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Lo, They Return to Chuckle Over Their Own Obituaries!

So endlessly the gray-lipped sew
Kept me within his eye
And lean e licked his hollow flanks |
And follawed up the sky.

FRANCIS [TACKETT. |

NE unfortunate detail of |
Marc Anthony's sterling|
funeral oration was that

Cwmsar couldn’t come back to !
hear it. Cemsar should have been a
transatlantic a ator. In that event
he might have had a verbatim copy of |
Mr. Antony’s forensic speech, and|
some night he could have drawn the
reading lamp near and had the in. |
dubitable pleasure of perusing hun- |
dreds of his obituavies appearing in
the public prints.

Hurry Hawker, the, Austrdlian |
aviator, and Mackenzie Grieve, his
Erglish navigator, being very much
less dead then Cmsar, are con-
fronted with none of the Roman
Emperor's posthumous difficulties.
They may virtually pick their
favorite obituary and eulogy from
emong thousands. Nor are they
limited to mere prose. Should they
prefer verse there are millions of
metrical feet of it, hazarding the

opinion that the following from |
“The Boston Transcript” would,!
everything considered, be their
favorite:

“Blind fate still works her own strange ‘
will,
Aud though we strive to balk her {
She hus her say. Behald the way |
She played with Grieve and Hawker i

But that was written when the |
Messrs. Hawker and Grieve were
officially, i only nautically, with us
again, These lines which were in- |
dited whea the British aviator wag
informally non est have more of the '
beroie vein, though at present they
have the misfortune to be less
timely. |

“fhe Messrs. Huwker and Grieve |
could find little to object to in the |
editeriul from *The Atlanta Jour- |
pal,” written when they were sup- |
posedly lost. |'

“Nothing but the stars to guide |
him us he drove his way castward |
across the dark waters,” says that
commentation. “Nothing but nerve;
nothing but wings; nothing but an [
cngine and a tank full of gas. Yet |
on and on he went; a hundred'
miles, a thousand miles, perhaps, till :
the sun came up and he looked for |
his goal. Probably he thought of
his “wife and children as hig eyes
strained to cateh a far glimpse of
Ireland's shore. And then the
needle showed liim that his fuel was
Zong, that hie could not make it, that
he must eorme down to the surface of
*the sea and surrender at last to its
iey embrace. When glory comes to |
the one whose feet first touch the

ands, all remember the well
ndmed Australiap, the dauntless
Hawk, who drove on his nerve with
ngthing to guide him but the star
spengled  vault above the dark
waters.” |
“Not bad, Grieve,” we may imag- |
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Adventurers—Past and Present
—Portland Oregonian

“Hawker and Grieve, Pass By! 1 Can't Stop You!l"
—Philadelphia Evening Public Ledger.

The Cartoonists Outdid
Themselves

ne Hawker saying, as he passes the |

lpping to his much under-adver- |1ess daring has evoked in every age.”
Lised navigator. : X

“But  rvead this “one, Harry,” @UCH panegyrics would be almost
newers Grieve, submitting an edi- without end and illuminated

orial from “The Providence Joup-

vastly by news dispatehes that came
out of London. Such was the re-
port of the captain of the Vennoniy,
,who arrived in England from Lon-
don and reported “that o cyelone in
[ wwhich no airplane could have lived

.EL].

“We may never learn in what
hape death came to the two avia-
ors who set furth on their fatal ex-
edition, but we know they went
turdily, even blithely, tu it, and we
annot withhold from them. in the
aidst ef our regrets at their fuilure
nd less, the admivation which fear-

the storm causing tremendous geas. "
To which Hawker answers in ef-
Ifect in The New York Tribune:

'was encountered early on Monday, |

&
“There is no guch thing as being |
| brought down By a storm. 1 will fly
in any machine—any time."
No matter.

“It seems that they were going to |
do the right thing by us, Grieve,” cal tribute to the heroic courage of
declares Hawker, passing over an ‘their ill-fated fight. Though they
editorial from “The Philadelphia ' "#ied to reael their goal no goud

Press.”! “Read this." sportsman will deuy ihat tiis post-
85, i F

. ! Lnmnous tribute to their daring i viehly

And Grieve reads: onitad : ATE :

“The distribution of ‘The London «heip failure. will not deter other

Dzily Mail's’ fifty thousand-dollar Prize | wen to make the attemnpt, Wather will
for a transatlantie flight to the heirs|

] | their intrepidity Le o souree uf inspira
of Hawker and Grieve is a fine, practi- | tion to othaye”

The Pacemaker

Troublesome Days for Old Kings and Autocrats

—Milwankee Sentinel,

The Long Arm

—

arms were outstretched to grasp the
| prize of an unexampled triumph»
| o declares “The New York World”

- “Gives me a spooky feeling,
[Hurry,” says Grieve, passing back
i the clippings.

It is fortunate that Mr. Hawker
lived to “report” his own misfor.
| turre, for “The Milwaukee Journal”
| bad previously decided that “the
| story of the tragedy may never be
|known. The sea does not give up
lits seerets,” while “The Halifax
| Chroniele,” after observing that tha

lighta of the little Sopwith mauchine

| were sighted by the cable steamer
| Fayaday in mid-Atlantic, concludes
| that “this is the only word of
[Hawker and Grieve since they
| hopped off into the Great Unknown,
{1t will probably be the last.”

But the Hawkers were ever care-
less of fate, as “The New York
Herald” pointed out, as follows:

“When Harry Hawker, with Lieuten-
ant Commander Grieye, tuking off ag
| 8t. John's on his Atlantic flight, dropped
the under carriage of his airplane he
was but living up to a tradition of his
curiously dnteresting ramily, For the
Hawkers have always been strictly un-
conventional of
|auenees,
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und  careless COnEes

“For exaniple, Robert Stephen Hawnhe
er, the parson of Morwenstan in Devon
—author of ‘The Song of the Western
Men," sometimes culled ‘Trelawney' —
who ruled over a congregation of pious
pemugglers and wreckers, used to walk
with nothing on in the early morning.
from his vicarage to the rocks for his
daily plunge in the sea.

—HKnickeyborker Press

+ CHRISTOPHER
COLUMBUS L17E
WHAT To you
KNOw ABOUT

—.New Yorks World.

The New York Tribune and “The
Savannah Morning News” agreed in
cffect that it was too bad the men
were dead, but “they succeeded jn |
nuking men stand with heads a
little higher hecause of the Very
offort itself,” seys “The News,”
while The Tribune declarcs: “The
hevoie deed, the common Property

“When some of the inhabitanis of
| the neighborhood protested against this
Gardenn of Fden costume of the viear
he replied: “My Maker brought me into
the world as I go out to swim, Leg
[ thom eomplain to Him! The Hawkers
believe in going light.'

“Robert Stephen Hawlker will not he
forgotien as long as men vead poetry
written in knglish., Harsy Hawker muay
be forgotien, before kb 8]
are 20,000 Comislinien and otlier men
by the hundreds of thousands, all ad.
wirera of bravery, who will want 1g
know the reason why."

{KTSES e is the

AMID these numerous paradoxes
~ 7 of gilded pre-obituavies cones
the wvoice of “The Hartford Cou
rant,” pointing out an ehject lesson,
It says:

| “There is nothing like being wise It
enables one to tell the unwise ALY
things that they might miss the

knowledge were not imparted. For es-
ample, after it was decided thut Hawker

and Grieve were lost, those whe knew
expluined that it was plain thae ¥
had driffed over & great iee floe snd
| the eold had acted on theis and
they had 1o come down, Others wally

wise, discovered that a tevrib's
swept i
P that was why these venturous travellers

had the machine

were lost. And now it turns aut
Uver the Top they are not lost at all and thi:s shat
—Duilag HMorning Newe. ailed thenm was something tple and
inexcusable, The tep gould wos cir-
- £ == - — eulute beehuse t tubes had fir
mattere in them, evidemily 1o heve
of all mankind, is the preat Hawker and Grieve's gpeetatlar | wian the Thaehine was E e e
achievement, the Hight of 2 human deaths only satisfied “The New York | due to the carelessness or

being, in the ace of wind and storm
and death and destruetion, to an un-
daunted end. In the tidings of it we
all, in our emall, several ways, fly
higher und do move bravely.”
“Fivst rave, both of ‘on,” exvvlaim
Hawiher und Grieve.
‘N “The Philadelphia Press® the
two dashing aviators may read
how zincevely their untimely end was
*deplored in this country,” and fur-
ther that “Americans are second to
no people on carth in their apprecia-

[ tion of brave men und adventurous

deeds.”

OraTne

Sun’ that the extensive
made for the flight of our naval sea-

of the builiders and negilgene:

i@

who tested her. However, tlie mey whe
planes was well worth while, and; | e Rl had their day, .
G (s S s Nor could the aeria] nasicators
{3 nore “#Whera ate |5

caon-
sidered. the mors Americans HY Con-

find fault with the verse talen from
gratulate themselves and the Nays De-

| the classies and dedicated tu ths

partment upent the drecsations taken

sgainst the 1os5 of the men in par SR vody th
pPlane [ilig The perils of the trpge-

utlantic air route are illustrated in the

crippline of the Oune and the Thrve, ar 8l ¢

well in Hawker's case. At the s Enows!"

tinie the experience of the Am

! : did everything that could
proves that it pays, when chances must | be expected, Grieve.” Jdeclares
be tiken, to eliminale wvery possible Hawker
1, o LY - - I T ¥ £
chance ihat need not pe tuken, S - i
: S * i “Everything, Harry,” answes

“They went down just as their Grieve.

| Danish Mary

| By PERCY MACKAYE
| 9 WAS Danish Mary picked them up
Out of the air and sea:
A shoddy, trudging lollypup
A-trapseing slatternly,

The cry rang north, the ery rang south:
| “The vanished—where are they?”

| But Danish Mary shut her mouth

And shuffled on her way.

“Ho, Hawker !"—"“Grieve!”—on flying scud
Called kingdoms and called kings:

But Danigh Mary chewed her cud
In drowsy maunderings.

Now “Lost!” cried West, and “Lost!” cried East,
! Till **Perished!” like a pall,
i Turned bonfire-light and homing feast
More dark than funeral.

| And toward the hollow sky rose prayer
And dirge of steeple-chime:

but what should Danish Mary care?

| ‘Bhe takes her own gweet time.

| And bawls to Lewis Butt: “It's me!
I've picked ’ern up—your men.”
“What!—Grieve and Hawker?’ Sure!” And she
Goe shambling on again.

But lightning engines flash and fight
i For news that reaps renown,
! The jackies swarm from bay and bight
And race 1o run her down,

And win, and bear her prize away—
While Mary turns to prowl
Once more where slips the dumb, salt ENTAYy
And slapssher on the jowl,
—From The New York Times,

| the northern extremity of Scotland, | fiiers found all arrangements made | Repos,
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ROM Paris to Quebec by air- | old member of the stafl and
plane in forty-nine hours!| nized expert on

& - ]
This iz the world record ; :
set by the Fronch fliers on the evening of Murch 28 by o tel-

| ephone messave of M. Doville, the
Wal, Bradlee and Boulard, who, hav- wehief engineer of tha Caudron air-

ing started from Le Crotoy, near | plane works. The next day Wal
Paris, on the night between March | did not show up. and on inguiry at
(28 and 29 last, landed safely on | Lhe blant it was lesrned that he had
- departed on an impertant aiv Urip,
details of whicli, however, were wilh-
held. Your days passed in Zrowing

o Tecog-
aergnuoutics, was

the outskirts of the ancient capital
of French Canada, after a flight
| lasting exactly two
| hour.

; : i ‘bec eahle arrive
This; ot lenst, i the statemerit the Quebec eahle arrived und clearad

made by the French monthly|"P the mystery.

“Sports et Tourisme” in its April is- | The dispateh tella in li:l(: most mat-
sue. A dispatch, cabled from Que- | tm.'cf._fa.".t boncatiaw, Wal scoeplell
bee by Pierre Wal, one of the daring the invitation of M. Bradlae, o
fliers and asseciate editor of the Wealthy amateur of aeronautics, to
| review, tells the story of the epoch-| accompany hirm on
making exploit which anticipated by | fi8ht in his plane €25, just puy-
|six weeks the feat of Commander, thased. They were to start the same
| Read and his American seaplane night, nlnng_ an itinerary as follows:
| NC-4. The dispatch is headlined: | From Le Crotoy, north to Paris,
. | to Wick, Caithness, Scotland: thernee
iy - " to  Thorshavn, Isle of Stromi,
The Atl;mhc Crossed Faroe Islands; thence to Relykjavik,
i In Airp]ane capital of Iceland; thence across
| Greenland to Godhavn, on the Isle

|of Lisko; thence ecvossing to the

|

i . " . Davis Strait, to Nain, on the Lab-
‘Oue of Our Editors Flies From |

|

| rador coast; thence to Quehec.
Le Croloy to Quehec, 6,876 The C-23 is deseribed as a biph[nu
Kilometres, Forty-nine  equipped with two engines of 250
Hours horsepower each, with a ‘careying
capacity of 2,600 kilos (aboul 5,720
A note of the editor, ftroducing pounds), The crew of four (Wal,
the story, explains that M. Wal, an | Bradlec, Boulard, the pilot, and

in

suddenly called away from the office |

days and one|anxiety, and all his friends wero |
| about giving him up as lost when |

i Cl'rl.‘-.-‘-lll:l‘i'.?l!
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This is the itineravy of

of the Frenen airplane (-23.

direction of the wind,
Comparison with the 1

the hoax eross-ocean flight
The arrows indicate the

‘'oute pursued by the NC-4

shows how the actual accomplishment of the air cross-
ing exceeded in daring and direetness the arduous,
roundabout route imagined by the French writer.

Guillain, the mechanie) plus the|
ciargo, consisting of fuel (for fifteen |
hours), oil, extra parts of machin- |

| ery, provisions and luggage, weighed |

less than 5,680 pounds,

The start was made from the fly-
ing field of Lo Crotoy at 1 a. m. an
Mareh 20, and six and a half hours |
tuter the 'plane alighted at Wick, on

after a continuous flight of 6§32
miles. Following a hurried break
fast, the C-23 “hopped off” for
Thorshavn, Everything went ac-
cording to schedule, without the
slightest mishap. Wal, Bradlee and
Boulard relieved ane another at the
wheel every two liours.

At each subsequent station the
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The route 1aken by the NC-t

for their reception, Guillain aitend- = sy
[Ing to minor repazirs, while the St VUL s
|three others vested. At Godhavn. HoshaxuNatn . L T
the principal town of Greenlund, the ®P-Wusbee . =
| whole c¢rew had a regular night's Total e = qm9
| 3 h : utal (O E
[rest, and in the morning the flight : i e ;
b e RS That i, 4,204 miles in 49 hours
[was reswmed. Quebee was reacheod

and 25 minutes, ai average U

after ancther full day's altogether
| unexciting flight.

(This is =
less than the average sveed achieved
by Commander Read on his tight
from Trepassey to Horia).
Needlesssto iy, the whole
of the Lo Crotoy-Quebec fi
nothing but a cleverly
April hoax, all the more unique be-
cause devoid of any fantastic details,
such as Edgar Allan Poe would have

86 miles an hour.

| Wal’s cable does not deseribe the
| flight itself. * Nor is an analyvsis of
the crew's sensations attempted.
Merely a chronelogy of the trip and
short, businesslike descriptions of
(the landings ave given.

Here is the log of the journey ag
conmpiled on the basig of the dis. |

executod

patch: | delighted to incorpovate. Rather,
I Divance Aprse | the author errs on the other sicle—:
Hlage i} : ours Kl hyv over-emphasizi zance Ok
Ly Crotoy-Wick 1,021 6.830 158 I. vard {;‘,]p asml{;g S 8 f-fact:
Wick-Thorslinvn 1000 H40 a9 12FRTG DY & pseudo matter-of-fact:
I Oy Al v e LR by ness which treats the transoeennic
Javtk e G00 5.25  top b as nothing miore sensationais
Reykjovik-Godhuva 1,646 11,50 117 than a railrond trip between Ulere:

— ~—  land and Chicago. il J




