WITH THE NIGHT MAIL.

By RUDYARD KIPLING.
From “ The Windsor Magazine, October, A.D. 2147.

ST 950 pan. of a windy
winter's night T stood
on the lower Stages
of the. .0 Outward
Mail Tower.
purpose was a run to
chec in * postal
packet 162, or such
other as may be
appointed " ; and the
Postmaster - General - himself - countersigned
the order. This talisman opened all doors,
even those in the Despatehing-caisson
the foot of the Tower, where they
dulmrm" the sorted Continental mail.
packed close us berrings in the
Imlg grey umlorlunhm which our G.P.0, still
calls *coaches.”  Five such coaches were
filled as I watched, and were shot up the
guides, to be locked on to their waiting
packets three hundred feet nearer the stars.
From the Despatching-caisson I was cou-
ducted by a courteous nml wonderfu
learned _official —Mr. L. L. Geary
Despateher of the Western ot
Captain’s Room (this wakes an echo of old
where the Mail captain
for their turn of duty. He introduces me to
the captain of 162 ptain Parnall, and his
mllef Captain Hodgson. The one is small
dark, the other large and red, but cach
hu the brood U (e
istic of eagles and aeronauts.  You can sec it
in the pictares of our racing professionals,
from L. V. Rantsch to little Ada Warleigh
the fathomless abstraction of ey
turned throngh naked space.
On the notic ard in the
the pulsing arrows of somc twe
register degree by geographical
rogress of as many homeward-bound ,... i
he word “Cape™ rises across the face of
a ..1. a gong strikes: that is all. The
South African mlrl-m‘-kh‘ mail is in at the
Highgate Receiving-Towers. It reminds one
comically of the traitorous little bell which
in pigeon-fanciers’ lofts notifies the return
of a homer.
“Time for us to be on the move,”

s
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Captain Parnall, and we are shot up by the
erift (o the top of the Despatch-
to Our “coach ™ will lock on when it
is filled, and the clerks are abord .
2 waits for us in Slip E of the
The great curve of her ba
wes frostily under the lights, and e
minute alteration of trim makes her
little in her holding-down cli
Captain Purnall frowns and dives inside,
Hissing softly, 162 comes to rest level as
rule. From her North Atlantic Winter nose-
cap (worn bright s dismond with boring
through uncounted leagues of luil, suow, and

ice) to the inset of her three built - out
propullertlafis s some two hundred and
fifty feet. Her extreme dinmeter, carried
well forward, s thirty

Contrust_ this

crue ower
that must drive this bull through all weathers
at more than twice the cmergency speed of
the Cyelonie.

The cye detects no_joint in her skin-
lating, save the swecping hair-crack of the
ow rudder —Magniac's radder, that assured
us the dominion of the nnstable air, and left

its inventor penniless and half-blind. It is
calenlated to Castelli's “ gull-wing ™ carve,
ise a few feet of that all but invisible

p]mu three-cighths of ." I|.u d 162 will
e miles to port ard ere she i
\uuhr control ugain. (uw lurlull helm, and
she returns on her track like a whiplash.
Cant_the whole forward—a tonch on the
wheel will suffice—and she sweeps at your
good direction up or down. Open the’ full
circle, and she presents to the air a mush-
room head that will bring her up all standing
in half the mile.
Yes" says Captain Hodgson, unswering
my thought. " * Castelli thonght that Imddm
covered the secret of controlling acroplanes,
when he'd only found ont how to steer
dirigible Dalloons.  Magniac invented his
raer to help war-hoats ram each ot
and war went. out of fashion, and \lupun‘
he went out of his mind because he said he
couldn't_serve his country any more. |
wonder if any of us ever know what we're
really d
“If you want to see the coach locked,
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It's due now," suys

G2 through the door
here for display.

youd, bt o abourd,
N

umuhhlpu Thero is nn(lnnu
The inner skin of the g comes down
to within a_foot or so of my hed, and
turng over just short of the turn of the
bilges.  Liners and yachts disguise their
tanks with decoration, but the G.P.0. serves
them raw under a lick of grey official paint.
The inner skin shuts off fifty fect uf the
bow and a8 much of the stern, but the how
bulkbead is recessed for the lift-shunting
appamtus, as the stern s pierced for the
shaft-tunnels, The engine-room lies ulmost
wmidships. ~ Forward of it, extending to the
turn of the bow-tanks, is un aperture —
o bottomless hatch at present—into which
the couch will be locked. Onc lTovks down
the coamings three hundred feet o the
Despatehing - caisson, whence  voices boom
upward.  The light helow is obscured w0 u
sound of thunder, ws the couch rises on its
guides. 1t enlarges rupidly from a posta;
stamp to a playing-card ; to a punt, and lust
u pontoon. The two clerks ~its orew. -do
not even look np ws it sluma into pluce with
jor that shakes the whole ship. The
Quebec letters fly under their fingers and
leap into the docketed racks, while both cap-
taing und Mr Geury satisfy themselves that

the co: ocked home. Nor perfuncorily
nor olhuullv cked, bt absolutely  and
th the glssy-smouth hull.

preumatically one
A clerk passes the way-bill over the hateh-
Lupmul I'url\ull thumb-marks and
eceipt s b given

“Plesant run,” says Mr. Geary,
ars through a door which a fout-

ocks after him.

A —ah,” wighs the compressor releasel,
Onr holding-lown clips part. with o tang.
We are clear and liftin
T beg y says Captain 1odg-
son, and slides k u plate discovering the
vt oolliid. sialsrludydiobi-hsle: Uikt
which [ wateh million-lighted London slide
custward as the westerly uulv takes hold of us.
he first of the low winter send cuts off the
well-known view and darkens Middlesex.
On the sonth e of it T can xee n packet’s
lnml light' ploughing through the whito
For an instant xhe 'Iulnm like w sar

i ;
passes it
and taken.
and diapy

o parlon,

“Four thowsn.
on the bridge

Aren't you coming up

MNAGAZINE.

The bridge (let ns ever bless the G.P.0.
4w repository of ancientest mdmun) i
represented by a view of Captain Hodgson's
legzs, where he' stands on LIIL control-platform
it runs thwartships overhead. The bow
colloid s unshuttered, uml Captain Purnall,
ane hand on the wheel, is feeling for a fair
slant.  The diul shows 4.

“1t' steep to-night # ™ he mutters, as tier
on tier of cloud drops under. * We generally
pick up the custerly draught below hree
thousand ut this time o' the year. I hate
slathering throngh fluff,”

“No does Van Cutsem,

Took ut him

huntin® 1uru slant!" says Captain Hodgson.
A foy t breaks cloud a hundred fathoms
m(m p night mail makes her

stgoul anil vis. Dacuen tvo racing clouds
fur to port, her flanks blood-red in the glare
of Sheerness Double Light. The gale will
huve nx over the German Ocean in half an
hour, but Captain Purnall lets her go com-
posedly —~nosing to every point of the compass
¢ rises.

six thousand eight
Tandred "—the i s ere we find
the easterly dnfn, hecalded by & farry of
anow at the thousand-futhom level.  Captain
Purnall rings up tho engines, nnd keys down
the governor on the switel
There i 1o sense in ummg muchinery when
Folus himself will ood knots for
nothing.  We are my i entacak oW —otic
nose notched down on our chosen star. At
this level the lower clouds are luid out all
neatly combed by the dry fingers of the East.
Below that there is a sirong westerly blow.
Overhead, a film of southerly drifting mist
draws u theatrical guuze ucross the firma-
ment. The moonlight striking through turns
the lower strata to silver without & stain
except where our lean_shadow underruns us.
Bristol and Cardiff Donble Lights (those
statelily inclined beams over Severnmouth 1)
are deud abead of us, for we keep the
Southern route. (‘u\eucry Central, the pivot
of the English system, stabs u]n\unl once in
ten seconds its spear of dimond light to the
north, and a point or two off our starboard
bow The Leek, the great clond-breaker of
Saint David’s Head u\\iu[.'ﬂ its unmistakable
wreen beam twenty-five degrees eacl
There must be half  mile of finff over it
il" this weather, but this does not affect The

=

“Englnd is overlighted, if anything,"
says Captain Purnall ut the wheel, a8 Cardiff-
Bristol slides noder. T remember the old
days of common white verticals that ‘ud
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show two or three thousand feet up in a mist
if you knew where to look for 'em. In really
fluffy weather they might as well have heen
under your hat.  One conld get lost coming
home then and | some. (lm Now it's
like driving down Piccadilly.”

He points to the pillars of |IK|I£|V\|I\"V\‘ the

Thelr lights sink under the curve of the
world

“That's “one of Lundt and Bleamer's
Dboats,” suys Captuin Hodgson. *Serves ‘om

right for putting German compos in their
Ubust-blocks, e won's bo. 1n. Fayal tor
nghe! Byithe' wiy, wouldut you-liks o

look round the

cloud-breakers bore through the
We sec nothing of England’s outlines ﬂ\nlv
a white pavement pierced in all dircctions by
these munholes of varionsly coloured fire —
Holy Island's white and red—St. Bees' in-
terrupted ulum nnd #0 on as far as the eye

can reach, be Sargent, Ahrens, and
the Dubois Hmthem who invented the clond-
breakers of the world whereby we travel in
security |

A sou going to lft for The Shamrock "
asks Cuptain Hodgson. Cork light (sreen
fixed) enlarges as we rush to it. Captain
Purnall nods. There is heavy traffic_here-
abouts —the bank beneath us reaked with
running fissures of fiame, where the Atlantic

ts are hurrying Londonwards just clear of
the fluff.  Muil-packets are supposed to have
the five-thousand foot lanes and above to
themsclyes, butthe foreigner in a hurry is
apt to take liberties with English air. 162
lifts to o long-dmwn wail of the air in
the fore-flange of the rudder, and we make
Valencia (white-green-white) at o safe 7,000
fect, dipping our beum to an  incoming
Washington packe

There is no cluud on the Atlantic, and
fuint streaks of oream round Dingle Buy
show where the east-driven seas hammer the
coast. A big SATA, liner (Soriété Anonyme
oo Tiuepaste Aériens) is diving and lifting
half a mile below us in search of some break
in the solid west wind. Lower still lies o
Dane in trouble : she is telling the liner all
about it in International. Our General Com-
munication dial has caught her talk, and
begins to cavesdrop. Cuptain Hodgson makes
& motion to cut it off, blll. checks himself.
“ Pu-h»qn youd like to listen,” he says to

™% Argol of St. Thomas,” the G.0. whispers.
“Report owners three starbourd shaft collur-
bearings fused.  Cun make Flores s we are,
but impossible further.  Shall we buy spares

at Fayal ?

The liner acknowledges, and recommends
inverting the bearings. The Argol anwwers
that she has already done so without effect,
and begins to relieve her mind about cheap
German_enameln for_collar-hearings,  The
Frenchiman assents cordially, e ‘ourage,
on ami ! und switches off.

I have been waiting mgtrly for this invi-
tation, and I follow Captain Hodgson from
the control-platform, stooping low to avoi
the bulge of the tanl We know that
Fleury's gus can lift, anything, us the world-
famous trinls of 78 showed, but its almost
indefinite powers of expansion necessitate
vast tank room. Even in this thin air the
lift-shunts are busy taking out one-third of
its normal lift, and still 162 must be checked
by an oceusionnl downdraw of the rudder, or
our flight would become a climb to the stars.
('n])Lun I’urnull prefers an overlifted to an
underl E but no two captaing trim
ship nllke "\ hen I take the bridge,” says
Captain Iodgson, ** you'll sce me shunt forty

er cent. of the lift out of the gas and ran
ier on the upper rudder.  With  swoop up-
wards instead of uwwydummnnls, as yon
sy, Either way will s only hubit.
Wateh our dij Tnu felchec lwr down

ce_every thirty knots as regularly us

So it is shown on the dip-dial. For five
or six minutes the arrow creeps from 6,700
to 7,300.  There is the faint “szgee ™ of the
rudder, and back slides the arrow to 6,500
ona hl]hn;( slant of ten or fifteen knots.

“In heavy \uazhcr yuu Jockey her with

8 Captain Hodgson,
pping e otnied bar which divides
the engine-room from the bare deck, he leads
me on the floor.

Here we find Fleury's Parudox of the
Bulkheaded Vacunm—which we aceept now
withont thought—literally in full blast: The
three engines are assisted-vacuo Fleury par.
hmen running from 3,000 to the Limit; tha

say, up to the point when the hlndeﬁ
mnke the air bell-cut out a vacuum for
themselves precisely us do overdriven marine
propxlkru llun Limit is low on account
of tl er nine screws, whicl
leugh huudmr zlmn the old colloid Thelus-
sons, bell sooner. The ‘midships engine
generlly used as & reinforce is not running ;
80 the port and starboard turbine vacuum-
chambers draw direct into the ret

The tarbines whistle reflectiv From
the low-arched expansion-tanks on cither side
the valves descend pillar-wise to the turbine-
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e falls stern-first ; slides Tike  lost

chests, and thence the ol
through the spirals of
thut would whip the
saw,  Behind, i its own pressare, held in
leash or spurred on by the Lift-shunts ;
before it, the vacuum wh ary's Ray
dunees i violet-green and “whirled
tourbillons of flame.  The joint:
the vacanm-chamber are pressure-tempered
colloid (no glass would endure the strain for

ient gas whirls
t blades with o foree

soul down that

r of light.”

an instant), and a junior engineer with tinted
spectacles wutches the Ray i i
the very heart of the machine—a miystery
this day, Even Fleury, who begat it and,
unlike "Magnise, dicd u multi - millionaire,
could not explain how that restless little imp
pironctting in the U-tube can, in the frac-
tional fraction of u second, strike down the
furions blast of gas into a chill greyish-green
liquid that druins (you eun hear it trickle)
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from the far end of the vacuum through the
eduction-pipes and the mains back (o the
ere it returns to ita gaseous—one
almost written _sagacious—state and
climbs to work afresh. ~ Bilge-tank, upper-
tank, dorsal-tank, expansion-chamber, vacaum,
main-return (a8 s liquid) and bilge-tank
once more is the ordained cycle, Fleury's
at; and the “engineer

the tinted spectacles sees to Floury's Ray. If
a speck of oil—if even the natural grease of
the human finger touch the hooded terminuls,
Fleury's Ray will wink and disappear and
must be laboriously built up aguin. This
means half-a-day's work for all hunds, and
an e?‘.}em of oue hundred and seventy odd
to the G.P.0. for radium-salts and

“Now look at our thrust-collars. You
won't find much Gcrl\lnn  compo there, Full-
jewelled, you see,” says Captain Hm‘lguun,
the engineer shunts open the top of a
Our shaft-bearings are C.D.C. (Cummercml
Diamond Company) stones, ground with as
much care a8 the lenses of a telescope. They
cost thirty-seven pounds apiece, So far we
have not arrived at their term of life. These
bearings are over fifty years old. They
came from No. 97, which took them over
from the old Dominion of Light, which hud
them out of the wreck of the Perseus aero-
Elnne in the years when men still flew tin

ites over Thorium engines.

They are a shining reproof to all low-grade
(mmum “ruby " enamels, so-called “ boort
fucings, and the dangerous and unsatisfactory
aluminia compounds which please dividend-
hunting owners aud turn skippers crazy.

'he rudder-gear and the gas ]xfb-shum.,
side by side under the anfme room

i s the only machines in visible motion.
The former sighs from titme o time us the
oil-plunger riscs and falls half an inch. The
ter, cased and guarded like the U-tube
aft, exhibits another Fleury Ray, but in-
verted and more green than violet. Its
function is to shunt the lift out of the gus,
and this it will do without vumlung That
is all! One tiny pump-rod wheezing and
whining to itsclf” beside u sputtering green
lamp. A hundred and fifty fect aft, down
the ﬂAb-bulpp(-d tunnel of the tanks, n violet
light restless and iresolute. Between the
two, three white-painted turbine-tranks, like
eel hukeu laid on their side, accentuate the
rspectives. You can hear the trickle

Pt e gas flowing from the vacuum
into the Lmlge-unka and the soft gluck-glock
of gus-locks closing us Cuptain Purnall brings

162 down hy the head. The hum of the
turbines and the boom of the aiv on our skin
i8 no more than a cotton-wool wrapping to
the universal stilluess. And we ure running
an eighteen-second mile.

I peer from the fore-end of the engine-
room over the hutch-voamings into the coach.
The mail-clerks are wmn* the Winnipeg
Calgary and Medicine Hut bugs : but there
is a pack of cards ready on the table.

Suddenly o bell chrilla; the engineers
at the turbine-valves stand but the
spectacled slave of the Ray in”the U-tube
n lifts his head. He must watch where
he is. We are hard-braked and going astern ;
and there is high lunguage from the control-
platform.

“Tim's tagper has fused on something,”
myn thu unruffled Captain Hodgson. * Let's

Cnptnm Purnull s not the man we left
half an hour ugo, but the embodied uuthority
of the G.P.O.  Aheud of us floats an ancient
aluminium-patched, twin-screw tramp of the
dingiest, with no more right to the 5,000~
foot lanes than has a horse-cart to London.
She carries an obsolete * barbette ” conning-
tower—a six-foot affair with railed platform
forward, and our warning beam pllavs on the
fop of b 86 & pollosraen's. lantein Haslid:on
the area-sneak. Like u sneak-thief, too,
emerges a shock-headed navigator in his shirt.
sleeves. Captain Purnall wrenches open the
colloid to talk with him man te mun.  There
are times when science does not satisfy.

“What under the stars ure you doing here,
sou sky-seraping chimney-swéep?” he shouts
a8 we two drift side by side. *“ Do you know
this is w Mail lane? You yourself a
skipper, sir? You ain't fit to puddle toy
aeroplanes in the Strand. Your name and
number ! Report and get, down ! ™

“T've n blown up once,” the shock-
headed man cries hoarsely us & dog burking
under the stars. *I dou't care two flips
of o contact for anything you can do,
Postey.”

“ Don't you, sir? But I'll make you care.
I'll have your stinking gasogene towed stern
first to Disko and broke up. You can't
recover insurnce if you're broke for obstruc-
tion. Do you understand that "

Then the stranger bellows : * Look at my
propellers 1 There's been u wullic-wa down

has blown me lla-fy 1
We're leakin'! We're all one conjurer's
wateh inside! My mate's arm’s broke ; my
engineer's head's cut open; my Ray went
out when the engines smashed ; bl L
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for pity's sike give me my height, Captain !
We doubt we're dropping.

“Six thousand eight bundred. Can you
hold it?™ Captain Purnall overlooks all
insults, and leans half out of the colloid
staring and sniffing.  The stranger leaks
pungently. He calls—

“We onght to blow buck to St. John's with
Inck. We're trying to plug the fore- Innk
now, but shie's simply whistlin® it away.”

“8he's sinkin' Jike w log," says Captain
Parnall_in an undertone.  “Call up the
Mark Boat, Geory Our dip-dial shows
that we abreast the tramp huve dropped five
hundred feet the lust few minutes.  Captain
Purnall presses a switch, and our signul-heam
swings throngh the night, twizzling spokes
of light across infinity.

“That'll feteh something,”
Captain uodgmu watclies the General Com-
municator.  He has called up the Banks
Mark Boat a few hundred miles west, and
is reporting.

rll stand by yon ! Captain Purnall roars
to the lone figuré on the mnmnw-y..

T it s bad s that # " comes the anser.
*She isn't insured.”

“ Might have guessed as nnch,” mutters
Hodgson. * Owner's risk is lhu worst, risk
of all 1™

“Can't I fetch St. John's —not even with
this brecze 2 the voice quavers.

Stand by to abandon xl.y\,x Haven's
any lm in you, fore or aft ?

* Nothing but the "midships tanks, and
they're none too tight. You see, my Ry
ave uul,'uml—“ lie: conghs in the reck of

sy, while

you

’lI his dmn not reach

nts to know if there's any dunger to
traffic. Sags she’s in a bit of weather her-
self and can't quit station.  I've turned in
a General Call, 5o even if they don't sce onr
heam, someone’s bound to- -or ¢lse we must.
Shall I clear our slings? Hold on! Here
weare! A Planet liner, too ! She'll be up
in a tick 1™
Tell her to get her slings ready,”

his brother Captain, * There won't e

crics
)

time to spare . .. .. Tie up your mate
roars to the trar

“My mnms all right. 165 my engincer.
He's gone

L shnm ',he lm out of him with a spanner.

Hnrg
uL I can make land —if I've half o
chance.”

MAGAZINE.

“You'll muke the deep Atlantic in twenty
winutes, You're lew than fifty-four hun-
dml now. e logz and papers,”
A Planet liner - east bound— ‘wuven up in
a superh spiral and b o e
umming.  Her underbody colloid is u;l..,
and her transporter-slings’ hang down like
tentacles.  We shut our beam as she
adjusts herself——stecring to w hair—over the
trimp's conning-tower. The mate emergos,
his urm strapped w0 his side, and stambles
into the cradle. A man with a ghastly
searlet head follows, shouting that he must
o hack and build up his Ray. The mate
assures him that he will find @ nice new Ray
all ready i the liner's engine-room, ~ The
bandigzed head goes up wizing excitedly.
A )uuLh and a woman follow. ~ The liner
cheers hnllm\l\ above us, and we see the
passengens’ fuces at the siloon colloid
That's o good girl.  What's the fool
waiting for now ?* sy Captain Purnall,

The skipper comes up still appealing to us
to stand by and sec him fetch St. John's.
He dives Delow and returns—at which we
little human beings in the void cheer londcr
than e the ship's kitten, fiy
the liner's hissing slings; her underl L\xly
crushes home and she hurtles away again.
Our diul shows less than 3,000 fect.

The Mark Boat signals that we must attend
to the derelict, now whistling her death-song.
s she fully beneath us in long, sick zigzags.

““Keep our beam on her and send out n
weneral warning,” says Captain Purnall, fol-
lowing her down.

There is no need.  Not a liner in air but.
knows the meaning of that vertical beam,
and gives us and onr quarry a wide berth.

“Rut she'll dm\m in the water, won't
R]IL 2" I usked of
ve k||0vrn u derclict up-end and sift
lmr engines out of herself, and flicker round
the Lower Lanes for threo weeks on her
forward tanks only. We'll run no_risks.
Pith her, George, and look sharp. There's
weather ahead.”

Captain Hodgson opens the underbody
colloid, swings the heavy pithing-iron out of
its rack which, in liners, is generally cased
a settee, and at two hundred feet releases the
cateh. W

We hear the whirr of the crescent-
shaped arms opening us I.hev descend.  The
derclict’s forchead is punched in, starred
across, and rent duwumxly She falls stern-
first, our beam upon her’; slides like a lost
soul down that pitiless ladder of light, and
Lln- Atlantic takes her.

filthy lm»mw,

says Hodgson, 1



“The Mark Hoat hauga herself up in hee appoiated placo o the skies,”
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wonder what it must have been like in the
old

The thonght hud crossed my mind too.
hat if that wavering ass had been filled

vrzh ternational- men of all the
Internationalities, cach of them tanght (that
is the horror of it) that after death he would
very possibly go for cver to unspeakable
torment?  And not aw century since we
(one knows now that we are unlv our fathers
re-enlarged upon the earth) —re, I say, ripped
und rammed and pithed to admiration.

Here Tim, from the control - platform,
shouts that we are to get into our inflators
and to bring him his at once.

We hurry into the heavy rubber suits —
the engineers are already lulf-dressed —and
& o

and chafe abominably under the rm-pits.
(Gieorge takes the wheel until Tim has blown
himself up to the extreme of rotundity, 1f
you kicked him off the c.p. to the deck, he
would bounce back. But it is 162 that will
o zhe kicking to-night.
k t's mad — stark ravin®
" Tim snorts, returning to command.
e there's a bud blow-ont ahead, nnd
wants me to pull over to Greenlan "Il
see her pithed first! We've waste
and a quarter over that dead bird down
under, and now I'm expected to go rubbin'
my back all the Pole round ! What does she
think a postal packet’s made of. Gununed
silk? Tell her we're comin® on straight.”
buckles him into the Frame and
switches on the Direct Control.  Now, under
Tim's left toe, lies the port-cngine accelera-
tor ; under his left heel the reverse, and so
with the other foot. The lift-shunt stops
stand out on the rim of the steering-wheel,
where the fingers of his left hand can l)lay
on them. At his right Imml is the "midships
cngine-lever, ready to be t o gour at
a moment's notice.  He lcam f avd in his
belt, eyes glued to the how-colloid, and one
ear cocked toward the General Communicator.
Henceforth he is the strength and direction
of 162, throngh whatever may hefall.

The Banks Mark Boat is reeling ont pages
of Aerial Rnute Directions to the traffic at
large. We are to *secure all loose objects,”
hood up our Flcurv Rays ; and on 10 account
to attempt to clear snow from onr conning-
towers till the weather abates. Under-
powered craft can ascend to the limit of
mm- lift, nu;ll pmkeu to look out for them
accordingl traffic lanes are pitting very
badly vmh lmqnent blow-onts, vortices, and
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laterals. In other words, we are in for a
storm with electric trimmings.

Still the clear dark holds up unblemished.
The only warning is the electric skin-tension
I were a lace-maker's
pillow), and an intense irritability which the
gibbering of the General Communicator
increases almost to hysteria.

We have risen eight thousand feet since
we pithed the tramp, and our turbines
e giving . an bonest two hundred an
hou

E
1

far to the west an elongated blur of
light low down shows us the Banks Mark
Boat. There are specks of fire round her
vising and falling —bewildered planets about
an unstable sun—helpless shipping hunglnrl
on to her light for company'’s suke.
wonder she could not quit station.

She warns us to look out for the backwash
of the bad vortex in which (her beam shows
it) she is even now reeling.

The pits of gloom about us begin to fill
with very faintly luminous films—wreathing
and uneasy shapes. One forms f into

be of pale flume that waits shivering with
engerness as we sweep by. It leaps mon-
umm\ly across the blackness, alights on the
precise tip of our nose, grimaces there an
instant, and swings off. Our roaring bow
sinks as though that light were leud—sinks
and recovers to lnrch and stamble again
beneath the next blow-out. Tim's fingers
on the Ilﬂ-«lmnl. strike chords of numbers :
1.4

he i mnm
dropping her by instinct.  All three engines
are at work ; the sooner we have skated over
this thin iu‘. the better. Higher we dare not

. The whole upper vault is charged with

le Krypton vapours, which our skin-
riction My excite to unholy manifestations.
Between the upper and the lower levels—
5,000 and 7,000 hints the Mark Boat—we
my perhaps bolt throngh if .

Our bow clothes llAelf in bluc flame and fulls
like  sword.  No human skill can keep pace
with the changing tensions. A vortex bas us
by the heak, and we dive down a two-thousand
foot slunt at an angle (thedip-dial and my
bouneing body record it) of thirty-five. Our
turbines scream shrill e propellers can-
not bite on the wild air: Tim shunts the lift
out of five tanks at once, and by sheer weight
drives her bulletwise through the maelstrom
till she cushions mth a jnr of the brake
three thousand feet

“Now we've done m, Says George in
ear. *“Qur skin-friction that last slude lm-\
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played Old Hnrr’]v_ wwh the tensions ! Took
out for laterals, Ti

e got her,
you crazy old ki

She comes up nol)l{ but the luterals buffet
her left and right like the Emlunu of angry
angels. She is jolted off her chosen star
twenty degrees port or starboard, and cuffed
.m.o place uguin, only to be swung away and

ropped into a new blow-out. We are never
m out u corposant grinning on our bows or
rolling head over heels from nose to 'mid-
ships ; and to the crackle of electricity round
ind within us is added once or twice the rattle
of bail—hail that will never fall on any sea.
Blow we must, or we shall break our back,
pitch-poling

“Air's - perlcchly elastic fluid 1™ roars
George above the tumult. “Elustio as u
head sea off the Fastnet !

He is less than just to the good element.
1f one intrudes on the heavens when they are
balancing their volt-accounts; if one disturbs
the High Gods’ market-rates by hurling steel
bulls at nincty knots across tremblingly

justed tensions, one must not complain of
any rudeness in the reception. Tim met it
with an unmoved countenance, a corner of
his under-lip caught up on a tooth, bis eyes
fleeting into the blackness twenty miles uhead,
and the fierce sparks fl m frnm ]us knuckles
at evers Ehy of the and again
Tie she {( is head to cluu- the mw trlcklmg
through Lis eyebrows, and it was then that
George, wnu:hm? his chance, would e
down the life-rai nnd awab_his face quickly
with a big andkerchief. 1 never
imagined that o h\lmnn being could so con-
tinuously labour and so collectedly think, us
did Tim’ through that Hell's half-hour when
the flarry was at its worst. We were dragged

i the answer. * Come 1,

hither and yon by warm or frozen suctions,
belchcd upon the tops of wullie-was, s apin
down by vortices, and clubbed aside by
Iaterals under  dizzying rush of stars, in the
company of a drunken moon.
8

I heard the

ing click of the 'midships engine-lever
ing in and out, the low growl of the lift-
shunts, and, louder than the yelling winds
without, the scream of
gouging into any lull that promised hold even
for an instant. At last we began to claw up
on @ cant, bow-rudder and porb-rrupellnr
logebher only the nicest balancing of our lift
saved us from spinning like the rifie-bullet
of the old da;

“We've got "to hiteh to windward of the
Mark Boat somehow," George cried.

“There's no windward,” I protested fecbly

where I swung shuckled to a stanchion.
“How can there be ¢
He luughed —as we pitched into u thousand-
foot, blow-out—that red man laughed under
his inflated hood.
“Look ! " he sid.
m’l}gl(ﬂ, anyhow.”
Boat was below, and & little to
i dot=wesh of us, fluctuating in the centre
of her distranght galaxy. The air was thick
with moving lights at every level. T take it
most of them were l‘ymg iead to wind, but,
not being hydrus, they fuiled. An under-
tanked Moghrabi boat had risen to the limit
of her lift, und finding no improvement, hnd
dmyped w conple of thousand. There she
a s qerb wullie-wa and was blown up
lpmnm

“We must clear those

ike a dead leaf. Instead of shut-
ting off, she braked hard, and naturall
rebounded as from a wall almost into the Marl
Boat, whose lnguige (our G.C. took it all
in) was humanly simple.

“I1 they'd only ride
be better,” said George in o calm, as we
chmlml like a bat above them all. “But

o skippers il navigate without, power,
\\r I)IL does that Tad-bout think she is doing,
Tim 7" 2

“Plagin' kiss in the ring,” was Tim's n-
moved reply. A Trans-Asiatic Direct Liner
had lmunfn smooth, and butted into it full

wer.  But there wus a vortex at the tail of
that smooth, and the T.A.D. was flipped out
like o paper boomerang, bruking madly as
she fled down, and all but over-ending.

“Now I hope she's satisfied,” said Tim.
“If she'd met a lateral, she'd have poked up
under us or thereabouts. I'm glad I'm not
a Mark Boat . ... Do I wanthelp?” The
whispering G.C. dial had caught his ear.
“George, ou may tell that geutlcmnn, with
my love—love, remember, George—that I do
ot want help. Who i the officiois sardine-
tin ?”

“ Rimouski drogher on the look out for
atow.”

it out, quietly, it ‘ud

“Very kind of the Rimouski drogher—
but duu postal packet isn't being towed at

present

“Those drogh
chance of salvage,
call em kittiwak

A long-beuked, bright stecl ninety-footer
floated at_ease, for one instant within hail of
us, her slings coiled ready for rescues, and
a single hand in her open tower. He was
smoking. Surrendered to the insurrection of
the airs through which we tore our way, he
luy iu ubsolute peace. T suw the smoke of his

will go anwhere on u
corge explained. * We




4 She passed slowly beneath ws, heading northwank”
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ascend untroubled ere his boat dropped
under like a stone in a well.

‘We had just cleared the Mark Boat and
her disorderly chickens, when the storm
ended as suddenly ws it bhad begun. A
shooting star to northward filled the sky
with the green blink of & meteorite dissi-
‘pating itaelf in our atmosphere.

corge : “This ey iron out all the
tensions.” Even as he spoke, the conflicting
winds came to rest; the levels filled ; the
laterals died out in long, easy sighs ; the air-
ways were smooths fore us. I less than
three minutes the covey round the Mark
Boat had ship) their power - lights and
whirred away upon their businesses.

“What's “happened 7" 1 gasped. The
nerve-storm Wi Tnn and the volt-tingle mhv
out had passed ; my inflators weighed like
lead.

“God He knows,” said Captain George
soberly. “That old shooting-star's friction
has discharged the different levels. I've seen
it happen before. Phew ! What o relief 1"

We droj from twelve to six thousand,
and got rid of our clammy suits. Tim shut
off and stepped out of the Frame. The

ark Boat was coming up behind us. ~He
openal the colloid in that heavenly stillness
and mopped his face.

“ Hello, Williams 1™ he cried. *A degree
or b0 out o station, ain't you ? "
“Magbe,” was the slow answer. “I've had

some cowpany this evening.”

“So T noticed.  Wasn't that quite o liule
urry 27

“1 warned you.

Why didn't you pull out
round by Disko ?
bave.”

The’ East-bound packets

“Me? Not till I'm running a Pol-r

Consumptives Sanatorium
squinting out of a colloid_before. you Prizs
out of your cradle, my son.”

“Td be the last man to deny it," the

m's back supples visibly under this
oiling. Captain George on the c.p. winks
and points to the portrait of a smgularly
attractivemaiden pinned up on Tim'stelescope-
bracket above lﬂc steering-wheel. ~ She is
Tim’s daughter.

Tsce. Wholly und entirely do I sec.

There is some talk overhead of “ coming
round to tea on Friday,” a brief report of
the derelict's fate, and Tim volunteers, uws

le descends : “ For an A.B.C. man, young
Willins s e of  highvtension foo than

e pou. thinking of taking her,
(xaorget ’lhen "Il just bave a look round
that port thrust—seems to me it's a triflc
warm—and we'll fan along.”

The Mark Boat hums off joyously and
hangs berself up in her nppomwd place in
the skies. Here she will siay, a shutterless
observatory ;  lifeboat station s 8 salvage
tug ; & court of ultimate appeal-cum-meteoro-
logical bureau for a thousand miles round
in all directions till Wednesday next, when
her relief slides across the stars to tuke
her buffeted place. Her black hull, double
conning- mwer, and ever-ready slings represent

ns to this planet of effective

suthority.  She i responsible only to the
Aerial rd of Control —the A.B.C. of
which Tim speaks so flippantly. But that
semi-elected, semi-nominated body of a few
score persons of both sexes governs this
planet. “T rtation is civilisation,” our
motto runs. Theoretically we do what we
please 50 long as we do not interfere with
the traffic and all it implies. Practically, the
A.B.C. confirms or annuls most international
arrangements, and, to judge by its last report,
finds our tolrant, humorous, lazy Fiee
planet only too reads to lay the whole burden

of stration on its shoulder.
iscuss this with Tim sipping mafé on

the c.p, while George fans her along over

the white blur of the Newfoundland Bauks in

beautiful nyrmd curves of fifty miles each.
translates them on the tape in
flowing freehand.

Tim gathers up a skein of it and surveys
the last few feet which record 162's path
through the volt-flurry.

“I haven't had a fever-chart like this to
show up in five years,” he says ruefully.

A postal-packet’s dip-dial records every
yard of every run. The tapes then go to
the A.B.C., which collates them and makes
composite photographs of them for the
instruction of pers. Tim studies his
irrevocable past shaking his

“Hullo! Here's a fifteen-hundred-foot
drop at ei Ehtj-ﬁ\e degrees! We must Imw
been standing on our head then, Gemg

“You don't say s0,” Geo “l
fancied I noticed a bit of a

George may not have c..pmm Purnall's
catlike swiftness, but he is an artist to the
tips of the broad fingers that play on the
shunt - stops.  The delicious flight - curves
come away on the tape with never a waver.
The Mark Bout's vertical spindle of light
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liew down to eastward setting in the face
of the following stars.  Westward, where no
Pluucl should rise, the mplu white verticals of

'rinity Buy (we | to the Southern
route) makes a low ||‘||n'v haze.  We mm
the only things at rest wnder all the he
floating ut case uill carth’s revolution nlmll
turn up our lunding-towers.

And minute hv minute our silent clock
shows us a sixteen-second mile.

Some fine night,” says Tim, *we'll he
even with that clock's maste

“He's coming now,” says Georee.
(Inwnu: the night ulready.

The stars ahead dim no more than if
film of mist had been drawn under unob-
served, but the deep air-hoom on our skin
changes to o joyful shout.

The duwi-gust,” says Tim
to meet the sun.  Look! 1

Il o on
The
over

ook
the night being crummed buck o
bow! Come to the nller»collultl
you somthing prett
oom i8 hot und stuffy : the
clerks in the couch are aslecp, and the Slve
of the Ray is ncar to follow them. Tim
slides open the ufter-colloid and reveuls the
curve of the world — the ocean's deepest
purple—cdged with fuming and intolerable
wold: Then the sun rises and, throngh the
colloid, strikes out our lamps. Tim scowls
in his face,

“Squirrels in a cage,” he mutters, “ That's
all weare, Squirrels ina cige ! He's ranning
twice us fust w8 us, Just you wait &
few years, my shining friend, und we'll take
steps l]mh will amaze you.  We'll Joshua
you
© Yes: that is our dream—to turn all carth
w the Vale of Ajulon at onr pleasn
we can drag uuL the dawn to twice its normal
lengeh in these latitudes,  But some day
even on the hl]uuuu we shall hold the sun
level in his full sride !

Now we look down on u sea thronged with
lieavy traffic. A big submersible breaks water
suddenly.  Another und another follows with
w swash and u suck and n savage bubbling of
relieved prowiros The decpsea freightens
are rmlv' to lung up after the long night,
and the leisnrely ou,uu is all patterned with

our
Tl show

No far

1 Lung up, Yoo, says Tim, und when
Wo return to the ¢, George shits off, the
colloids are opened, und the fresh air sweeps
ber ont.  There it no hurry. The old
contraets (they will be revised at the end of
this year) allow twelve hours for w run which
any pucket can put behind her in ten. We

Jor o
Sh
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breakfust in the arms of un custerly slant
which pushes s along at  lunguid twenty.
To enjoy life, and ...um 0, bugin both on
w sunny morning half or so_above the
1 Atlantie elond-| lnl!« and after a volt-
which e cleared arid tempered your
nerves, While we discussid the thickening
traflic with the superiority that comes of
having u high level to oumselyes, we heard
for the first time) morning service on

She was cloked by a skein of ravelled fuff
obiaith il e eait e clant. before
sl into the sunligh Vid
of iod” s the wnse mm. Slless ye
the Lorid ! Praise Him, and maynify Him for

We slid off onr caps and joined in. When
our shudow fell across her gereat open plat-
forms, they looked up and stretehed out their
hands neighbourly while they sang.  We
could see the doctors und the s and the
white-button-like fuces of the cot-patients.
She passed slowly Deneath s, heading northe
ward, her hall, wet with the dews of night,
all ablaze i sunshine.  So took she the
shadow of a clond and vanished ; her song
continuing -

“Oye Imh/ and humble men of heart, blexs
ye the Lo Lraise Him, ol maynify Him

 lungger, or she wonldn't have been
singing the Denwicie; and she' o Grect
Tander, or she wonldn'e have snow-blinds
over her colloids,”  sai

be bound for Frederikehiayn or one
of the Glucier sanutoriams for a month, 1f
she was i uceident, ward, she'd be bung up
av the ten-thousand-foot lovel.  Yes—con-

sumptive
* Fanny how the new things arc the okl
things. ['ve read in books,” Tim answered,

“that, sviges used to hanl their sick and
wounded to the tops of the hills because
microbes were fewer there,  We hoist ‘em
wed air for a while. Same thing,

Did you eve

“ reud about the epideniios
we used to

1 the old (lm

the ground suul (ieorge, k it his
i st_have been Inld Aml we
Air, too ! Fresh uir -in

o city - with horses and cows and pign an’
ruts and people in direct contact ! I wonder
we didutall dic twice n week, We_must
have been an enamel-fuced community.

D died it eventy or -
abonts. (I've read), and o conter 0
curio i those du v aatls do: the




*On the upper staging a little hooded figure stretched arms wide towards her father.”
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doctors say we've added to the avemge life of
fo

4 man ?

“ Thirty years," says (icorge, with a
twinkle in his eye. “Are you going to
spend ‘em all up iere, Tim ? * Our leters'll
trifle dischs
Flap along, then. Flap along. Who's
hindering 2" The senior captain laughed,
a8 we went i

We held a good lift to_clear the coust and
Continental shipping, and we had need of it.
Though our route is in no sense a populated
one, there is a steady trickle of traffic this
way about. We met Hudson Bay furricrs
out of the Great Preserve hurrying to make
their departures from Bonavista with sable
and black fox for the insatiuble markets ; we
over-crossed  Keewahdin liners small und
cramped ; but their captains, who see no land
between Trepassy and Blanco, know what
gold they bring back from West Africa.
Trans-Asiatic Directa we met soberly ringing
the world round the Fifticth l\h-ndmu nt
an honest seventy knots ; and whi
Ackroyd and Hunt fruiters out of I.IIL %uﬂl
fled beneath us, their ventilated hulls whist-
ling like Chinese kites. Their market is in
the North, among the northern sanatoria,
phere you can smll thei grue-frit and
bananas across snows.  Brazilian
beef-boats we uq.hmd of enormdus capacity
and Teutouic outline. They too feed Lhe
Northern lxenlth-ehhouu in ice-bound
where submy les dare not rise. e]uv\
bellied ~ ore- II-u Aml Ungava  petrol-tanks
punted down leisurely out of the North like
nmnguofnnfnghlencdmlxl-du(,k Tt does not
“fy " minerals and oil a mile further
Lhan i8 mecessar, t the risks of tran-
shipping to sabsorsibles in'the ioe-peok off
Nain or Hebron are so great that these
heavy freighters fiy down to Halifax direct,
and scent the air as they go. They are the
Diggest meg aloft, except the Athabasca
gmm -tubs. uL chcs now that the wheat

over the planet’s left

shoulder, tlmher lm.mg in Siberia.

We hel the St. Lawrence (it is
astonishing how the old waterways still pull
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us children of the air !) und followe his broad
line of black between its drifting ice-blocks,
all down the Park that the wisdom of our
hthen as saved to the world.

a vone knows the Quebec run.

We drrqvp«l to the Hclghh Recriving-
Towers twenty minutes ahead of time, and
there hung at ease till the Yokohama Inter-
mediate Packet u-nld pull ont and give us
our proper slip. was curious to watch
the action of the lwldlng -down-clips all
along the frosty river front a8 bouts cleared
or came to rest. A big Hamburger was
Jouving Poot Lori, and her e, unshipping
thc phMorm nnlm;:ﬂ, began to sing * Elsi-

ldest of our chanteyi on
Yo it, of course ?
Mother Rugen's ten-h

e on the Taltic—

s couple waltzing on the Hoor!
And you can mind m;
For T must

"And danée with Flla Sweyn at Elsioore!
Then, while they sweated home the cover-
ing-pla

—Nor—Nor—Nor —
West from Sourale

The clips parted with a gﬂ\!ure of indig-
nant diswissal, as though Quebee, glittering
under her snows, were casting out thesc
light nnd unworthy lovers. Our signal came
from eights. Tim turned and floated
ap, but numly it was with passionate appeal
that the great arms flung open from our
tower—or did I think so because on the
upper staging a little hooded figure also
umu:hui arms wide mwm]u her futhe 7

In ten u-condz Lhu conch mhh its. clerkn
clushed down to the Receiving-caissons ; the
hostlers displaced the engineers at the cold
turbines, and Tim, prouder of this than all,
introduced me to the maiden of the photo-
graph o shelf. “And by the way,"
wid b, sapping fonh in the sunshine under
the hat of civil life, “ Isaw young Williams
in the Mark Btmb I've asked him to tea on
Friday.”




