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read within two hours of its origin at the other
side of the world.

The majority do take some interest in “those
newer marvels of wireless telegraphy and aviation.
These things appeal to our imagination because of
their novelty, and not really because they are any
more wonderful. We are in danger, however, of
losing our interest because we find difficulty in keep-
ing informed of their use and progress, and because
we imagine it is not possible to understand the “how
and why’’ without some tedious and specialised course
of study.

In the pages of *“‘Sea, Land, and Air” we shall
tell of the works and wonders of the Navy and the
Mercantile Marine, of that marvellous new science
first made practicable by Senatore Marconi and .the
present and future advance of man’s efforts to fly
among the clouds; also of the work of those citizen
armies which are fighting for freedom on the
bloody fields of Europe, and those less spectacular
but valuable organisations, such as the Rifle Clubs,
Boy Scouts, Cadet Corps, etcetera.

The very large numbers of people who desire to
know and understand more about all these wonders
of science, effort-and organisation will find in the
pages of ‘“‘Sea, Land, and Air”’ instruction served
in the form of entertainment and relaxation from
the ‘‘daily round.”’

- The efforts of the writers of stories and descriptive
articles, of photographers, and of the practical men
in every branch will be placed at the disposal of our
readers. Without the labour of deep study the con-
stant reader of our pages will be shown the mysteries

and unlimited possibilities of aviation and wireless,

the progress and everchanging development of man’s
work upon and under the sea, and the conduct and
efforts of our military or quasi-military organisations
which are so democratic in nature and essentially
different from the autocratic militarism of our
enemies.

The reader will be shown the close relationship
which exists among all these things and their inter-
dependence as well as their importance to the details
of his daily life, and to the future of his country
and his race.

THe practical man who is engaged in any of the
services . within our scope will not only gather in-
formation from all parts of the world about his own
work, but he also will learn of the close. relation-
ship between his work and the other services. The
technical man and the student will discover delightful
contributions - upon the technical  aspects of all
questions.

Our pages will have an appeal for the ladies also.
The women of to-day are keenly interested in the
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marvels of science and engineering, and they are
more particularly attracted by knowledge of the work
of their own brothers and husbands and sons. In
addition to this, however, space of no mean dimen-
sions will be given to matters of exclusively feminine
interest.

Last, but not least, we seek the interest of the
rising generation. Their inquiring and imaginative
minds will be readily attracted by the romantic
realisms of “which we write, while the educational
valué of such subjects cannot be overlooked. Our
appeal to the young folk will be made even stronger
by the frequent inclusion of clearly written instruc-
tional articles and descriptions of how to make such
things as model aeroplanes, wireless stations,
electrical and mechanical ‘models, and we shall be
pleased to answer their questions in reference to all
such subjects.

In spite of many things which are heard to the
contrary about the present and future of the Aus-
tralasian countries (we have heard similar things
in and about other new countries when they were at
similar stages of development) we believe whole-
heartedly in the people and the future of Australia
and New Zealand and of the outlying portions of
Australasia. We believe the future is full of
wonderful possibilities, and that the people are equal
to the demands and opportunities which will arise.
There will be dangers both internal and external,
but we are confident that they will be overcome as
they have been overcome in the past by other British
communities,

It is this belief, coupled with the unique scope
which we have for collecting exceptional facts and
valuable information from all parts of the world,
which has caused us to face the difficulties of
oublication in these exceptional times.

The ‘““Wireless Press’’ recently established in Aus-
tralasia is a branch of an organisation which origin-
ated in England some years ago, extended to
America, and is now represented in most of the
Allied countries. Through this organisation we have
available the services of an army of writers and ex-
perts in all affairs relating to the Sea, the Land,
and the Air. '

The scheme of this magazine has been laid before
our friends in England and America, and we have
the benefit of their esperience and advice in com-
mencing and carrying on our ‘work. Their experts
have told us that the success of ‘‘Sea, Land, and
Air” is assured. We also enjoy the honor of ‘“Good
Wishes for Success’’ expressed by Mr. H. W. Curchin,
the new Commonwealth Superintendent of Ship Con-
struction, as well as those of that gallant gentleman,
Captain John Glossop, late of H.M.A.S. ‘‘Sydney.”







STEERING ZEPPELINS BY WIRELESS.

By Ernest T. Fisk,

Wide interest was created by a recent re-
port, published in our newspapers, that one
of a fleet of Zeppelins, returning from a
murder expedition over England, had been
destroyed in France because the wireless
steering arrangements were successfully
confused by the French, and the fleet in
consequence had lost its bearings.

Five or six years ago, many people would
have looked askance at the man who would
be so0 bold as to talk of airships making long
voyages and finding their direction by wire-
less.  Jules Verne, or that scientific
dreamer, Nikola Tesla, might have written
of such things without endangering their
social position, but no ordinary man would

have been safe in offering such a statement
seriously.

Science and Engineering. however, mova
forward so rapidly nowadays that the wild
dream of yesterday becomes the practice of
to-day.

It is indeed a fact that Zeppelins can be,
and are, steered with the aid of wireless
waves. The writer has enjoved the unique
experience of listening to the wireless
signals of a fleet of Zeppelins while the fleet
was crossing the North Sea en route for
London, during 1916. Even the familiarity
acquired through many years of wireless
work in all parts of the world could not pre-
vent a feeling of wonder and expectancy as
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OFFICIAL MAP OF GERMANY
SHOWING ARRANGEMENT OF
ZEPPELIN CONTROL
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SKETCHES SHOWING :—METHOD OF SUPPORTING
METHOD OF TAKING A CROSS BEARING (top

horizontal wires, which were lain in the
well-known compass directions, would be
loud in the directions of the wires and veai
or inaudible at right angles thereto.

Inside the sending station the ends ot
the external wires are connected to a
rotating switch (illustrated). This rotating
switch has 33 fixed points, one for each of
the external wires, and a pair of moving
arms, which are rotated at a uniformn speed
by a small motor.

The rotating arm is arranged to connect
the wireless generator first to the non-

directive vertical wire and then to each
opposite pair of horizontal wires in
SUCCEssIon.

Fvery time the rotary switch makes con-
tuci with the external wires a signal, repre-
senting a dot in the Morse code, is muade
automatically by the wireless generator.

These signals are separated one from
another by a uniform time interval, and the
switeli makes one revolution every 80
seconds.

The operator at the receiving station is
supplied with a stop-watch (illustrated),
the dial of which is marked to correspond
with the directive wires at the sending
stations, while the hand makes a complete
revolution every 80 seconds.  With this
apparatus the mode of operation is simple
and easily understood.

The first dot from a sending station, at
the beginning of the switch revolution, is
radiated from the vertical wire, and gives
equal loudness in all directions. This is
termed the time signal.  Then follow the
directive signals, commencing with North-
South, and continuing, with the same n
terval between each, round the sixteen

DIR ECTIVE
left) ;

AND bottom) ;

NON-DIRECTIVE AERIALS (at
DIAGRAM OF ROTARY SENDER (top right).

directive pairs.

For making an observation from any
particular station the operator, having his
stop watch set to Z* (see illustration),
listens for the non-directive “‘time’’ signal.
The watch is then started and stopped
again when the loudest signal is heard;
the watch hand then indicates the compuss
direction of the sending station. Accuracy
of observation is assisted by the fact that
ten complete observations can be taken
[rom one station in five minutes.

The reader will have noticed above that
signals are sent simultaneously from two op-
posite pairs of directive wires, that 1s from
North and South or from East and West, and
soon. Thisisdone because any horizontal
wire gives equal strength of signals in the
Tirection of its length, and consequently it
has two possible directions. This cannot
be overcome by the systen described in
this article, therefore it would not assist to
ase the North and Soutl wires or the Ifast
and West wires separately.

The stations are so close together, how-
ever, that an airship can always make
observations from two stations, and by so
doing the exact position of the receiving
station can be marked on a chart.  The
positions of the sending stations are shown
on the chart, and it is only necessary to
draw a line from each in the directions given
by the observations. The: intersection of
those lines shows the exact position o1 e
Zeppelin.

This is a method commonly used at sea
for coastal navigation where the compass
bearings of two fixed objects on shore are
observed. The fixed objects are found on a

*Z is the initial letter for Zeit, the German wora
meaning time.






The Sower of Tares

**Centurion™

By ‘‘ Centurion.”

ranks among the foremost war writers of the day in England.

His stories are

always convincing and well-written, and ““The Sower of Tares” should not disappoint the most

exacting critic.

Apart from making fascinating reading, this story is a medium by which the

author skilfully brings under the notice of the public the part the British cruiser and small craft

play in the present war.

“lhight points starboard!” called
lieutenant from the bridge.

““Light points starboard, sir,”” chanted the
gkipper in antiphon from the wheelhouse as
he glanced at the compass overhead.

As our drifter changed her course, making
a right turn, a pennant fluttered up the flag-
staft at a signalling station on our port bow,
paused interrogatively, at the truck, de-
scended, and then ran up the truck again.
It was the ‘“Pass, friend ; all’s well’” of those
that go down to the sea in ships. The
exchange of salutations was repeated at the
guardship as we cleared the harbor mouth,
and stood out to sea. The sun glinted on
the brass-work of the six-pounder in our
bows, the sea was smooth, and the tele-
graph was set at full speed ahead. Our
mizzen sail was furled, and our masts bare,
save for the spidery web of our wireless;
nothing was to be heard except the faint
throb of the triple expansion reciprocating
engines in the bowels of the ship. Our craft
had an ingenuous air, and but for one or two
unobtrusive things might have been putting
out to sea for a quiet trawl among the her-
rings, as she did in the old davs before my
Lords of the Admiralty requisitioned her
and made her stout, smooth-faced skipper
with the puckered eyes a wavrant officer in
the R.N.V.R. The flaws in the illusion
trere the presence of the six-pounder for-
ward, certain extremely lethal cases under
the bulwarks aft, a wireless operator
secreted in his dark room Anwn below, and
the fact that we all wore lifebelts. And in
the wheelhouse was a small armoury of
rifles.

Still. it seemed extremely like a pleasure
trip, and I settled myself down on the
bridge behind the “‘dodger’” with a leisurely
conviction that I had chosen the quietest
way I could for spending a few days’ leave.
The crew moved quietly along the deck
stowing away gear; one of them peeled
potatoes into a bucket outside the gallev;
and my friend, the lieutenant, went below
in the chart house to read some cryptic
naval messages and glance at the Admiralty

the

)

“monthly orders.”” The Admiralty can give
points to the War Office in the matter of
periodical literature; you would never look
for a plot in an Army Council Instruction,
but in the Admiralty Orders every order
“tells a story.”” But if vou ask a naval
patrol-man on shore leave, he will answer
vou like the needy knife-grinder: *‘Story?
God bless you, sir, I've none to tell.”” The
Admiralty does not love story-tellers. This
is not & story.

““Something ahead on the port bow, sir!”
shouted the look-out man forward.

The lieutenant, whose faculty of hear-
ing, like his faculty of vision, seems to be
abnormally developed, came rushing out of
the chart house, scaled the bridge ladder
like a cat, and in two seconds was by my
side. He pulled out a pair of binoculars
from a pocket in the ‘““dod~er’” and looked
through them for & moment. Then he ran
to “the telegraph and put her at slow. At
the same moment one of the crew, without
waiting for orders, handed him a rifle from
the wheel house. No one spoke a word.

About a quarter of a mile ahead, a point
or two off our course, I saw a dark round
object, hobbing up and down like a cork.

The lieutenant- got a “‘bead’’ on it, and
T watched him intently. The next moment
be lowered his rifle and laugued.

“Tt’s only a ship’s tub.” he said. “‘Like
to have a shot at heyr?” he added, as he
pumped two cartridges at the vagabond.
One shot fell just short, the other just over.
I saw the skipper’s eye on me as the lieu-
tenant handed me the vifle. and feeling tlhre
reputation of the junior service was at stake

T did not welcome the invitation. But luck
was with me.
“A bull’'s eye,”” saild the lieutenant

approvingly. My reputation was saved.

“Tt might have been a floating mine,”
the lieutenant - explained. ~‘“One never
knows.”

““So that’s why we were wearing these
beastly cork jackets,”” I said to myself. T
began to understand the Admiralty instruc-
tion, that vou must never stop to picl
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to mistake strong language for strength of
mind.

The skipper paused aud refilled his pipe;
pursuing some obscure train of thought.
Then he found speech.

“Did you hear tell of the Belgian Prince,
sir?  Aye, everybody has. There's never a
watchdog kept in any ship afloat in which
that story isn’t told. [’ve heard as how every
man in every boarding house in Lime House
and "Frisco and Sydney and Shanghai has
heard it. It's gone round the Horn, and
it’s gone east of Suez. Why, there’s sailor-
men as doan’t know enough to read their
own discharge note as have got that story
by heart like a chantey. They’ll never for-
get it till the Day of Judgment. I'm think-
ing as sailormen are.not yet born that will
be telling the tale round the galley fire at
night long after your and my watch is

up

1

i e paused and gazed out over a ‘‘lipper’
sea. 1 noticed he had forgotten to light his
pipe. “‘I knew a skipper as had once done
the dirty at sea. No one knew the rights of
it exactly, and the ‘Old Man’ never lost
his ticket, but the story 1 heard tell was
that he’d been spoken by a ship flying
signals of distress, and instead of putting
down his hellum to stand by, he’d kept on
his course and left her to sink with all hands.
And from that day he never entered a pub
parlor, but all the skippers 'ud get up and
lave their glass untouched and walk out.
If they saw him making down street on
their port bow they’d port their hellum so
as to give him a wide berth. Never a one
as ever passed the time of day with him
or said ‘What’s yours?” And it grew so
as not a sailor man "ud sign on if he knew
he had to sail with that skipper; some o’
them would desart at the first port whey
made without waiting to be paid off. They
got the idea as he brought bad luck, like a
Russian Finn. And if you once get a notion
like that in a sailorman’s head, ye’ll never
get it out. T've heard tell of that skipper
hauling up to ‘speak’ a ship, and when his
hoist had told the name of his craft the
other one wouldn’t so much as dip her ens’n
to wish him ‘God-speed.” An’ if you're an
outcast at sea, God help you, for the sea s
a lonesome place. It so preyed on his mind
that he began to see ships flying signals of
distress abeckoning him—ships ag  wasn’f
there—till one night he put her straight on
a reef and then went over her bows. .
You see, sir, sailormen have ot their share
of original sin, I'm no saying they haven’s,
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but there’s one sin no sailor dare commit,
for it’s the sin againsy the Holy Ghogt—
and that’s leaving other men to perish. The
sea’s shifty enough and tarrible enough and
treacherous enough as ’tis without men be-
ing. . . .7 He did not finish “the
sentence.  ““Well, sir, I'm hanging about
tack and tack instead of trimming my yards
for a straight run, but the course I'm steer-
in’ is this; the outlawry of that skipper
weren’t nothing to the outlawry as awaits
the German when he once more weighs
anchor and puts out to sea.’”’ -

And he lit his pipe. Tt seemed to me that
his hand shook slightly,

The sun was sinking in the west, his light
lingering on the headlands. In the east the
sky was a deep blue, flushed with rose pink,
but nearer the heart of the sun these deli-
cate tints gave place to fleece of ochre, and
these in turn to flames of molten gold. The
next moment the sun seemed to cease
breathing upon the sky, all the colors
swooned and went slowly out, and even the
golden aureole changed to a dull vermilion.
The rocks became silhouettes, the clouds
turned black, and the shoals of rose shadow
on the sea sank out of sight and gave-place
to a purple bloom. As the sun disappeared
behind the horizon a lingering ray tinged the
darkling clouds with silver surge.

With the last expiration of the sun, the
wine-dark sea changed to a leaden hue, and
one by one stars twinkled overhead—the
crescent of the Corona Borealis to Port, the
Pleiades to starboard, and over the truck
of our foremast the constellation of the
Great Bear. The air grey very cold. A
great silence encompassed us, broken only
by the lapping of the water on the ship’s
gide. Round about us was a waste of
waters stretching away into impenetrable
darkness. All the friendly rights that guide
the homing ships in times of peace were
out. More than once before this our
drifter, smothered in a fog with no warning
light or siren to guide her, and unable to
take a cross bearing, had found herself cast-
ing the lead in thirty-five fathoms right
under the lee of a towering cliff, with only
just time to put her engines full speed
astern. Nothing lightened our darkness ex-
cept a great beacon, which, elusive as light-
ning, winked at intervals through the night,
revealing the dark silhouette of the motor
launch as she drifted about a mile away.
Our isolation was about as complete as
that of a listening post. We were out in
the No Man’s Land of the Sea.
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transport crept by, deeply laden, for the
sound of her propeller never reached me.
Then a barque glided past, but not a
murmur escaped her, noi a sail thrashed,
not a block creaked. They might have been
the ghosts of the murdered ships that lay
fathoms deep below us—deep in the
sepulchral sea. From time to time dark
objects floated by—a packing case, a hateh,
an upturned boat, a derelict sleeper, the
mute and plaintive witnesses to a sinister
and implacable terror, “‘more fell than
hunger, anguish, or the sea.”” 1 glanced
down at the waters in which the phosphor-
ous glowed faintly, like ‘pale marigotds,
wondering what tragic secrets their in-
scrutable depths concealed. There grew on
my drowsy senses a feeling that the sea,
as it heaved on its bed beneath the tidal
moon, was talking in its sleep. Faint peals
of sound seemed to animate the watery
depths as though the sea were a belfry in
which the bell of every foundered ship was
tolling the watches of the night. I heard a
dull tapping on our stern. I went aft, but
could see nothing but the shadowy figure of
one of the deck hands. Then a hollow gasp
like a cork drawn from a bottle came from
our port bow. The next moment a deep
sepulehral cough echoed from amidships, I
looked down through the skylight and saw
one of the ship’s crew turning uneasily in
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wis sleep. By some strange acoustic illusion
s coughing seemed to be coming from the
depths of tne sea. lach illusion was dis-
pelled only to be succeeded by another. A
vlock creaked, the cordage chafed, a chain
rattled. And there grew on me a masterful
vonviction that we were noi alone. I lifted
my eyes and they lighted suddenly upon a
dark, boat-shaped object gliding stealthily
past in the current about two hundred yards
away. The next moment the beacon flashed
across the waters rending the veil of night,
and I saw that it was a ship’s life-boat.
Over the gunwhale drooped the body of a
man, the head downwards beneath the ex-
tended arms and the hands lapped by the
hungry waters. Across the stern another
head rested with the pallid face turned up-
wards and gleaming in the cold searching
light. I heard a soft footfall behind e, and
turning, saw the skipper gazing over my
shoulder. The next moment the beacon
went out.

One by one the stars paled, diminished,
and disappeared; the surface of the waters
turned from black to a leaden grey, and,
with the first flush of dawn, gleamed like
mother-o’-pearl. I looked around me. Far
as the eye could reach I saw nothing but
the salt, inhospitable, secret sea.

—“Land and Water.”’

A RHYME OF THE BE2E MACHINE.

Hush-a-bye 2E, up in the blue,
Watched all the time by Archibald’s crew,
When the shell bursts the 2E will fall,
Down will come pilot, observer and all.
* * #*

A certain young pilot called “*Skinner”’
At flying was quite a beginner,

For he thought aeroplanes,
Could be made to leap drains,

Till he found his mistake out, the sinner.

THE STORY OF A BRISTOL.

*Seawced’’ had a pet machine,
Which none else might fly,

And everywhere that ‘‘Seaweed’ went,
He kept that Bristol nigh.

He took her for a flight one day,
Yes, right above the ground!

He climbed her several hundred feet
And flew her round and round,

And all went well till came the time
For him to wander home;

He brought her humming down. again,
Into the Aerodrome.

Then what a sorry sight is seen,
Upon her nose ‘she’s standing,

The which may wdll explain the term,
‘A perfect Seaweed landing.”’



THE RUSSIAN REVOLUTION AND THE
FRENCH REVOLUTION

By Hilaire Be'loc.

The so-called Revolution in Russia, which will eventually place that unfortunute country

irrecoverably under the heel of the Prussian tyrant,

is graphically compared, in the following article,

with the great IFrench Revolution, which gave freedom to France and produced the nation which

now commands the admiration of the world.
journal, "Land and Water.”

In the course of the present war, histori-
cal parallels are constantly presenting them-
selves-to the public mind.

Where they have been very general and
very distant, they have been, if applied with
gaution, and with due elimination of detail,
serviceable. : '

For instance, the parallel between the
present struggle and the second Punic war,
though there are vast differences in scale,
both of time and space, and in object, has
furnished one great invaluable lesson—
the lesson of tenacity. In the one case, as
in the other, the party inevitably doomed
to defeat enjoyed every preliminary success,
invaded the territory of its opponent
thoroughly, and only failed at last through
the superior will and tenacity of the ap-
parently conquered party. e

There have been certain other historical
parallels which have proved valuable, for in-
stance, the parallels between (or the identity
between) the Prussian neglect of inter-
national morals under Frederick the Great
with his invasion of Silesia, and the Prus-
sian neglect of international morals to-day
with its invasion of Belgium.

The parallels of the past, of blockade by
sea, have also invariably held.

But there have been many more parallels
drawn from the past which have been mis-
leading, and more than misleading, highly
dangerous from the fact that the secure
and known history of the past has made
men forecast the immediate future with a
sort ol certitude, as though they were
following a map.

The worst of these, undoubtedly, has been
the parallel from old wars of movement. It
has misled the best brains and the most
practised students of war in Europe. This
was especially the case in autumn, 1914.
Then, the new trench warfare unexpectedly
developed upon its present enormous scale
in the West.

There have been other of these false
parallels, of which one of the most striking
was the supposed parallel between the Ger-
man invasion of Poland and the precedent
of 1812. But the most dangerous at the

[22]

This article first appeared in that excellent English

present is undoubtedly the parallel between
the Russian Revolution and the French
Revolution of 130 years ago, which trans-
formed IZurope.

It we allow that parallel to dominate
our thought, we shall lose the war. Tt is
misleading in the highest degree, and it
misleads us precisely i those points where
we most require discipline, tenacity, and
vision, and makes us hope rhat of the Rus-
sian as the French, there will conte wisdor.

Let us first observe the superticial points
of resemblance.

Both movements are an attaclk upon, and
the successtul over-setting of, a political
monarchial machine. Both have for their
motive power the discoutent of a whole
population, largely an economic discontent,
and both use the same phrases with regard
to political opinion, though the second is
merely a copy of the first in this respect.
In both movements there is an appeal to
ideals floating in the general mind of
Burope, and, as yet, undeveloped. It is
fair to add that both movements, regarded
apart from their military aspect, have more
in common than the oppouents of the
present Russian  Government upheaval
might be willing to grant.

But it is the military aspect which practi-
cally determines, because it is for us a
matter of life and death, and when we come
to that military aspect, the differences are
fundamental.

To begin at the beginning. The French
Revolution was undoubfed in its origin, and
even at its height, the movement of a whole
people generally united and homogeneous.
This truth has been defined by foreign ob-
servers and students as a whole, and by
many native historians as well. It is true
that the direction of the French Revolu-
tion was in the hands of a minority. It is
true that the orderly process of direct and
universal voting by plebiscite or reterendum
did not control it. But it is equally true
that the nation as a whole had been
thoroughly permeated before the revolution
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will ind the overwhelming mass of them to
be indictments against military treason or
military slackness. Fven apart from this
military character of the Gallic race and of
its chief modern effort you have the com-
plete reasouing, the intellectual power which
grasped from the carliest moment of the
effort what should be for all of us to-day its
chief lesson ; that a political ideal once chal-
lenged to battle by an opponent can only be
realised by decisive victory 1z the field.

The Russian Revolution does not show
this character, but its exact opposite. Tts
extremists are men who cry for peace, who
tell us that the punishment of aggression is
immoral and who believe or say that an un-
defeated enemy who has already half
- crushed the army organisation will, if he is
now propitiated, leave them for the future
in peace.

The characteristic phrase of the French
Revolution, rhetorical and borrowed from
antiquity, was this: ““The Republic does not
negotiate with an enemy upon the national
s0il.””  Of such a characteristic phrase the
Russian Revolution gives us no echo. There
is no defining principle capable of producing
such an historical sentence. The nearest
thing to it is the reproduction of a false and
silly sentence, framed in Berlin, “No an-
nexations and no indemnities.”” In other
words, no victory.

It is a phrase not only of German origin,
but accurately repeated by men for the most
part whose own language in Petrograd is
German. It is as though when Verdun had
fallen in 1792, Danton had said, ‘“*No act of
wicked violence against our friends the
Emigres and BIHHSW’le 7 What he did say
\and all France echoed him) was something
very different. He said, ““What we need is
Dannc and more Daring and ceaseless
Darmff ”
east to—day and we may wait long for it.

A less general examination will show
another characteristic difference between
the two movements, which is, after all, but
the natural consequence of their spiritual
diversity.

The French movement was wholly
directed by men who were the very con-
centration of the French people; their
essence as it were; that professional middle
class of the eighteenth century, which has
been reproached for the spirit of the Jaco-
bins, whose limited views upon liberty and
property have been the jest of their oppon-

“ents,

We have no such signal from the_
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whose culture has been thought too
narrow—but who changed the world.

Everyone of the: leading men in the
French Revolution is the man trained in the
traditions of the French University and in
vhe spirit of the French bourgeoisie. It was
the lawyers, the. officers of the learned
arms, sappers and gunners, the young' poets
and the young scholars, the local magnates
of the towns, who made the thing, who
directed it, and who conquered Europe. The

modern FEuropean society which they
erected has been in their image, it has
failed where they lacked breadth and

magnificence, it has succeeded when the
strong virtues of their class were needed.
They were the spokesmen and the captains
of the whole affair. Napoleon himself was
of them. Rousseau had been of them,
Robespierre, Carnot, St. Just, Danton, the
mad Marat, every name you can choose was
of them.

There is nothing corresponding to this at
all in the Russian movement.  \Whether
such a class exists in Russia may be
doubted. That it has come fo control the
revolution, if it does exist, can certainly be
denied.

Now, it is- unfortunately probable that
without such homogeneous class direction a
movement of this kind can neither progress
nov succeed.

Lastly, you have the simple truth that
the nation of France at the French Revolu-
tion, through the volunteers and through
the less articulate action of the peasants,
joined the general scheme. 1t was fairly
articulate, it was upon the whole united, it
went forward towards a common end, and
that end you may see around vou in West-
ern Europe to- da§ But of what the mass
of the Russian peasantrv may think or
wish to do to-day we hear nothing. The
Revolution in France took arms and con-
quered after the national federation. Of such
national federation, nay, of so much as a
national convention, we have heard nothing
in Russia but promises, though many months
have passed. We simplv do not know what
the nation, that interior Russian mass lying
centrally among so many other different
peoples, the Muscovy peasantry which is pro-
perly described as Russian, thinks or feels
upon the whole affair. It has not spoken,
and as yet no steps have been taken by
which it may be permitted to think.




























































By Ethel Turner. (

Specially written for

Life was an abysmal depth of misery—a
hollow and unsatisfying pageant.  Moira
stared at it with the wretchedest eyes.
When you are only eight and stare at the
abysmal depths or the hollow pageants of
life you generally do it lying face down-
wards on the grass, kicking monotonously
meantime with the toes of your shoes on
the ground. If you lappen to be wearing
your most. cherished and expensive shoes at
the moment, and realise quite well that you
are making holes in them, it is a subtle
comfort to you; you are in this way getting
square with the abyss and the hollowness.

“Hullo, what’s to pay?’’ said a voice.

The small girl sat up and shook bits of
grass from her hair and eyebrows ; had there
been time she would have bolted incontin-
ently round the corner of the tennis court,
for at eight you are very sensitive about
being caught, with vour face all blotched
with tears, by a man who has just come
back from the war with one of his sleeves
hanging empty.

““No one’s in; you’d better go awayv,”” was
her muftled greeting, and she twisted her
wet face out of sight.

““So the maid told me,”” Captain Danby
said, ““I'd nothing to do, though, so 1
thought I'd come round and have a look
ab the old court and smoke a cwarett=. I'm
not in your way, am 1?7

He was standing just over her, his quiet.
scarred face and understanding eyes look-
ing down. She put a sudden arm round the
khaki leg nearest to her and squeezed it
tightly ; all in the space of a second she
lnew what that empty sleeve meant to the
high-spirited, athletic felow who had once
been the best player of all who used to come
to her sister’s parties.  Then she shook
back her hair and rubbed her face
vigorously.

“T'm not really ecrying,”’ she said. For it
struck her now as a cowardly, ridiculous sort
of thing to be doing while there were
terrible things like war and empty sleeves
in life.

“Oh, but you were, you know,” said
DNanby, and threw himself down on the grass
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beside her, “‘crying quarts, so you'd better
tell me all about it. Go on, old chap, you're
sorry for me, let me be sorry for you. Tell
me all about it.”

Oh, the comfortable thing it was to sit
right in the circle of the one arm and pour
out the bitter woe that had so long surged in
her breast. It was not a woe you could tell
to your mother or father, or your big sister;
they lived too close to you—they would
have found it impossible to realise the im-
portance of it. But this man with the half-
wistful, understanding eyes, who was treat-
ing her ag a fellowman!

Her tears flowed afresh.

“He—says I'm a girl—always!’” she said,

and added for necessary elucidation,
“Scooter.”’
“Tiet’s see,”” said the captain and sought

for a second through massed memories of
cold, and mud and hellish sights and noises
and hospitals for a memory of Scooter. A
faithful brain cell yielded it almost
instantly.

““Oh, yes, Scooter, a little chap who used
to stand on his head or turn a Catherine
wheel on the court while we had tea.”’

“He's not little,”” said Moira, dejectedly,
“he’s a head taller than me.”

““But he’s older, isn’'t he?’’

““No,” mournfully, “we’re twins. 1But
that’s how it is with Scooter, he says be
does evervthing better than T do.”

“Hum. A young gentleman with
opinion of himself, I take it,”” said Danby.

Moira was an intensely honest little soul.

““He really can do things,”” she admitted,
“you ought to see him go up one side of the
door and hang down over the top and turn
the handle the other side.”’

“And can’t you? T remember T used to
be able to do that. It wasn’t very hard.”

““No,”” sorrowfully, ““mother wouldn't let
me try it any more after I nearly broke my
nose twice.”’

“And my friend, Scooter, rubs it in, I
take it, that you lack this accomplish-
ment?”’ )

“Oh, yes.”

“Hum.”

an























































































	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part1 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part1
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part2 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part2
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part3 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part3
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part4 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part4
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part5 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part5
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part6 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part6
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part7 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part7
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part8 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part8
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part9 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part9
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part10 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part10
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part11 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part11
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part12 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part12
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part13 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part13
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part14 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part14
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part15 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part15
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part16 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part16
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part17 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part17
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part18 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part18
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part19 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part19
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part20 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part20
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part21 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part21
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part22 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part22
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part23 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part23
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part24 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part24
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part25 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part25
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part26 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part26
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part27 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part27
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part28 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part28
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part29 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part29
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part30 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part30
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part31 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part31
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part32 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part32
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part33 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part33
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part34 - Copy
	Sea Land & Air - Vol 1 No 01 - 1918 03 15 - Complete - As Scanned - Double Pages_Part34

