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hunger and thirst, bred of army fare and a dry canteen, with
a most delectable mixed grill, the half of a blackberry and
apple tart smothered in Devonshire cream, and a bottle of the
best. By the end of the dinner I had decided to emigrate to
England. Some few days later I found myself embedded in
the mud of Salisbury Plain at Bustard Camp, a victim of
inclement weather (which penetrated without difficulty the
moth-eaten five-ounce canvas of the tent under which I
sheltered) and the plaything of loud-voiced and energetic
sergeants, who seemed to think that I liked nothing better
on a rainy Sunday than to wheel, from the dump to the
incinerator a half-mile away, the week’s collections of
garbage. After two weeks of this I decided that I would not
live in England.

Believing firmly in the future of aeroplanes and seaplanes
in warfare, | made another attempt to transfer to one of the
Air Services, the Royal Naval Air Service by preference; for
having knocked about a good deal in small boats on the Great
Lakes, I thought that the navigation and seamanship I had
picked up migEt prove useful in seaplane work.

On a personal application to the Admiralty I was informed
that Colonials were not required, as they made indifferent
officers, that the service had all the fliers they would ever
need, and, besides all this, that I was too old. And then it
was suggested that I should sign on as a mechanic. I went
to Farnborough, the headquarters of the Royal Flying Corps,
and saw Sir Hugh Trenchard, then, I believe, a major, and
was informed that I could be put on the waiting list, but found
I would have to wait six months before seeing an aeroplane,
owing to the wicked shortage of machines.

Being full of enthusiasm and impatience, and thinking
that the war would be sharp and quick and soon decided one
way or the other, I had another try at the Admiralty. But
this time, on the advice of a friend who had lived some time
in England, I attacked them in a different way. At my first
interview I had appeared with my flying credentials and in the
uniform of a private—a uniform, as being the King’s, of which
I was tremendously proud, although the tunic was about two
sizes too small for me and the breeches four sizes too large.
The second time I wore a suit of civilians cut by a good tailor
and carried letters of introduction from sundry important
people. I was this time offered a commission as a machine-
gun Sub-Lieutenant, R.N.V.R., in the armoured cars attached
to the Royal Naval Air Service. and, believing that this was a
step in the right direction, and fully determined to fly at the
first opportunity, I was duly gazetted in December, 1914.

I was told to report to H.M.S. Excellent for training.
At the railway station at Portsmouth I asked a taxi-cab driver
if he knew where H.M.S. Excellent was lying, and he replied
that he did, and that he would drive me right on board. I




