It is a universal dissolution. The fine order and welfare
of the earth have crunpled |like an expl oded bl adder. 1In five
short years the world and the scope of human |ife have undergone
a retrogressive change as great as that between the age of the

Antoni nes and the Europe of the ninth century...

Across this sonbre spectacle of disaster goes a minute and

i nsignificant person for whom perhaps the readers of this story
have now sone slight solicitude. O himthere remains to be told
just one single and mracul ous thing. Through a world darkened
and lost, through a civilisation in its death agony, our little

Cockney errant went and found his Edna! He found his Edna!

He got back across the Atlantic partly by neans of an order from
the President and partly through his own good luck. He contrived
to get hinself aboard a British brig in the tinber trade that put
out from Boston without cargo, chiefly, it would seem because

its captain had a vague idea of "getting home" to South Shields.



Bert was able to ship hinself upon her nainly because of the
seamanl i ke appearance of his rubber boots. They had a | ong,
eventful voyage; they were chased, or inmagined thenselves to be
chased, for sone hours by an Asiatic ironclad, which was
presently engaged by a British cruiser. The two ships fought for
three hours, circling and driving southward as they fought, unti
the twilight and the cloud-drift of a rising gale swallowed them
up. A few days later Bert's ship | ost her rudder and mai nmast in
a gale. The crew ran out of food and subsisted on fish. They
saw strange air-ships going eastward near the Azores and | anded
to get provisions and repair the rudder at Teneriffe. There they
found the town destroyed and two big liners, with dead stil
aboard, sunken in the harbour. Fromthere they got canned food
and material for repairs, but their operations were greatly

i npeded by the hostility of a band of nen amidst the ruins of the

town, who sniped themand tried to drive them away.

At Mbgador, they stayed and sent a boat ashore for water, and
were nearly captured by an Arab ruse. Here too they got the
Purpl e Death aboard, and sailed with it incubating in their

bl ood. The cook sickened first, and then the mate, and presently
every one was down and three in the forecastle were dead. It
chanced to be cal mweather, and they drifted hel pl essly and

i ndeed carel ess of their fate backwards towards the Equator. The
captain doctored themall with rum N ne died all together, and
of the four survivors none understood navigation; when at | ast
they took heart again and could handle a sail, they nade a course
by the stars roughly northward and were al ready short of food
once nore when they fell in with a petrol-driven ship fromRio to
Cardi ff, shorthanded by reason of the Purple Death and glad to
take them aboard. So at,last, after a year of wandering Bert
reached England. He landed in bright June weather, and found the

Purpl e Death was there just beginning its ravages.



The people were in a state of panic in Cardiff and many had fl ed
to the hills, and directly the steaner cane to the harbour she
was boarded and her residue of food inpounded by some

unaut henti cated Provi sional Committee. Bert tranped through a
country disorgani sed by pestilence, foodl ess, and shaken to the
very base of its imenorial order. He cane near death and
starvation many times, and once he was drawn into scenes of

vi ol ence that might have ended his career. But the Bert
Smal | ways who tranped from Cardiff to London vaguely "goi ng
hone, " vaguely seeking sonething of his own that had no tangible
formbut Edna, was a very different person fromthe Desert
Dervi sh who was swept out of England in M. Butteridge's balloon
a year before. He was brown and | ean and enduring, steady-eyed
and pestilence-salted, and his nouth, which had once hung open,
shut now like a steel trap. Across his browran a white scar
that he had got in a fight on the brig. |In Cardiff he had felt
the need of new cl othes and a weapon, and had, by neans that
woul d have shocked hima year ago, secured a flannel shirt, a
corduroy suit, and a revolver and fifty cartridges from an
abandoned pawnbroker's. He also got sone soap and had his first
real wash for thirteen nonths in a stream outside the town. The
Vi gil ance bands that had at first shot plunderers very freely
were now either entirely dispersed by the plague, or busy between
town and cenetery in a vain attenpt to keep pace with it. He
prow ed on the outskirts of the town for three or four days,
starving, and then went back to join the Hospital Corps for a
week, and so fortified hinself with a few square neals before he

started eastward.

The Wl sh and English countryside at that tinme presented the
strangest mingling of the assurance and wealth of the opening

twentieth century with a sort of Dureresque nedievalism Al the



gear, the houses and nono-rails, the farm hedges and power

cabl es, the roads and pavenents, the sign-posts and

adverti senents of the fornmer order were still for the nost part
intact. Bankruptcy, social collapse, fanm ne, and pestil ence had
done nothing to damage these, and it was only to the great
capitals and ganglionic centres, as it were, of this State, that
positive destruction had conme. Any one dropped suddenly into the
country woul d have noticed very little difference. He would have
remarked first, perhaps, that all the hedges needed cli pping,

that the roadside grass grew rank, that the road-tracks were
unusual |y rai nworn, and that the cottages by the waysi de seened
in many cases shut up, that a tel ephone wire had dropped here,
and that a cart stood abandoned by the wayside. But he would
still find his hunger whetted by the bright assurance that

Wl der's Canned Peaches were excellent, or that there was nothing
so good for the breakfast table as Gobble's Sausages. And then
suddenly woul d cone the Dureresque el enent; the skeleton of a
horse, or sone crunpled nmass of rags in the ditch, with gaunt
extended feet and a yell ow, purple-blotched skin and face, or
what had been a face, gaunt and glaring and devastated. Then
here woul d be a field that had been pl oughed and not sown, and
here a field of corn carelessly tranpled by beasts, and here a

hoardi ng torn down across the road to nmake a fire.

Then presently he would neet a man or a woman, yellowfaced and
probably negligently dressed and arnmed--prowing for food. These
peopl e woul d have the conpl exi ons and eyes and expressions of
tranps or crimnals, and often the clothing of prosperous

m ddl e-cl ass or upper-class people. Many of these would be eager
for news, and willing to give help and even scraps of queer

meat, or crusts of grey and doughy bread, in return for it. They
would listen to Bert's story with avidity, and attenpt to keep

himwith themfor a day or so. The virtual cessation of posta



distribution and the collapse of all newspaper enterprise had
I eft an i mmense and aching gap in the nental life of this tine.
Men had suddenly | ost sight of the ends of the earth and had
still to recover the runour-spreading habits of the M ddl e Ages.
In their eyes, in their bearing, in their talk, was the quality

of | ost and deoriented soul s.

As Bert travelled fromparish to parish, and fromdistrict to
district, avoiding as far as possible those festering centres of
vi ol ence and despair, the larger towns, he found the condition

of affairs varying widely. 1In one parish he would find the |arge
house burnt, the vicarage wecked, evidently in violent conflict
for sone suspected and perhaps inagi nary store of food unburied
dead everywhere, and the whol e mechani smof the comunity at a
standstill. In another he would find organising forces stoutly
at work, new y-painted notice boards warning off vagrants, the
roads and still cultivated fields policed by armed nen, the
pestil ence under control, even nursing going on, a store of food
husbanded, the cattle and sheep well guarded, and a group of two
or three justices, the village doctor or a farmer, dom nating the
whol e place; a reversion, in fact, to the autononous community of
the fifteenth century. But at any tine such a village would be
liable to a raid of Asiatics or Africans or such-1like
air-pirates, demandi ng petrol and al cohol or provisions. The
price of its order was an al nmost intol erabl e watchful ness and

t ensi on.

Then the approach to the confused problens of some |arger centre
of popul ation and the presence of a nore intricate conflict would
be marked by roughly sneared notices of "Quarantine" or

"Strangers Shot," or by a string of decaying plunderers dangling
fromthe tel ephone poles at the roadside. About Oxford big

boards were put on the roofs warning all air wanderers off with



the single word, "Quns."

Taking their risks amidst these things, cyclists still kept
abroad, and once or twice during Bert's long tranp powerful notor
cars contai ni ng masked and goggl ed figures went tearing past him
There were few police in evidence, but ever and agai n squads of
gaunt and tattered soldier-cyclists would conme drifting al ong,
and such encounters becane nore frequent as he got out of Wales
into England. Anmidst all this weckage they were stil

campai gning. He had had sone idea of resorting to the workhouses
for the night if hunger pressed himtoo closely, but sone of
these were cl osed and others converted into tenporary hospitals,
and one he canme up to at twilight near a village in

G oucestershire stood with all its doors and w ndows open, silent
as the grave, and, as he found to his horror by stunbling al ong

evil-snelling corridors, full of unburied dead.

From d oucestershire Bert went northward to the British
aeronautic park outside Birm ngham in the hope that he m ght be
taken on and given food, for there the Governnent, or at any rate
the War Office, still existed as an energetic fact, concentrated
am dst col |l apse and soci al disaster upon the effort to keep the
British flag still flying in the air, and trying to brisk up
mayor and mayor and nmgistrate and magi strate in a new effort of
organi sation. They had brought together all the best of the
surviving artisans fromthat region, they had provisioned the
park for a siege, and they were urgently building a | arger type
of Butteridge nmachine. Bert could get no footing at this work:
he was not sufficiently skilled, and he had drifted to Oxford
when the great fight occurred in which these works were finally
w ecked. He saw sonething, but not very nuch, of the battle from
a place called Boar Hill. He saw the Asiatic squadron coning up

across the hills to the south-west, and he saw one of their



airships circling southward again chased by two aeropl anes, the
one that was ultinmately overtaken, wecked and burnt at Edge

Hll. But he never |learnt the issue of the conbat as a whol e.

He crossed the Thanes from Eton to Wndsor and nade his way round
the south of London to Bun Hill, and there he found his brother
Tom | ooking |ike some dark, defensive animal in the old shop
just recovering fromthe Purple Death, and Jessica upstairs
delirious, and, as it seened to him dying grinmy. She raved of
sendi ng out orders to custoners, and scol ded Tom perpetually | est
he should be late with Ms. Thonpson's potatoes and Ms. Hopkins
cauliflower, though all business had | ong since ceased and Tom
had devel oped a quite uncanny skill in the snaring of rats and
sparrows and the conceal nent of certain stores of cereals and

bi scuits from plundered grocers' shops. Tomreceived his brother

with a sort of guarded warnth.

"Lor!" he said, "it's Bert. | thought you'd be com ng back some
day, and I'mglad to see you. But | carn't arst you to eat
anyt hing, because | 'aven't got anything to eat.... Were you

been, Bert, all this tinme?"

Bert reassured his brother by a glinpse of a partly eaten swede
and was still telling his story in fragnments and parent heses,
when he di scovered behind the counter a yell ow and forgotten note

addressed to hinself. "Wat's this?" he said, and found it was a

year-old note from Edna. "She cane 'ere,"” said Tom |ike one who

recalls a trivial thing, "arstin' for you and arstin' us to take

er in. That was after the battle and settin' C apham Ri se

afire. | was for takin' "er in, but Jessica wouldn't '"ave
it--and so she borrowed five shillings of me quiet |like and went
on. | dessay she's tole you--"

She had, Bert found. She had gone on, she said in her note, to



an aunt and uncle who had a brickfield near Horsham And there
at last, after another fortnight of adventurous journeying, Bert

f ound her.

When Bert and Edna set eyes on one another, they stared and
| aughed foolishly, so changed they were, and so ragged and

surprised. And then they both fell weeping.

"Ch! Bertie, boy!" she cried. "You ve come--you' ve cone!" and
put out her arnms and staggered. "I told 'im He said he'd kil

me if | didn't marry him"

But Edna was not narried, and when presently Bert could get talk
from her, she explained the task before him That little patch
of lonely agricultural country had fallen under the power of a
band of bullies led by a chief called Bill Gore who had begun
life as a butcher boy and devel oped into a prize-fighter and a
prof essi onal sport. They had been organi sed by a | ocal nobl eman
of forner em nence upon the turf, but after a time he had

di sappeared, no one quite knew how and Bill had succeeded to the
| eadership of the countryside, and had devel oped his teacher's
met hods with considerable vigour. There had been a strain of
advanced phil osophy about the |ocal nobleman, and his nmind ran to
"inmproving the race" and produci ng the Over-Man, which in
practice took the formof hinself especially and his little band
in noderation marrying with some frequency. Bill followed up the
idea with an enthusiasmthat even trenched upon his popularity
with his followers. One day he had happened upon Edna tending
her pigs, and had at once fallen a-wooing with great urgency
anong the troughs of slush. Edna had nade a gall ant resistance,

but he was still vigorously about and extraordinarily inpatient.



He might, she said, conme at any tine, and she | ooked Bert in the
eyes. They were back already in the barbaric stage when a man

must fight for his |ove.

And here one deplores the conflicts of truth with the chival rous
tradition. One would like to tell of Bert sallying forth to
chal l enge his rival, of a ring formed and a spirited encounter
and Bert by sone niracle of pluck and | ove and good fortune

wi nning. But indeed nothing of the sort occurred. Instead, he
rel oaded his revolver very carefully, and then sat in the best

room of the cottage by the derelict brickfield, |ooking anxious

and perplexed, and listening to talk about Bill and his ways, and
t hi nki ng, thinking. Then suddenly Edna's aunt, with a thrill in
her voice, announced the appearance of that individual. He was

coming with two others of his gang through the garden gate. Bert
got up, put the woman aside, and | ooked out. They presented
remarkabl e figures. They wore a sort of uniformof red golfing
jackets and white sweaters, football singlet, and stockings and
boots and each had let his fancy play about his head-dress. Bil
had a woman's hat full of cock's feathers, and all had wild,

sl ouchi ng cowboy bri ns.

Bert sighed and stood up, deeply thoughtful, and Edna wat ched
him marvelling. The wonmen stood quite still. He left the

wi ndow, and went out into the passage rather slowy, and with the
careworn expression of a man who gives his mnd to a conpl ex and
uncertain business. "Edna!" he called, and when she cane he

opened the front door

He asked very sinply, and pointing to the forenost of the three,
"That 'inf ... Sure?" ... and being told that it was, shot his
rival instantly and very accurately through the chest. He then

shot Bill's best nan nmuch less tidily in the head, and then shot



at and winged the third man as he fled. The third gentlenan

yel ped, and continued running with a com cal end-on tw st.

Then Bert stood still meditating, with the pistol in his hand,

and quite regardl ess of the wonen behind him

So far things had gone well.

It becane evident to himthat if he did not go into politics at
once, he woul d be hanged as an assassin and accordingly, and

wi thout a word to the wonen, he went down to the village
publ i c- house he had passed an hour before on his way to Edna,
entered it fromthe rear, and confronted the little band of
anbi guous roughs, who were drinking in the tap-room and

di scussing matrinmony and Bill's affection in a facetious but

envious manner, with a casually held but carefully rel oaded

revolver, and an invitation to join what he called, | regret to
say, a "Vigilance Conmittee" under his direction. "It's wanted
about 'ere, and some of us are gettin' it up." He presented

hi nsel f as one having friends outside, though indeed, he had no
friends at all in the world but Edna and her aunt and two fenal e

cousi ns.

There was a quick but entirely respectful discussion of the

situation. They thought hima lunatic who had tranped into, this

nei ghbourhood ignorant of Bill. They desired to tenporise unti
their | eader canme. Bill would settle him Some one spoke of
Bill.

"Bill's dead, | jest shot 'im" said Bert. "W don't need reckon

with '"IM 'E s shot, and a red-'aired chap with a squint, 'E'S
shot. We've settled up all that. There ain't going to be no nore

Bill, ever. "E d got wong ideas about narriage and things. It's



'is sort of chap we're after."”

That carried the neeting.

Bill was perfunctorily buried, and Bert's Vigilance Comittee

(for so it continued to be called) reigned in his stead.

That is the end of this story so far as Bert Smallways is
concerned. W leave himwith his Edna to becone squatters anong
the clay and oak thickets of the Wald, far away fromthe stream
of events. Fromthat tinme forth |ife becane a succession of
peasant encounters, an affair of pigs and hens and small needs
and little economes and children, until C aphamand Bun H Il and
all the life of the Scientific Age becanme to Bert no nore than
the fading nenory of a dream He never knew how the War in the
Air went on, nor whether it still went on. There were runours of
ai rshi ps goi ng and coming, and of happeni ngs Londonward. Once or
twice their shadows fell on himas he worked, but whence they
came or whither they went he could not tell. Even his desire to
tell died out for want of food. At times cane robbers and
thieves, at tinmes canme di seases anong the beasts and shortness of
food, once the country was worried by a pack of boar-hounds he
hel ped to kill; he went through many inconsecutive, irrelevant

advent ur es. He survived them all

Acci dent and death cane near them both ever and again and passed
them by, and they |l oved and suffered and were happy, and she bore
hi m many children--el even children--one after the other, of whom
only four succunbed to the necessary hardships of their sinple
life. They lived and did well, as well was understood in those

days. They went the way of all flesh, year by year



THE EPI LOGUE

It happened that one bright sumer's norning exactly thirty years
after the launching of the first German air-fleet, an old nman
took a small boy to look for a missing hen through the ruins of
Bun Hill and out towards the splintered pinnacles of the Crysta
Pal ace. He was not a very old nman; he was, as a matter of fact,
still within a few weeks of sixty-three, but constant stooping
over spades and forks and the carrying of roots and manure, and
exposure to the danps of life in the open-air wi thout a change of
clothing, had bent himinto the formof a sickle. Mreover, he
had | ost nost of his teeth and that had affected his digestion
and through that his skin and tenper. |In face and expression he
was curiously like that old Thomas Smal | ways who had once been
coachman to Sir Peter Bone, and this was just as it should be,
for he was Tom Snal | ways the son, who formerly kept the little
green-grocer's shop under the straddl e of the nono-rail viaduct
inthe Hgh Street of Bun Hill. But now there were no
green-grocer's shops, and Tomwas living in one of the derelict
villas hard by that unoccupied building site that had been and
was still the scene of his daily horticulture. He and his wife
lived upstairs, and in the drawi ng and di ni ng roons, which had
each French wi ndows opening on the |awn, and all about the ground
floor generally, Jessica, who was now a | ean and lined and
bal di sh but still very efficient and energetic old worman, kept
her three cows and a nultitude of gawky hens. These two were
part of a little community of stragglers and returned fugitives,
perhaps a hundred and fifty souls of themall together, that had
settled down to the new conditions of things after the Panic and
Fam ne and Pestilence that followed in the wake of the War. They
had conme back from strange refuges and hidi ng-pl aces and had
squatted down anong the faniliar houses and begun that hard

struggl e agai nst nature for food which was now the chief interest



of their lives. They were by sheer preoccupation with that a
peaceful people, nore particularly after Wl kes, the house agent,
driven by sone obsol ete dream of acquisition, had been drowned in
the pool by the ruined gas-works for nmaking inquiries into title
and displaying a litigious turn of mnd. (He had not been

mur der ed, you understand, but the people had carried an exenplary

ducking ten nminutes or so beyond its healthy limts.)

This little community had returned fromits original habits of
suburban parasitismto what no doubt had been the normal |ife of
humanity for nearly imenorial years, a life of honely econonies
in the nost intimate, contact with cows and hens and patches of
around, a life that breathes and exhal es the scent of cows and
finds the need for stinulants satisfied by the activity of the
bacteria and vernmin it engenders. Such had been the life of the
Eur opean peasant fromthe dawn of history to the beginning of the
Scientific Era, so it was the large najority of the people of
Asia and Africa had al ways been wont to live. For a tinme it had
seened that, by virtue of machines, and scientific civilisation
Europe was to be lifted out of this perpetual round of aninal
drudgery, and that America was to evade it very largely fromthe
outset. And with the smash of the high and dangerous and

spl endid edifice of mechanical civilisation that had arisen so
mar vel | ously, back to the |land cane the comon nan, back to the

manur e.

The little communities, still haunted by ten thousand nenories
of a greater state, gathered and devel oped al nost tacitly a
customary |l aw and fell under the guidance of a nedicine nman or a
priest. The world rediscovered religion and the need of
sonmething to hold its comunities together. At Bun Hill this
function was entrusted to on old Baptist nminister. He taught a

simpl e but adequate faith. 1In his teaching a good principle



called the Wrd fought perpetually against a diabolical fenale

i nfluence called the Scarlet Wman and an evil being called

Al cohol. This Al cohol had |ong since becone a purely
spiritualised conception deprived of any el enment of materia
application; it had no relation to the occasional finds of

whi skey and wine in Londoners' cellars that gave Bun Hill its
only holidays. He taught this doctrine on Sundays, and on
weekdays he was an ami able and kindly old man, distinguished by
his quaint disposition to wash his hands, and if possible his
face, daily, and with a wonderful genius for cutting up pigs. He
hel d his Sunday services in the old church in the Beckenham Road,
and then the countryside cane out in a curious rem niscence of
the urban dress of Edwardian tinmes. All the nen w thout
exception wore frock coats, top hats, and white shirts, though
many had no boots. Tomwas particularly distinguished on these
occasi ons because he wore a top hat with gold | ace about it and a
green coat and trousers that he had found upon a skeleton in the
basenment of the Urban and District Bank. The wonen, even
Jessica, cane in jackets and i mense hats extravagantly trimed
with artificial flowers and exotic birds' feather's--of which
there were abundant supplies in the shops to the north--and the
children (there were not nmany children, because a |arge
proportion of the babies born in Bun Hll died in a few days
tinme of inexplicable naladies) had simlar clothes cut down to
accommodat e them even Stringer's little grandson of four wore a

| arge top hat.

That was the Sunday costume of the Bun Hill district, a curious
and interesting survival of the genteel traditions of the
Scientific Age. On a weekday the folk were dingily and curiously
hung about with dirty rags of housecloth and scarlet fl annel
sacking, curtain serge, and patches of old carpet, and went

either bare-footed or on rude wooden sandals. These people, the



reader nust understand, were an urban popul ati on sunken back to
the state of a barbaric peasantry, and so wi thout any of the
sinmple arts a barbaric peasantry woul d possess. |n nmany ways
they were curiously degenerate and i nconpetent. They had | ost
any idea of making textiles, they could hardly nmake up cl ot hes
when they had material, and they were forced to plunder the

continually dw ndling supplies of the ruins about themfor cover

Al the sinple arts they had ever known they had lost, and with
t he breakdown of nodern drai nage, nodern water supply, shopping,
and the like, their civilised nethods were useless. Their
cooki ng was worse than prinmitive. It was a feeble nuddling with
food over wood fires in rusty drawi ng-room fireplaces; for the
kitcheners burnt too much. Anong themall no sense of baking or

brewi ng or netal -working was to be found.

Their enpl oyment of sacking and such-1ike coarse material for
wor k- a-day clothing, and their habit of tying it on with string
and of thrusting wadding and straw inside it for warnth, gave

t hese peopl e an odd, "packed" appearance, and as it was a
week-day when Tomtook his little nephew for the hen-seeking

excursion, so it was they were attired.

"So you've really got to Bun Hill at last, Teddy," said old Tom
beginning to tal k and sl ackening his pace so soon as they were

out of range of old Jessica. "You're the last of Bert's boys for

me to see. WAt |'ve seen, young Bert |'ve seen, Sissie and Matt,

Tomwhat's called after ne, and Peter. The traveller people

brought you along all right, eh?"

"I managed,"” said Teddy, who was a dry little boy.

"Didn't want to eat you on the way?"



"They was all right," said Teddy. "and on the way near

Leat herhead we saw a nan riding on a bicycle."

"My word!" said Tom "there ain't nmany of those about nowadays.

Wher e was he goi ng?"

"Said 'e was going to Dorking if the Hi gh Road was good enough
But | doubt if he got there. Al about Burford it was fl ooded.
We cane over the hill, uncle--what they call the Roman Road.

That's high and safe.”

"Don't knowit," said old Tom "But a bicycle! You're sure it

was a bicycle? Had two wheel s?"

"It was a bicycle right enough.”

"Why! | remenber a tinme, Teddy, where there was bicycles no end,
when you coul d stand just here--the road was as snooth as a board
then--and see twenty or thirty coming and going at the sanme tine,
bi cycl es and noty-bicycles; noty cars, all sorts of whirly

things."

"No!" said Teddy.

"I do. They'd keep on going by all day,--'undreds and 'undreds."

"But where was they all going?" asked Teddy.

"Tearin' off to Brighton--you never seen Brighton, | expect--it's
down by the sea, used to be a nobce 'mmzing place--and com ng and

goi ng from London. "

n \My?n



"They did."

"But why?"

"Lord knows why, Teddy. They did. Then you see that great thing
there like a great big rusty nail sticking up higher than all the
houses, and that one yonder, and that, and how sonething's fel

in between 'em anong the houses. They was parts of the
mono-rail. They went down to Brighton too and all day and night
there was people going, great cars as big as 'ouses full of

peopl e. ™

The little boy regarded the rusty evidences acrosss the narrow
muddy ditch of cow droppings that had once been a Hi gh Street.
He was clearly disposed to be sceptical, and yet there the ruins
were! He grappled with ideas beyond the strength of his

i magi nati on.

"What did they go for?" he asked, "all of 'en®"

"They 'AD to. Everything was on the go those days--everything."

"Yes, but where did they cone fronP"

"Al'l round 'ere, Teddy, there was people living in those 'ouses,
and up the road nore 'ouses and nore people. You'd 'ardly
believe me, Teddy, but it's Bible truth. You can go on that way
for ever and ever, and keep on coning on 'ouses, nore 'ouses, and

more. There's no end to "em No end. They get bigger and

bigger." His voice dropped as though he naned strange nanes.

"I't's LONDON, " he sai d.



"And it's all enpty now and left alone. All day it's left alone.

You don't find "ardly a man, you won't find nothing but dogs and
cats after the rats until you get round by Bronl ey and Beckenham

and there you find the Kentish nmen herding swine. (N ce rough

lot they are too!) | tell you that so long as the sun is up it's
as still as the grave. | been about by day--orfen and orfen.”
He paused.

"And all those 'ouses and streets and ways used to be full of
peopl e before the War in the Air and the Fam ne and the Purple
Death. They used to be full of people, Teddy, and then came a
time when they was full of corpses, when you couldn't go a nmle
that way before the stink of 'emdrove you back. It was the
Purple Death 'ad killed 'em every one. The cats and dogs and
"ens and verm n caught it. Everything and every one 'ad it.

Jest a few of us 'appened to live. | pulled through, and your

aunt, though it nmade 'er lose 'er "air. Wy, you find the
skeletons in the 'ouses now. This way we been into all the
'ouses and took what we wanted and buried noce of the people, but
up that way, Norwood way, there's 'ouses with the glass in the

wi ndows still, and the furniture not touched--all dusty and
falling to pieces--and the bones of the people lying, sone in

bed, sone about the 'ouse, jest as the Purple Death left 'em

five-and-twenty years ago. | went into one--ne and old Higgins

| as' year--and there was a roomw th books, Teddy--you know what

| nmean by books, Teddy?"

"I seen '"em | seen '"emwith pictures."

"Wl |, books all round, Teddy, 'undreds of books, beyond-rhyne or
reason, as the saying goes, green-nouldy and dry. | was for
| eaven' 'em al one--1 was never much for reading--but ole Hi ggins

he nmust touch em 'I|I believe | could read one of "em NOWN' 'e



says.

""Not it,"' | says.

"1 could," 'e says, laughing and takes one out and opens it.

"I looked, and there, Teddy, was a cullud picture, oh, so |ovely!
It was a picture of wonmen and serpents in a garden. | never see

anything like it.

"*This suits nme,' said old Hggins, '"to rights.

"And then kind of friendly he gave the book a pat--

A d Tom Snal | ways paused i npressively.

"And then?" said Teddy.

"It all fell to dus'. Wite dus'!" He becanme still nore
i mpressive. "W didn't touch no nore of them books that day.

Not after that."

For a long tine both were silent. Then Tom playing with a

subject that attracted himwith a fatal fascination, repeated,

"All day long they lie--still as the grave."
Teddy took the point at last. "Don't they lie o' nights?" he
asked.

A d Tom shook his head. "Nobody knows, boy, nobody knows."

"But what could they do?"

"Nobody knows. Nobody ain't seen to tell not nobody."



" Nobody?"

"They tell tales," said old Tom "They tell tales, but there

ain't no believing "em | gets 'onme about sundown, and keeps

indoors, so | can't say nothing, can I1? But there's themthat
thi nks sonme things and themas thinks others. |['ve 'eard it's
unlucky to take clo' es off of 'emunless they got white bones.

There's stories--"

The boy watched his uncle sharply. "WOTl stories?" he said.

"Stories of moonlight nights and things wal king about. But I

take no stock in 'em | keeps in bed. If you listen to stories

--Lord! You'll get afraid of yourself in a field at m dday."

The little boy | ooked round and ceased his questions for a space.

"They say there's a 'og man in Beck'n' amwhat was | ost in London
three days and three nights. 'E went up after whiskey to
Cheapside, and lorst 'is way anong the ruins and wandered. Three

days and three nights 'e wandered about and the streets kep

changing so's he couldn't get 'one. If 'e "adn't renmenbered sone
words out of the Bible 'e might 'ave been there now Al day 'e
went and all night--and all day long it was still. It was as
still as death all day long, until the sunset cane and the

twilight thickened, and then it began to rustle and whi sper and

go pit-a-pat with a sound like "urrying feet."

He paused.

"Yes," said the little boy breathlessly. "Go on. What then?"

"A sound of carts and 'orses there was, and a sound of cabs and



omi buses, and then a lot of whistling, shrill whistles, whistles
that froze 'is marrer. And directly the whistles began things
begun to show, people in the streets 'urrying, people in the
'ouses and shops busying thensel ves, noty cars in the streets, a
sort of nmoonlight in all the lanps and winders. People, | say,
Teddy, but they wasn't people. They was the ghosts of themthat
was overtook, the ghosts of themthat used to crowd those
streets. And they went past 'imand through 'i mand never 'eeded
"im went by like fogs and vapours, Teddy. And sonetines they
was cheerful and sonetines they was 'orrible, 'orrible beyond
words. And once 'e cone to a place called Piccadilly, Teddy, and
there was lights blazing |ike daylight and | adies and gentl enen
in splendid clo' es crowdi ng the pavenent, and taxicabs follering
along the road. And as 'e looked, they all went evil--evil in
the face, Teddy. And it seened to 'im SUDDENLY THEY SAW'IM and
the wonen began to look at '"imand say things to '"im-"orrible--
wi cked things. One come very near 'im Teddy, right up to "im
and | ooked into 'is face--close. And she 'adn't got a face to

|l ook with, only a painted skull, and then 'e see; they was al

pai nted skulls. And one after another they crowded on 'im saying
"orrible things, and catchin' at 'imand threatenin' and coaxing

‘im so that 'is 'eart near left '"is body for fear."

"Yes," gasped Teddy in an unendurabl e pause.

"Then it was he renenbered the words of Scripture and saved
hinself alive. 'The Lord is my 'Elper, 'e says, 'therefore
will fear nothing,' and straightaway there canme a cock-crow ng
and the street was enpty fromend to end. And after that the

Lord was good to 'imand guided 'im'one."

Teddy stared and caught at another question. "But who was the

peopl e, " he asked, "who lived in all these 'ouses? Wat was



t hey?"

"Gent' nen in business, people with noney--leastways we thought it
was money till everything smashed up, and then seemingly it was
jes' paper--all sorts. Wy, there was 'undreds of thousands of
them There was millions. |'ve seen that '|I Street there
regular so's you couldn't wal k al ong the pavenents, shoppin

tinme, with wonen and peopl e shoppin'."

"But where'd they get their food and things?"

"Bort 'emin shops like | used to "ave. 1'll show you the place
Teddy, if we go back. People nowadays 'aven't no idee of a
shop--no idee. Plate-glass winders--it's all Geek to them

Wiy, |'ve "ad as nmuch as a ton and a 'arf of petaties to 'andle
all at one time. You' d open your eyes till they dropped out to
see jes' what | used to 'ave in ny shop. Baskets of pears 'eaped
up, marrers, apples and pears, d'licious great nuts." H's voice

becanme | usci ous--"Benanas, oranges."

"What ' s benanas?" asked the boy, "and O anges?"

"Fruits they was. Sweet, juicy, d licious fruits. Foreign
fruits. They brought "emfrom Spain and N York and places. In
ships and things. They brought '"emto ne fromall over the
world, and | sold "emin my shop. _|_sold 'em Teddy! me what
goes about now with you, dressed up in old sacks and | ooking for

| ost 'ens. People used to cone into ny shop, great beautiful
ladies like you'd '"ardly dream of now, dressed up to the nines,
and say, 'Well, M. Smallways, what you got 'snorning? and |I'd
say, 'Well, | got some very nice C nadian apples, 'or p'raps

got custed marrers. See? And they'd buy '"em Right off they'd

say, 'Send nme sone up.' Lord! what a life that was. The business



of it, the bussel, the smart things you saw, noty cars goi ng by,
kerri dges, people, organ-grinders, German bands. Al ways
somet hi ng goi ng past--always. |If it wasn't for those enpty

‘ouses, I'd think it all a dream"”

"But what killed all the people, uncle?" asked Teddy.

"I't was a smash-up," said old Tom "Everything was going right
until they started that War. Everything was going |ike
cl ock-work. Everybody was busy and everybody was 'appy and

everybody got a good square neal every day."

He met incredul ous eyes. "Everybody," he said firmy. "If you
couldn't get it anywhere else, you could get it in the workhuss,
a nice 'ot bow of soup called skilly, and bread better'n any one

knows 'ow to make now, reg'lar WHI TE bread, gov'nent bread."

Teddy narvelled, but said nothing. It nade himfeel deep

I ongi ngs that he found it w sest to fight down.

For a tine the old man resigned hinself to the pleasures of

gustatory remini scence. His lips noved. "Pickled Sanm n!" he
whi spered, "an' vinegar.... Dutch cheese, BEER A pipe of
t er bakker. ™"

"But ' OWNdid the people get killed?" asked Teddy presently.

"There was the War. The War was the beginning of it. The Var
banged and fl umocked about, but it didn't really KILL rmany
people. But it upset things. They cane and set fire to London
and burnt and sank all the ships there used to be in the Thanes--
we coul d see the snoke and steam for weeks--and they threw a bonb
into the Crystal Palace and nade a bust-up, and broke down the

rail lines and things like that. But as for killin' people, it



was just accidental if they did. They killed each other nore.
There was a great fight all hereabout one day, Teddy--up in the
air. Geat things bigger than fifty 'ouses, bigger than the
Crystal Pal ace--bigger, bigger than anything, flying about up in
the air and whacking at each other and dead nen fallin' off 'em
Triffic!l But, it wasn't so nuch the people they killed as the
busi ness they stopped. There wasn't any business doin', Teddy,

there wasn't any noney about, and nothin' to buy if you "ad it."

"But 'ow did the people get KILLED?" said the little boy in the

pause.

"I"'mtellin' you, Teddy," said the old man. "It was the stoppin
of business cone next. Suddenly there didn't seemto be any
money. There was cheques--they was a bit of paper witten on,
and they was jes' as good as noney--jes' as good if they cone
fromcustoners you knew. Then all of a sudden they wasn't. |
was left with three of "emand tw 1'd given' change. Then it got
about that five-pun' notes were no good, and then the silver sort
of went off. Gold you 'couldn't get for love or--anything. The
banks in London 'ad got it, and the banks was all smashed up
Everybody went bankrup'. Everybody was thrown out of work.

Everybody!"

He paused, and scrutinised his hearer. The snmall boy's

intelligent face expressed hopel ess perplexity.

"That's "ow it 'appened,” said old Tom He sought for some means
of expression. "It was like stoppin' a clock," he said. "Things
were quiet for a bit, deadly quiet, except for the air-ships
fighting about in the sky, and then people begun to get excited.

| remenber ny lars' custoner, the very lars' custoner that ever

‘ad. He was a M. Mdses duckstein, a city gent and very



pl easant and fond of sparrowgrass and chokes, and 'e cut in--
there "adn't been no customers for days--and began to talk very
fast, offerin' me for anything | 'ad, anything, petaties or
anything, its weight in gold. 'Esaidit was a little
speculation 'e wanted to try. 'E said it was a sort of bet
reely, and very likely "e'd | ose; but never nmnd that, 'e wanted
totry. 'E always 'ad been a ganbler, 'e said. 'E said |'d only
got to weigh it out and 'e'd give nme 'is cheque right away.

Well, that led to a bit of a argument, perfect respectful it was,
but a argunent about whether a cheque was still good, and while
e was explaining there conme by a | ot of these here unenpl oyed

with a great banner they 'ad for every one to read--every one

could read those days--'W want Food.' Three or four of 'em
suddenly turns and comes into ny shop

"' Got any food?' says one.

"*No, | says, 'not to sell. | wish |l "ad. But if |I "ad, I'm

afraid | couldn't let you have it. This gent, 'e's been offerin

rTe__

"M. Guckstein 'e tried to stop ne, but it was too late.

""*What's 'e been offerin' you?' says a great big chap with a

"atchet; 'what's 'e been offerin you? | 'ad to tell.

"' Boys,' 'e said, ''ere's another feenancier!' and they took 'im

out there and then, and 'ung 'imon a | ani pose down the street.
"E never lifted a finger to resist. After | tole on 'im'e never

said a word. ..."

Tom nmeditated for a space. "First chap | ever sin 'ung!" he

sai d.



"Ow ol d was you?" asked Teddy.

"'*Bout thirty," said old Tom

"Way! | saw free pig-stealers 'ung before | was six," said
Teddy. "Father took ne because of ny birfday being near. Said

ought to be bl ooded...."

"Wl |, you never saw no-one killed by a noty car, any'ow, " said
old Tomafter a monment of chagrin. "And you never saw no dead

men carried into a chems' shop.”

Teddy's nonmentary triunph faded. "No," he said, "I 'aven't."
"Nor won't. Nor won't. You'll never see the things |'ve seen
never. Not if you live to be a "undred... Well, as | was

saying, that's how the Fanine and Riotin' began. Then there was
strikes and Socialism things | never did 'old with, worse and
worse. There was fightin' and shootin' down, and burnin' and
plundering. They broke up the banks up in London and got the
gold, But they couldn't make food out of gold. 'Owdid W get
on? Well, we kep' quiet. W didn't interfere with no-one and
no-one didn't interfere with us. W 'ad sone old 'tatoes about,
but nocely we lived on rats. Qurs was a old 'ouse, full of rats,

and the fami ne never seened to bother 'em Ofen we got a rat.

O fen. But noce of the people who |ived hereabouts was too

tender stummi cked for rats. Didn't seemto fancy '"em They'd
been used to all sorts of fallals, and they didn't take to 'onest

feeding, not till it was too |ate. Di ed rat her

"I't was the fam ne began to kill people. Even before the Purple
Deat h cane along they was dying like flies at the end of the

sunmer. 'Ow | renenber it all! | was one of the first to 'ave



it. I was out, seein' if |I mghtn't get 'old of a cat or
somethin', and then | went round to my bit of ground to see
whether | couldn't get up some young turnips I'd forgot, and
was took sonething awful. You've no idee the pain, Teddy--it

doubled me up pretty near. | jes' lay down by 'at there corner
and your aunt conme along to | ook for nme and dragged ne 'one |ike

a sack.

"I'd never 'ave got better if it 'adn't been for your aunt.

"Tom' she says to nme, 'you got to get well,' and | 'AD to. Then
SHE si ckened. She sickened but there ain't nuch dyin' about your
aunt. ‘'Lor!' she says, 'as if |1'd | eave you to go nuddlin' along

al one!' That's what she says. She's got a tongue, 'as your aunt.

But it took 'er 'air off--and arst though | might, she's never
cared for the wig | got 'er--orf the old | ady what was in the

vi carage garden.

"Well, this "ere Purple Death,--it jes' wi ped people out, Teddy.

You couldn't bury "em And it took the dogs and the cats too,
and the rats and 'orses. At |last every house and garden was ful
of dead bodi es. London way, you couldn't go for the smell of
there, and we '"ad to nove out of the 'l street into that villa we
got. And all the water run short that way. The drains and
underground tunnels took it. Gor' knows where the Purple Death
come from sonme say one thing and sonme another. Sone said it
come fromeatin' rats and some fromeatin' nothin'. Sone say the
Asiatics brought it fromsone 'l place, Thibet, | think, where it

never did nobody nuch "arm Al | knowis it come after the
Fam ne. And the Fam ne cone after the Penic and the Penic

cone after the War."

Teddy thought. "Wat nmade the Purpl e Death?" he asked.



"*Aven't | tole you!"

"But why did they 'ave a Penic?"

"They 'ad it."

"But why did they start the War?"

"They couldn't stop theirselves. 'Aving them airships made 'em

"And 'ow did the War end?"

"Lord knows if it's ended, boy," said old Tom "Lord knows if
it's ended. There's been travellers through 'ere--there was a
chap only two sumers ago--say it's goin' on still. They say
there's bands of people up north who keep on with it and people
in Germany and China and ' Merica and places. 'E said they stil
got flying-machi nes and gas and things. But we 'aven't seen
nothin' in the air now for seven years, and nobody 'asn't come
nigh of us. Last we saw was a crunpled sort of airship going
away--over there. It was a littleish-sized thing and | opsi ded,

as though it 'ad sonething the matter with it."

He pointed, and cane to a stop at a gap in the fence, the
vestiges of the old fence fromwhich, in the conpany of his

nei ghbour M. Stringer the nmilknan, he had once watched the South
of England Aero Club's Saturday afternoon ascents. Di mnenories,

it may be, of that particular afternoon returned to him

"There, down there, where all that rus' |ooks so red and bright,

that's the gas-works."

"What's gas?" asked the little boy.



"Ch, a hairy sort of nothin' what you put in balloons to nmake

"emgo up. And you used to burn it till the "lectricity cone."

The little boy tried vainly to i magi ne gas on the basis of these

particulars. Then his thoughts reverted to a previous topic.

"But why didn't they end the War?"

"Cbstinacy. Everybody was getting 'urt, but everybody was
‘urtin' and everybody was 'igh-spirited and patriotic, and so
they snmeshed up things instead. They jes' went on snmeshin'. And

afterwards they jes' got desp'rite and savige."

"I't ought to 'ave ended," said the little boy.

"It didn't ought to 'ave begun,"” said old Tom "But people was
proud. People was |a-dy-da-ish and uppish and proud. Too nuch
meat and drink they *ad. Gve in--not theml And after a bit

nobody arst 'emto give in. Nobody arst 'em...

He sucked his old gums thoughtfully, and his gaze strayed away
across the valley to where the shattered glass of the Crysta

Pal ace glittered in the sun. A dimlarge sense of waste and
irrevocabl e | ost opportunities pervaded his nind. He repeated
his ultimte judgnment upon all these things, obstinately, slowy,

and conclusively, his final saying upon the matter.

"You can say what you like," he said. "It didn't ought ever to

‘ave begun."

He said it sinply--sonebody sonewhere ought to have stopped

sonet hi ng, but who or how or why were all beyond his ken



End



