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MY AEROPLANE ADVENTURE
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---Fighting Fear in Cloudland.
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above the clouds on a sunshiny day
and th(?.v give no warning of their ap-
proach,it means . every faculty on edge
to prepare for all kinds of contingencies
and the strain begins to tell.’ It has
not yet, perhaps, grown to the propor-
t_ions of absolute fear, but one can feel
it coming and one knows, too, that
the most trifling loss of self control or
mental bhalance will mean the immedi-
ate toppling over cf the entire nervous
structure. So cone grits one's teeth and
sits tighter and looks to the whirling
m‘ppellor or aneiod bharometer or any-
thing to take one's mind off the lone-
liness and the vastness and his own
impm_ience in coming up so high into
a region {n which he has no rights.
'thn Fear Laughs at You.

Up near the top of the climb is
where the fear begins to get you. You
may have managed to master vourself
}lmil then. but the tension has been
Increasing cumulatively and when the
lz_ls_t few mad minutes of plunging and
rising. plunging .and rising. befein,
fear seems to laugh at vou for trying
to keep it away from you.

Now the nerves are gone. They jump
and strain, and you faney yvou hear and
see things. and then vour fears con-
centrate on a noise behind vou and sud-
denly you realize that vou are gone—

next plunge it will be wrenched oft
comnletely and leave you helpless in
the one awiul drop down to the earth !
that is lurking under the clouds thous-
ands of feet below you.

You lock aronnd in sudden panie,

knowing that it will do no good. vet
instinstively searching to see if there
instinetively searching to see if t(here
yourself, You can't look long, so vou|
take a anick glance over your shoulder
—and find rhe tail in drst-class shape,
:‘hoM?m: the machine to her work and
ilm)inng stiong enought to balance a
vinachine with two 1men your size.
. Completely  reassuved, your turn
fagain to vour climbing. Your nerves
are terribly shaken by this few mo-!
jments ol panie, but you make ugp ,\'(mr{
{mind that it shall not cecur again. and |
vou grit yvour teeth and shove her nose
upward once more,

And then, suddenly, it begins all over
again. You hear that horrible rattle
in the tail—this time there can be no
mistake. ihe tail come loose and vou
are about to plunge down to destruc-
tion. Again yon look around in panic
—and again you find all safe and
sound.

The effect of such constantly recur-
ring panics can easily be imagined.
Onlv a few minutes of such srrain are
needed to shatter the strengest nerves
and once the nerves are gone, a man
imagines all sorts of silly but terribly
real things, and the agony hecomes in-
tense. ;

In reality, though it would not seem

from the telling, this and other
sorts of fear tirat come to one wiile he
is aioft are usuvally so quick that they
pass in a flash and the danger is over
almost before the aviator can realize
it. Tt keeps him busy: every uerve
and every faculty is worked to its ut-
| most to overcome the danger and there
‘|1.- oniy a lichting-like passing sensa-
||izm ol awinl Lorvor. He dces not real-
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| had started up, without any pur-
pose other thapr of giving an exhibition
flght. As evervthing was working beau-
tifully and my motor was singing that
regular humming song that gives the
aviator such a sense of security and
power, 1 rose gradually in big circles
and was, I should sayv, 2.600 or 3.000
feet high when I suddenly heard above
the sound of the engine an unusual
and most disagreeable flapping sound
at my left.

Glancing along the front of the plane
on that side. I was horrified to see
that something was loose and was be-
ing torn this way and that by the
pressure of the air, through which 1
was going at a rate of about sixty
miles an hour. This flapping something
vibrated far too fast for me to see
clearly what It was, but as I tried to
cast ahout in my mind what the possi-
hilities there was suddenly overwhelm-
ed with the stupefying realization that
the only thing it could he was a piece
of the fabric with which the frame-
work of the rib was covered and which
zives the supporting surface of an ae-
roplane. To the layman the full im-
port of such a realization cannot be
understood in its full force. Briefly,
it meant that the cloth which alone
held me in the air had begun to rip
on that side, and I knew that at the
tremendous speed at which I was go-
ing it would take only one good grip
of the wind under a small opening to
tear the entire fabric from front to
rear, whip it off the frame and leave
me absolutely unsupported on that
side, to go crashing below, helpless to
avert the disaster and certain of meet-
ing the inevitable end that since has
overtaken other aviators from much
the same cause. . i

All this fiashed across my mind in
an instant, but there came with it the
certain instinet not to let panic. get
he better, of me and to keep perfectly
calm to the bitter end so as to take
advantage of any chances that might
offer themselves.

I was too high for a quick descent
and my machine’s tail was toward the
aviation fleld at the time I made the

discovery. There were no good landing
places ahead so far as I could see In

susts of wind catch him. the hurried glance 1 took of the earth

beneath me, so | made up my mind to

to vibrate without tearing until 1 got
down another one hundred feet or so
to comparative safety, or whether it

was merely waiting until the ladt mo-|
ment to give a final shrieking rip as|

though in a fiendish desire to tantalize

I navelreacheq the ground and has time to{me with false hope as long as possi-

ble.

I know that cold sweat stoocd out all
over my body, and it was only by
instinet that I worked the controls of
my machine, for my entire mind was
focussed on that little flapping shred
and all my thoughts revolved about
that one question of whether it would
hold long enough to let me get a little
closer and have a chance for safety
in the fall if the rip did come.

As T looked back on it, T believe I
never even noticed the jolting of the
wheels when at last I touched the
ground. Dumbly and by instinct again
1 had shut off the power on landing,
bringing the machine to a full stop.
[ sat in my seat as my mechanics
came running up, and with my eyes
still glued fascinated to the spot where
I had seen the flapping cloth, I waited
for them. The shred had dropped for-
ward and underneath the plane, now
that the pressure of the wind had
ceased, and when one of my men came
near I shouted to him to go over there
and see what was hanging to the
plane. He walked over and looked up
and said:

“I do not see anything.”

“Isn’t there a shred of the cloth
hanging there?” I asked.

He ducked under the plane and soon
comé up holding in his hand a little
piece of string four or five inches long.

“It wasn’t a plece of cloth,” he said,
“it was just a bit of string that got
caught in a bolt here.”

Blessing of Something to Do.

Do not get the idea from what I have
said that an aviator is more or less
constantly’ engaged in fighting fear
when he is in flight. As a rule, a man
in an aeroplane is far too busy to
think much of fear, especially when
he is taking part in some meet; his
mind is too fully occupied to allow
room for any sensation except the ex-
hilaration that comeg with any form
of sharp competition.

In almost all public exhibitions,
there is a regular program to be follow-
ed out. This requires certain events
each day and these events are govern-
ed by certain rules. There are pylons,
or turning posts, to be rounded, grand-
stands and enclosures to be avoided,
outlines of ships to drop bombs upon,
circles and squares to land in for ac-
curacy and all such details that keep
a man’s mind fully occupied. The earth
is near and flashes by at the rate of
a mile a minute and, more than likely,
there are other machines in the air at
the same time and the rules of the
“road” must be followed or there will
be disqualification, if not total smash
up. So the aviator is too fully occupied
in guiding his machine according to

the rules to think much ahout the dan-
ger he is in; yet. oddly enough, it is
this very competetive forin of flring
that he is in some peril. In working
by himself he is least in danger, yet he
is likely to be more in fear, for he

has more time to think of his peril
and not so much to occupy his mind
and so quiet his nerves. Thus it is that
in altitude flying, as I have said, there
is altogether too much time for silly
fears to rise up and torment the lone
figure fighting up—up—up thousands
of feet ahove his fellow creatures—
after a bubble that we call a record.
Panic Frem Nothing To Do.

Before I had gone very far into aero-
planing I had an experience in the air
which illustrates the point that the
many things a man has to do while
fiving and think about for safety's
sake, as a rule operate to Lkeep his
mind away from fear.

1 had been well up in my Bleriot sev-
eral times and had felt very little ner-
vousness, when a friend in England in-
vited me to accompany him and a party
of guests on a balloon trip. I gladly
assented, hecause I wanted to experi-
ence some of the calmn joys that { had
heard made the use of the aerostat so
delightful.

We started on an ideal day. The
balloon was inflated, the basket attach-
ed, we mounted, balanced and were
cast off—ail without the slightest
hitch. As the ground sank away be-
neath me, I tried to feel some of the
thrills that I had felt in my good Ble-
riot. But they did not come. There
was no merry humming of the motor,
no stinging rush of the wind, no sense
of great power overcoming nature,
nothing to do to bLring the personal
equation into play and to give me the
idea that I was doing some of the work
and that skill and courage were neces-
sary to success. .

I looked over the side of the basket
at the little earth away below. I looked
at my friends, but they were paying
no attention to me. There was not a
breath of air, not the slightest hint of
motion or power; we were merely drift-
ing and to me, used to the defiant
bark of my motor and the shriek of
the futile wind, it seemed that we were
only hung suspended by a tiny thread
and that all of us were on edge, wait-
ing for the thread to snap and the
whole outfit to go.- crashing below to
the far distant earth and to destruc-
tion.

I could not get out of my mind this
sense of suspended fate—of helpless
waiting for something awful to happen.
I had never experienced it in my Ble-
riot. There, all was action; muscles,
mind, nerves were constantly occupied
with the glorious battle, with gravita-
tion, and every moment carried its
exhilirating impression of personal
triumph and inspiring victory.

So we drifted upward and onward,
inert, silent, helpless. I found myself
looking at the ropes that suspended
the car; they were all too thin and
weak, it seemed to me, for the weight
of such a party. I glanced up at the
toggles where the car ropes joined the
concentrating ring; certainly it would
take but little to snap off these tooth-
pick little pieces of wood. I looked at
the concentrating ring itself; it seemed
a flimsy affair to hold the lives of so
many of us. And then, up to the net-
ting over the bag my eyes wandered;
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a meager little knotting-together or
rotten looking strings, and of which
I thought I could snap with my fingers
as a grocery man suaps the twine af-
ter he has wrapped a bundle.

I felt my nerves going fast. I wanted
io do something to prevent the im-
pending calamity. Tt seemed foolhady
to stand there calmiy with the air of
a cheerful martyr while we waited for
the most horrible of deaths. I felt the
veed of fighting something. of working
levers, of directing the thing, or doing
something or other that would give me
a chance—but we drifted calmiy and I
heard one of my companions say some-
thing about the altogether lovely time
we were having at what a perfect and
inspiring form of recreation ballooning
was. I looked at the others of the
party to see if they realized our danger
as 1 did, but, to my amazement, I saw
that thev had opened a hamper and
were passing ahout the sandwiches and
champagne.

At first this seemed to me like use-
less bravado, but a glass of champagne
enabled me to pull myself together
somewhat and I reasoned that my com-
panions were all veteran balloonists
and that, if there were the slightest
grounds for fear, they would be doing
something to avert calaniity instead of
calmly preparing and eating luncheon.

This allayed my panic for the mo-
ment, but it returned again and again
until I was in a cold sweat and my
knees and teeth actually trembled. I
knew it was silly, vet I could not help
it. I was in a complete flunk. The aw-
ful stillness, the oprressive calm, the
sense of nothing to do and nothing to
be done—all so different from the in-
spiring struggle in a fighting aeroplane
—increasing my panic every minute
and I was never hefore nor have I
ever since been, so glad of getting
bhack to Mother Earth as I was when
we landed lightly as a feather, deflated
and stepped from the basket.

To my companions, it was an alto-
gether delightful trip, without an inci-
dent to mar their complete enjoyment
and with all conditions ideal; to me it
was hours and months of torture for,
long after it was over, I found myself
waking in the night with that dreadful
fear impending and inevitable disaster
that, even to this day, has not left me.

“But I have determined to conquer
this fear. I plan to go into ballooning
until I get a pilot’s license and, if all
goes well, I hope to handle one of the
balloons of the Aero Club of Pennsyl-
vania in the next elimination contests
for the Gordon Bennett race. I am con-
viced that, whe one becomes used to
the sensation it can be the most de-
lightful of sports and I know that it
is safer than almost any other form
of recreation,

Title of next Sunday’s articles:
“Bumping the Bumps of the Air.”

(Copyright, 1911, by Henry M. Neely.
‘Copyright in Great Brittain and Can-
ada. All rights reserved.)

Chance to be Fashionable.

Edith—Mercy! Here’'s a telegram
from Jack. He’s been hurt in the foot-

ball game.
Ethel—What does he say?
Edith—He 'says: “Nose broken!

How do you prefer it set.—Greek ot

Roman?"'—Boston Transcript.,

BY J. Armstrong

Drexel.
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The United

(By JONATHAN WINFIELD)

Washington, March 11.—The United
States government now owns two of
the most famous race horses in the
world—Henry of Navarre. and Octa-
i gon. The two kings of the turf are
now in France, but will be shortly
brought to the United States and
turned over to the army establish-
ment, i

Aungust Belmont gave the two fa-
' mous racers, with four other thor-
oughbreds and free service by his
great stallions in Kentucky, as a nu-
cleus for a government breeding bu-
{reau for the production of the horses
;suitah}e for cavalry mounts.
{ When his offer was first made there
| was the questicn raised as to whether
i the United States government coculd
i
|
}

c accept any present of value, without
congressional sanction. The legal offi-
: cers of the war departmeért delved in-
im precedents, and decided that the
. horses coulg be accepted. Immediate-
ily Mr. Belmont was potiﬁed to that
leffect and the treasury department is
{ ncw paving the way to have the two
{ horses brought from France without
thes pavment of duty.
General H, T. Allen, who is at the
{ head of the cavalry bureau of the ar-
, my, is enthusiastic over the gift of
{I\h‘. Belmoiit, and the immediate pros-
lpects for the establishment of a hu-
i reau of breeding, declaring that in this
{ way only will the government be ahle
{ to solve the remount probiem.
| “uropean countries,” he said today,
i“!ong ago founq it necessary to super-
 vise the breeding of horses in order
i to supply the demand of their armies,
i and every Europ&an country of im-
{ portance, with the exception of Eng-
%kmd, has for years heen encouraging
ithe breeding of the proper type of
. army remount. England, one of the
most impertant horse countries in the
wworld. has for many reasons, recently
! been forced to this step. It is inter-
esting to note that practically the
. same conditicns confront Englang that

, confront this country at the present.

- time, and that almost identical steps
are contemplated in the two Anglo-
Saxon countries to accomplish the
same result—suitable army horses in
sufficient number.”

Henry of Navarre and Octagon, the
two principal horses presented hy Mr.
Belmont, were among the very best
race horses of their years. Henry of
Navairre was the same age as Domino
and Dcbhbing, the former one of the
most sensational race horses of the
American turf, yet Henry of Nevarre
defeated both Domino and Dobbins in
one of the most exciting races ever
seen in this country. He captured a
great many stakes during the three
vears on the turf, and won close to
$190.000. Among the most important
events taken by Henry of Navarre
were the Suburban of 1895, in which
he defeated the Comomner and Clif-
ford; the First Special at Gravesend
the Dash Stalkes, the Dolphin, the Mer-
chants Stakes at Latcnia, the Munici-
pal Handicap at Belmont Park, and
the Spendthrift Stakes at Sheepshead
Bay. When he was retired, Henry of
Navarre sired a great number of high
class horses, and some of his sons
and daughters have won victories on
Kurope courses.

Oclagon was a high class racer and
as a three-year-old took the historic

the Brooklyn Derby. He was an imme-
diate success as a sire, and was soon
reitred from racing. Among his get
was the sensational filly Beldame, easi-
1y the hest three-year-old of her sex in
1904, a year that saw such splendid
horses as Ort Wells and Stalwart. In
1205 Beldame won the Suburban Hand-
icap from a high class field.

Rock Sand, two of whose sons Mr.
Belmont has also presented to the war
department, was purchaseg by him
after the horse had won the Eng-
lish Derbhy.

Brig. Gen. James B. Aleshire, quar-
termaster-geneiral of the army, is on
record in favor of breeding horses un-
der the supervision of the govern-
ment, suitable for cavalry purposes. In
a hearing before the commitiee on
military affairs of the house of repre-
sentatives recently Gen. Aleshire said:
“The government should send to those
sections c¢f the country in which are
found well-bred mares of quality such
as is desired in cavalry horses, stal-
liens suitable for breeding superior

Withers Stakes at Beimont Park, and’

States

Now Owns The Two
- Greal Race Horses

cavalry horses, the farmers to bhe giv-
en free service of these stallions, and
the government to reserve the option
of purchasing the colts when from
three to four years old.”

) The quarter-master general said that
the government required approximate-
Iy 17,500 horses for cavalry purposes.
and that there are annually required
for remounts ten per cent, of that
number, namely, 1,750. He added that
the department experiences the grat-
L est difficulty in securing that small
number each year.

Geo. M. Rommel, chief of animal
husbandry of the bureau of animal in-
dustry of the department of agricul-
ture, sald that there are in the neigh-
borhaod of 23.000.000 horses in the
United States, but that it is next to
impcssible to obhtain the number re-
quired by the government for cavalry
remounts, because that character of
horses is scarce.

Mr. Rommel, acting in co-operation
with the war department, it is under-
stood will take possession of the high-
bred stallions given by Mr. Belmont.
and will establish a breeding station
in the Middle West. Eventually it is
the intention to establish four breed-
ing stations.

Unless the United States gives se-
rious consideration to the breeding of
cavalry horses, Mr. Rommel declares
that in time of war the government
would be absolutely wiilicut means of
obtaining the requisite number of
horses. He quoted statistics to show
that there were purchased for the fed-
eral army in the four years of the civ-
il war, 188,718 horses. There were
captured from the enemy 20,388 hors-
es. Leaving out of consideration those
catured and not reported, the federal
army required 860 horses each day for
remounts. During the eight months of
the year. 1864, the cavalry of the ar-
my of the Potomac was practically
supplied with two remounts, nearly 40..
000 horses. 'The supply of fresh
horses for the army of General Sheri-
dan during his campaign in the valley
of the Shenandoah was at the rate of
150 per day.

During the Russian campaign the
French crossed the Niemen in June,
1812, with cavalry, artillery and train

0,000 of these were cavalry horses.
On December 13, the remnant of the
invading army recrossed the Niemen
with 1,000 cavalry horses. In six
months the horses had all disappear-
ed.

Maj. Gen. Leonard Wood, chief of
staff of the army, in pointing out (o-
day that the army is sadly in need of a
source of certain supply of cavalry
remounts, said that the department is
grateful to Mr. Belinont's tvpe to offer
good breeding stallions to the govern-
ment.

Already one man has followed Mr.
Belmont’'s lead. He is Edward Cas-
satt, the millionaire son of the late
president of the Pennsvrlvania railroad,
A. J. Cassatt. Mr. Cassatt, a former
officer in the United States cavalry
has presented three high class stal-
lions, which have been accepted by
Major General Leonard Wood on be-

~half of the army.

Minus the People.

Some weeks ago two little girls of
gix and seven years old heard a party
of older people discussing skeltons.
The six-year-old lass listened intently
to the conversation, when the older
girl, with an ’air of superior knowl-
edge, said abhuptly:

“You don’t know what a skel‘ou is,
and I do.”

“So do I!” sharply replied the
younger. “I do know! I know for cer-
tain, I do.” z

“Well, now, what is it?” the elder
wanted to know.

“Why, it's bones with the people off,
that's what it is!”—Metroplitan.

Getting at the Truth.

“They say,” remarked the student,
“that truth lies at the bottom of a
well.”

“] guess that's right,” rejoined
the old lawyer, “judging by the
amount of pumping we have to do

in order to get a little of it.”—Chi-
cago News.

NEW YEAR IS AT HAND
How about that carriage of yours?
Better gend it here to be oerhauled or
repaired. We’ll make a new carriage
of it so that you can drive out in
the New Year with all the pride of
new ownership.. We can do anything
from putting in a new spoke to re-
making the entire carriage. ‘“Moder-
ate prices and thorough work™ is our
motto.

W. R. STROUPE

THE RUBBER TIRE MAN
211 W. 4th 8t

5 DON'T KEEP HER

WAITING

for the coal she needs so badly. As a
“good provided” it is your place to see
that the coal bin is never empty or
dangerously near to it. So stop In
and order us to send you some of our
clean, free burning coal at once. Then
you'll not alone have quantity but
quality as well.

R. €. HARDING

'PHONE 1114,

horses to the number of 127,121, About




