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STRANGE STORIES FROM A MAGIC PEN ...
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(Corgricht, 19T)

XTI, saw Monson's flying ma-
O chine from the windows o
passing  ecither
along the Southwestern main line or
awlung the line between Wimbledon
and Weorcester Park—to be more ex-
uct, one saw the huge scafloldings
which Enuted the flight of the appa
They rose over the trectops,

the trains

Tati., ’
aonnissae alley of interlacing iron and

tiber and un enormous  web  of

rapes amd tackhle, extending the best;
part oof two miles,
talen the work

Manson lad

where AManier had Jeit it, had gone oa

up

#t n--: with an utter cantempt for|

the javrndistic wit and ignorance
that Lal irritated and hampered his
predece~snr, and had speat (it was
<aid) vather more than hali his im-
mense {ortune upon his experiments.
The results, to an impatient genera-
tion, secmedd When
some five vears had passed after the
growtih of the colossal iron groves at
\ue still
a4 futtering appear-

inconsiderable.

Iark., and Monson

to pet

over «lgar Square, even the

\b

anges
t trippers felt their lih-
\ad

i~ did nat consider Manson a

IS Y
such

- BT intelligent

sl stichen with the mania for in-
<entian, denannced im as being (Tor
ali reacon) a seli-advertis-

ot

Tl avi

e
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vy duy thie work went on,
sanltitndimens subtle duticul-
e cteering Juminished in

e o Dy by ddav, ton, the nioney
e awan, until s ladance was

of
last

rundreed~
el at

matter ol

vxer
arcamd s, bt or oo~
LAl 4 anpiversary.

Alepens, satting in the bittle draw-

Sieds saddenly noaticed the date

Al e

vae’s calendar,
1 oas kve vears age todav ibat
. ta Wondhouse

e <l

W ondhou-c.

- siterations plav tic devil

oo T

7 ~asl Manceen, hiting a4 pa-
Cen astenen,
Fhe dranmes o the pew vans te

the Londer serew las on the 1able le-

“What's  up? said
staring in surprise at bis employer.

“I'm ahont sick of this”

Wandhouse scratched his check. to pick his teeth with his pencil. Ab-lhad been, and no one would have|whin of Monson's, was pichi
“Oh'™ he said, after an assimilating | Fuptly he desisted. pitched that old, |heen more amazed than uhe, had she
tried, and ctumpy servitor across the[jearned the efficct she had left on
room, got up. stretched himself, and| Ajonson’s mind. I hape, considering
ifollowed Hooper.

pause. ITe pushed the drawing away
from hin.
“Here these iools—I'm trying to

S

conquer a new clement—iryving to do
1 thing that will revolutionize life.

H
And instead of taking an intelligent

interest, they grin and
stupid jokes, and call me and v ap-
pliances names.”
“Acees? said Weondhouse, letting
Lis eve iall again an the drawing.,
The

oade

curiously  enough,
S

Waadhouce, anvhow,” he

epithet,

Manson  winee. alout
<k of it

<aul, after a pauce.

\\ nadhouse  chrugged L~ ~lioul
ders,

“There’'s nothing for it hut pa-
tience, 1 suppese,” =xaid  Monson,
atichtnz his hands ia his  peckets.
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apan whicl the start

Wwas taade 1ose np

. the coachme was -
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Thaerh

red juented and crnate with rows of

voha the ey cdee o the window,

e v of dron pillars,

hodis, one had a clinpse af the preny

secnety toward Fsher. A train went

ghiding noiselossly across the middle
T

distance, rattle drowned Yy thel

Yamnering of the worknen over. !

head.
erinning faces at the windows of the

Monson conld  imagine the .
carriages. e swore savagely under.
Lis breath, and dabbed viciously at’
a Llowfly that suddenly hecame noisy |

on the window pane, :

“T'ie ctarted. T'ue miade oy bed, and
I've gt ta i~ an it | ean’t gn hack.
'l cee it through, and <pened every
prany | Laive and every penny | ocan

Iy sniers

Lioreene, Woerdlhouse,

ally <del o

1ake their

before him for some further minutes, (ly to Monson; she reflected the next
anl then made an ineflectual eﬁ'brtgda_v how exceptionally cfMective she

!
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Cpresently;

Lall the cune.

11 I'd ranul a tenth part of the roney

1.m

cal

cenvand ol creasens

lizve hieen o buronet

nenses
fore this ™
Modoeon tansel Weondlanee stare]
cont el wel a Llask exprese
duans emploved to indicate

-y

svicratl o, wed rapped Lis pencii case
cn e table. Maonzan <taced at him
Tee FLRR T b8 )

“ealy Tl Monean, culden
oamd ety sshied anr ad he
Tt

Ao il nsiee vty I hns sxvn

el wned rocamed the

~amething

i Moo Niee

wroas, but dithienlt to

u Wi It wa~ the way with
cvery onsboier wha had vthing to
[HTRRN crzmeening— wanted  every-

1 But Monson
fwd sstally tie patienee of the ex-
Odd Nice
did

L now® Waondhouse threw hack his

thing finis at once,

et e was <o irritable.

round that aluminum rod

awd pur ity first this side and

then that, ta appreciate his bit of
shadine Letter.
“Mr. Woodiouse,” sanl  llooper,

the

iorctian of the Rboreri. putting
s Leadt i at the daer.

“Hella™ said Woodhouse, withont
1urnmmg round.
satd

“Nothing  happened, sir?”

ITooper:

“Happened ™ said Woodhouse.

“The governor just been up the
vails swearing like a tornader.”

“Oh!” said \Woodhouse.

“It ain't like him, sir.”

“No?”

~And [ was thinking perhaps.

“Don’t think,” said Woodhouse,
still admiring the drawings.

Hpoper knew Woodhouse, and, he
shof the door suddenly with a vic-

Soared in the direction of Womb-
ledrn Common.

faan's Tally

der ii ] shall ever ineet :

Gore ™ £\

everything, that she never knew.

Waondhouse, tious stam. Woodhouse stared stonily [had felt she was behaving charming-[inipetus. The new propeller glittered

a bLrighter white than the rest of the
machine, and a gilder, obedient to a

g out
the alomininmn bars with gold. And
looking down the long avenue he-
tween the ropes (gilded now with the
sunset), onc saw red signals, and
two miles away an anthill of work-

“How are you getling on with your

flving machine?”’ she asked. ("I won-

v one with

the sensc¢ not to ash th.1.” thaught

| Mon~on.) 1t will be very dangerous
ia! first, will it not™ (“Think~

Y “lorgen is going to plas

have vou heand bim e
a bewg attended to,
)
Cusli aliont Jorgon: gradual dechme
You

must let e know when vour fhvine

we turn o rations] comversation ”

of conversiation, embng  wih- ™
machine is fmshed, Meo Monson, and
then ol consader the adsisaluhity
1|l'k|‘! -

ik 1 ovas <ol ploomg inventions

of takivre ttme waonll

in the varsery, v But the bitterest
thire <he el was nat nreant Jor
Manser™s cars. To Pilox, the novel-
oty siee was always conscientiansdy

bollant, 1 Easve been talking 10 My,

Maonson, aud he can think of nething,

sitively wothing, lt that alving

wachine of hiso Do vouw know, all his

coramen cadb abat place of bis *Mean

e Lol reted i was asrhie ;"1 e eoally very, very s b oalwavs

;""" werionan et When a il f e o i myseli mothe bght ot
i""" i e e B spendieg ""'"'i~:ml\(~u treasure—the  Lost Million-
:~.|: TU e ninents thia r:npln_\'i_m.c. vou know.”
;"“”" i tearmiy of peapde sud-bog o pretty and well educated
plenis veiees thar he s ek of ”"‘h—mc!rml, ~he bad written an epizram-
e, there s almost imar-b, oo nevelette: but  the  DLiiterness
wlhle a o woeaml af entaly

v the ranbis af ahie Tl array

he e And even hefore e in-

dicaics Tocintentions there are spec-
olitior « e urmurs, o watching of
face - oot strans, Hune
dreds o saople hrew hefore the day
was ot thae Monson was rufiled,
Woudiea-o reified,  Hlooper rafflled.
A weahian’s wile, forinstane

twhiom Monson Lad never seen), de-

cided 1o keep lier money in the sav-
ings lank instcad of boving a vel-
veteen dress. So jar-reaching  are
even the eacual enrses oi a million-
aire.

Monson fonad a certain satisfac-

tion in going on the works and be-
having disagreeably 1o as many peo-

ple a2 possible. After a time cven
that palled upon him, and he rode off
the grounds, to every onc’s  relief

there, and throngh the lanes south-
feastwanl, to the infinite tribulation

iof his house steward at Cheam.
|
e litile grain of
had suddenly precipitated all this dis-
content with his life-work was—these
trivial things that direct all our great
decisions!—hali a_dozen ill-consider-
cd rcmarks made by a pretty girl,
prettily dressed, with a beautiful
voice and something more than pret-
tiness in her soft grey eyes. And of
these half-dozen remarks, two words
especially—"Monson’s Folly.” She

And the immediate cause of it all,
annoyance that

~

l

humanity than has ever heen effected
- 1

isince bistary begau.

pwas that ~he was typical. She s

marized vhar the world thenght of

the wan who was working sanely,
a

steadily, and surely toward more

tremendons revolmion i tie appli-
ances ! avlization, a more  Tar-
reaching alteration in the wavs of

They did not

the run intu a rising slope.

‘n ruwc," said Wooudhouse, “I'll
right enough.
it's iufernally foolhardy. 1 only you

would give another vear --——
“Lacll vou | owon’t 1 oarell you the
(T
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“Thooen't b beew rashing might and

Woadlinuse,
the

with machine.

ITe 1~ quute ampossible.!

Metning, bachwan anel  dorwar
thevaele thos s <~ cage® 10 abe
thine steers trae Lere, 0 will steer
e all avtoss Tagland, 'S ot
el yor. Womdhonse, \We

yrunl,
seoull v vone woven agos And e
pardess
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~atel Aol

vaenen " cnatped Moneon,

shouldes

“Hang 1" 1 owever thought i the
Pieney,” wd Waoodliouse, and len,

rent

b now g very dit tane
which he had said the

. he reveared, 1IN conre,

“pe
10 1ha
ywerds bete

wh

Trost me”
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Pall that Waondhons = Lad not the dex-
sunset-

monient

!lrnv\' ey ~av, shi

ity looked
spulauddy extended his hand.

Tit fnr
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Pewmng of iis jeatnres. " Trost me.”

Then Losth
apparatns that Jay with at~ Mat wings
upen the carrier, and stared
puided

Pextende
"
Cperlane photographic sindy of
the fcht of birds, and by Lilienthal'<
methads, lad gradually drifted from
Manines <hapes toward the bird form
The thing. however,  was
driven Ly o koge serew bhehind in the
Ipl.u'r ol the tail; and so hovermg,
pwhiclt needs an alinost yertical adjust-
Ptuent of a flat tail, was rendered im-
The body of the achine
I, almost  evlindrical, M
Forward and ait on  the
rointed emids were two small petro-
lenm engines ior the screw, and the
navigators sat deep in a canoc-like

bt ively. Monsan,

possibl

Wi

Poin

jeven take bim seriousdy. In a Iinlrlrn'(-.«. the forcinost one  steering,

W25 o
)

he said on his way

while e wounld he  proverbial
must Iy now,”
home, smarting with a sense of abso-
Inte sacial failure. “l wust fly soon.
If it doesn’t come off soon, by Giod!
I shall run amuck.”

He said that beiore he had gone
through his pass-book and his litter
of papers. Inadequate as the cause
seems, it was that girl’s voice and
the expression of her eyes that pre-
cipitated his discontent. But certain-
1y the discovery that he had no long-
e¢r even onc  hundred thousand
pounds’ worth of realizable property
behind him was the poison that made
the wound deadly.

It was the next day after this that
he exploded npon Woodhouse and his
workmen, and thereafter his bearing
was consistently grim for three
weeks, and anxiety dwelt in Cheam
and Fwell, Malden, Morden, and
Worcester Park, places that had
thriven mightily on his experiments.

Fpur weeks aiter that first swear-
ing of his, he stood with Woodhouse
by the reconstructed machine as it
lay across the clevated railway, by
means’ of which it gained its initial

N,

{and being protected by a low sereen, |

with two plate-glass windows, from
the blinding rush of air. On cither
side a monstrous flat framework with
a curved front border could be ad-
justed £o as cither to lic horizontally,
or to be tilted upward or down. These

releasing a pin, one could be tilted
through a small angle independently
of its fellow. The front edge of cither
wing could also he shifted back so as
to diminish the wing-area about one-
sixth. The machine was not only
not designed to hover, but it was
also incapable of fluttering. Monson's
idea was to gct into the air with the
initial rush of the apparatus, and then
to skim, much as a playing card may
be skinned, kecping up the rush by
means of the screw at the stern.
Rooks and gulls fly enormous dis-
tances in that way with scarcely a
perceptible movement of the wings.

But the bird is praciising this art
from the wmoment it leaves its nest
It has not only the perfect apparatus,
but the perfect instinct to use it. A
man off his feet has the poorest skill
in balancing. Even the simple trick
of the bicycle costs him some hours

of labor. The instantaneous adjust-
ments of the wings, the quick re-

Ry

Bur 1 1ell you

Maonsan turnad suddenly, and saw

U Weaodhonse, grip-
ang the hamd, and with a queer soin-’
Py

.
reen turned ta the big

wings worked rigidly tagether, or, b_\'i

M:k'h'n‘cm

sponse 1o a passing breeze, the swift
recovery of equilibrium, the @iddy,
cddying movements that require such
absolute precision—all that he must
learn, learn with te labor and
infinitc danger, ii ever he is to con-
tquer fiying. The Aying machine that
»will start off some fine day, driven
1by neat “little levers,” with a nice
apen deck like a liner, and all loaded
up with bombshells and guns, is the
easy drcaming of a literary man. In
lives and treasure the cost of the
conquest of the empire of the air
may even exceed all that has been
spent in man’s great conquest of the
sea. Certamly 1t will be costlier than
the preatest war that has ever de-
vastated the world.

No one hnew ilese things better
ithan these two practical men, And
they hnew they were in the iront
rank of the coming army.  Yet there
i~ hope even in a forlorn hope. Men
Vare killed outrigiit in  the  reserves
sometimes, while  others who  have

been left ior dead in the  thickest
corner crawl oui and wurvive.

“Ti we miss these meadows<—" said
Woaoodhause, precently in  his  slow
way. /

“Myv dear chap,”  caid Monson,
whose spirtts had Leen rising fitfully

durmy the Jast jew davs, “we m t
There's a quar-
fer of a square mile jar us ta hit,
ro Iitehes Jeveled. We
sl come down all right —rest as-

tiss these mcadeow <.

fences mned,

the angle of the wings,
seemed to hang for bali a4 minnte
motionless in mid-air, and then he
saw the hazy blue house-covered hills
of Kilburn and Hampstead jump up
before his eyes and rise steadily, un-
til the Tittle sunlit dome of the Alhert
Hall appeared through his window-,
For a moment he scarcely understood
the meaning of this upward rushi of
the horizon, but as the nearcr and
nearer houses camc into view,
realized what he had done. Ile 1
turned the wings over too iar, aml
they were swooping steepls dawn.
ward toward the Thanies.

The thought, the que~tion,
realization were all the bu
| second of time. “Too mnc! Casped
! Waadhouse. Mon<on brought I~
;’\\'hnl hali-way back with a jerk, anid
Moriliwith the Kilburn and Hampatead
.ridec drapped again to the lower edge
'ni his windows. They had heen a
i thousand icet above Coombe and
1 Maiden <tation: ffty seconds aiter
they whizzed, at 3 frightful pace, not
eighty fcet above the Fast Putney
station, on the Metropolitan District
line, 1o the screaming astonishincnt
of a platiormiul of people. Manson
Munge 1 the vans against the air, and
over Fulbam they rushed up their at-
mospherie switchback agam, steeply—
too steepls.  The buses went Round-
ering across the Fulham Road, the
people yvelled.

The maching’

ke

the
ness of a

i Then down agzain, too steeply still,
jand the distant trees and  houses
ahout I'rimroce Hill leaped up across
! Mon<on’s window, and then suddenly
the saw ctraight hefore him the areen-
iery of Kencington Gardens and the
ltowers of the hmperial  Institute,
| They were driving straight down up-
| on South Kensington. The pionacles
tof the Natural Mictory Musecum rush-
. ed up into view. There came one faral
second of <wift thought, 2 moment
- of hesitation.  Shouhl he try and clear
Ilhe towers, or swerve easiward?
Ile 1nade a hesitating attempt to re-
leace the right wing, left the catch
. half rcleaced, and gave a frantic
i cluteh at the wheel.

sored. Awd i we don’t—" ! The nose of the machine seemed to»
TART sl Waodlhouse, 10 we leap np befare hin.  The wheel press-

don't"” j ed his hand with irresistable force,
Itaore the dav of the  ~tart, theyand jerked itsell out of his control.

newsparer people got wind o the Woodhouse, sitting crouched to-

ton~ at the northward end of
aireworh,  and Monson was
chiered by a deaded change in the
comnnent, le will be off some day,”
the papers. “He will be off
day the  Southwestern
~cason-tichet holders one to another;
the scaside excurstonists, the Satur-
day-ta-Monday trippers from Sussex
and Hlamipshire and Dorset and De-
van, the cuzinent literary people from
Hazlemare, all remarked cagerly onc
1o anotlicr, “le will he off sonme day,”
as the familiar scaffolding came in
~izht. And actually, one bricht morn-
ing, 1z Pl view of the 1en-past-ten
Bacing~toke, Monson's
flying machine started on its journey.

They saw the carrier running swift-
ivoalone it~ rail, and the white-and-
kol serew cpinving in the air. They
Iieard the rapad rumble of wheels, and
i thud as the carrier reached the bui-
fers at the end of its run. Then a
winrr s the flving machine was shot
||'nr\\.1n| o the networks,  All that
“the ngority of thenr had seen and
“ht-;-nl bhejore. The thing went with a
drooping tlicht thronegh  the  frame-
l\\nrk and rese again, and then every
||n-lmhlcr ~houted, or  sercamed, or
“velled, or <hricked aiter his kind. For
Yinstead of the customary concussion
and stoppace, the flving machine flew
ant of its five yvears” cage like a holt
fram a crassbow, and drave slanting-
1y upward inte the air, curved round
a lle, so as to crass the line, and

~and

sotne said

raim from

soared in the direction of W imbledon
Cammon.

! It ~ccmed to hang meneatarily in
Ythe air and grow smaller, then it

i p
duched and vanished over the cluster-
ing hluc treetops to the ecast of
Coombe 1, 2nd ne  one stopped

} staring and gasping until long after it
;had disappcared.

From the moment when Monson
had started the carricr with a “Now!”

neither he nor Weodhouse <aid a
word. Roth wmen sat with clenched
teeth, Monson had crossed the line

with a curve that was too sharp, and
Woodhouse had opened and shut his
white lips; but neither spoke. Wood
house simply gripped his scat, and
breathed sharply through his tecth,
watching the blue country ta the west
rushing past, and down, and away
from him. Mon<on knelt at his post
forward, and his hands trembled on
the spoked wheel that moved the
wings. Hc could sce nothing befare
him but a mass of white clouds in
the sky.

The machine went slanting upward,
traveling with an  enormous speed
still, bat Josing momentum every mo-
ment. The land ran away onderneath
with diminishing speed.

“Now!” said Woodhouse at last,
and with a violent effort Monson
wrenched over the wheel and altered

rether, gave a hoarse cry, and sprang
'np toward Monson. “Too far!” he
cried, and then he was clinging to
the gunwalc for dear lije, and Monson
hadl been jerked clean overhead, and
was falling backward npon him.

So swiftly had the thing happened
that barely a quarter oi the people
gping to and fro in Hyde Park, and
Rronipton Road, and the Exhibition
Road saw anything of the aerial
catastrophe. A distant winged shape
had appeared above the clostering
houses to the south, had fallen and
risen, growing larger a~ it did so: had
swooped swiftly down toward the lm-
perial Institute, a broad spread of
fiving wings, had swept round in a
quarter circle, dashed castward, and
then -uddenly sprang vertically into
the air. A black object shot out of
it. and came spinning downward, A
man! Two men clutching each other!
They came whirling down, separated
as thex struck the roof of the Stn-
dents” Club, and bounded off into the
green bushes on its southward side.

Vor perhaps hali a minute, the
i pointed stem of the big nachine still
pierced vertically upward, the screw
spinning desperatcly.  For one bricf
in<tant, that vet seemed an age to alt
whe watched. it had hung motionle<s
in mid-arr. Then a spout of yellow
famie hicked up its length from the
stern engine, and <wift, swifter, swiit-
er, and flaring like a rocket, it rashed
down upon the solid mass of masonry
which was formerly the Royal Col-
lege oi Science. The big screw  of
n r and gold touched the parapet,
and crmnpled up like wet linen. Then
the  blazing  «pindle-shaped  body
smashed and splintered, smashing and
splintering n its fall, upon the north-
western angle of the building.

Dt the crash, the Rame of blazing
parattin that shot hecavenward from
the shattered engines of the machine,
the crushed horrors that were found
in the garden beyond the Students’
Club, the massex of yellow parapet
and red brick that iclt headlong into
the roadway, the rnning te and Ira
of people like ants in a broken ant-
hill, the galloping of fire engines, the
gathering of crowds—all thesc things
do not belong to this story, which
was written only 10 tell how the first
of all successful Aying miachines was
launched and flew. Thoagh he failedd,
and failed disastrously, the record of
Monson’s work remains—a sufficient
monumnent—to guide the next of
that band of gallant experimentalists
who will sconer or later master this
great problem of fying. And between
Worcester Park and Malden there
still stands that portentous avenae of
ironwork, rusting now, and dasger-
ous here and there, o witness to the

first desperate st le for man’s
right of way through the air.




