s

/

ON

AIRWAY'S
Macic (ARP

%% m

m——

;:

T

.

m@ﬁ w,__“

i ekt
n@“ﬁ_h_* w

i

lssuep To-huid < el

A= N30

To daileai

B2

WA.AIRWAYsS LTD.

PERTH WESTERN AUSTRALIA

s

Wholly set up and printed in Australia by Peacock Broa Pty. Ltd..
Melbourne,




On
AIRWAYS
| MAGIC
CARPET

For example, these two

famous Australians, ; Across

Wing -Commander : Auistrilin
1 Smith (trans -

Atlantic Flight) and Sir "

Hubert Wilkins (Ant-
arctic Flights) used these

two products. S
ein
You, too, will get that a Passenper's Impressions
;ldigd power and com- e of the
pIub&CﬁOm no mat- Flizht from Adelaide to Perth
ter what the speed your
need or fancy calls for
Both are obtainable

PLUME

appotemc

= ol By followsng the maps shezon in this bookisl,
— PASSENEErS -:n’e': ad iy idenfify their position
al any stage of the trip.  The figures shewn
. | represent the distances in cach secfion and

%%’_Idrs Qua&éyO[L : » ’ f%‘ NOT from FPerth or Adelaide vespeclively,
Fo

VACUUM OIL COMPANY PTY, LTD, ™




Advice to Passengers.

®

Aeroplanes take off and land head to wind; thus, when
starting, your machine may “taxi” slowly to a cornmer of the
Aerodrome before turning head to wind to take off.

“"Bumps’ in the air are caused by wind currents and irregu-
larities of air temperature, and are as natural as the movement
of a ship on the water. They need not alarm you, and you
will soon get used to them.

Good wventilation prevents air sickness which can often be
cured by opening the window next to you.

In the unlikely event of sickness, special paper bags are
provided. Throw them out of the machine after use.

Dizziness from looking downwards is unknown in an acro-
plane, as there is no connection with the earth,

When flying at about 1200 ft., or higher. an impression of
slow travel is often given, as there is nothing to compare the
aeroplane’s speed with. The average speed of your aeroplane
is around 100 m.p.h. nevertheless.

When about to land, the speed of the engines will slow
down, and you need feel no alarm on hearing this.

The Right will interest you more if you follow your route
on the map, and work cut your speed and position.

Your pilot is an experienced air line pilot, thoroughly con-
versant with his business, in whom you can place absolute
confidence.

Your comments upon completion of the trip greatly affect
our progress, and your assistance will be appreciated.

A PASSENGER'S IMPRESSIONS.

1450 Miles of Faultless Organisation.

There is a choice of three routes between
Adelaide and Perth—by sea, land and air. Route
No. 1 is across the Great Australian Bight, with
four or five days of the most turbulent stretch of
water in the Southern Hemisphere. Route No. 2
is by Transcontinental railway, with three days and
three nights of heat, dust, and a landscape which for
stark monotony outrivals the Sahara Desert. Route
MNo. 3 is by East-West airway, which covers the
1450 miles between the capitals of South and West-
ern Australia in less than 15 hours,

The route is mapped in four sectors: Adelaide-
Ceduna (350 miles), Ceduna-Forrest (350 miles),
Forrest-Kalgoorlie 400 miles), and Kalgoorlie-Perth
{350 miles), and | had taken the precaution to bring
a set of official route maps with me, which afforded
the doubtful satisfaction of knowing where [ was.

One real satisfaction to be derived from flying
from Adelaide to Perth as distinct from rattling over
it by rail, lies in the fact that every five minutes in
the air lops off another nine or ten miles from the
distance yet to be covered. Through the saloon
windows of the 16-seater machine, the practically-
minded passenger, when passing over the Nullarbor
Plain, gives one glance at the barren landscape a
couple of thousand f[eet below, and as there is
nothing to be seen but the black thread of railway
track across the never-changing flat brown plain, he
switches his glance to the cabin clock, reassures
himself that we'll be at Forrest in, say. another
couple of hours, settles himself comfortably in his
leather upholstered cane chair with adjustable head-
rest, stretches out his legs beneath the chair in front
of him, and finds oblivion in newspaper or novel
until a sudden muffling of the powertul engines tells
him that a seven-course dinner, a hot bath, and a
well-furnished bedroom will be his within a few
minutes.

But let me begin at the Adelaide end of the trip,
and give personal impressions.

Engaging a Seat.

After engaging a seat through the old-established
shipping firm of Elder Smith & Co. Ltd., 1 was
asked, “"Where are yvou staying?” 1 told the firm’s
representative. A car will pick you up at
the hotel at B8.45 to-morrow morning. Nothing
more fo worry about; we'll do the rest. Your
ticket will be ready for you at the 'drome, and
you'll have a good trip." 1 did. Next morning,



breakfast over, along came an alert young man
whose mission in life is apparently to shepherd the
Airways’ passengers flock, and to make assurance
doubly sure. “lIs your baggage ready?’ was his
first question. He then spoke a line in which he
has long become letter-pecfect: “'A car will be round
in ten minutes to run you out to the aerodrome. Are
there any wires or '‘phone messages we can send
for you? Have you arranged for accommodation
in Perth! Have you a car meeting you at Perth?"
This last question | later understood was dictated
hy’ commercial common-sense. It sometimes
happens that after Airways' have sent two big cars
from Perth, four miles to the aerodrome at May-
lands, every incoming passengér by mail "plane
has had a private car waiting to drive him into
town.

In due course a hall-porter approached me in the
hotel lounge. “The car is here, sir. ['ve put your
case in. The lift is waiting; whenever you're
ready.”

The journey to Western Australia was about to
begin. At the hotel entrance stood a Buick sedan
—swilt, noiseless, luxurious—a uniformed chauffeur
at its open door. Half a minute’s drive along
Morth Terrace brought us to the railway station.
Here was to be met at 9 a.m, the express from Mel-
bourne, with its Airways' passengers.

During the five minutes' wait [ hurried to the far
end of the arrival platform to watch the unloading
of the European air mail (from Victoria, New South
Wales, Queensland and Tasmania), due to leave
Fremantle the following afterncon. The air mail
bags are distinctive; of bright butcher blue with wide
perpendicular scarlet stripes. By Federal Govern-
ment decree, rather than by any harmonious work-
ing arrangement between State railway and “rival’’
airway these bags are the first to leave the mail-
coach. They are hurled on to waiting trolleys
coupled to a red Ford motor-tractor. %hey are
then propelled down the arrival platform to the
main concourse, transferred to a P.M.G. van, and
driven to the G.P.O., half-way down King William
Street for re-sorting.  This last process could be

carried out aboard the train, but for some minor
departmental objection which, by the way, makes it
impossible for Airways to maintain a strict departure
schedule.

Preparation for Flight.

The parties of air-farers reached Parafield aero-
drome simultaneocusly at 9.23, and pulled up on the
tarmac outside Airways' hangar, a huge but graceful
structure of steel and concrete, 120 ft. by 120 ft. by
35 ft. Here we alighted.

Baggage was unloaded by Airways' ground staff,
uniformed in red-lettered khaki overalls, and
handed over to representatives of the booking
agents, who weighed each article and adorned it
with the company’s red-and-black "By Air to
Perth” tie-on tags. Our tickets were ready for
issue, They have a perforated counterfoil to be
retained by the passenger as a voucher for the trip.
Mine, for the Western journey, is numbered 5849.
In years to come, these “early’” four-figure certifi-
cates will doubtless attract some interest as curios.

At a short distance from the hangar stood the
West-bound air-liner—gleaming silver and graceful
in the morning sun, her engines quietly purring—
ready to take-off within a few seconds of the arrival
of the as yet unsighted mail-van. Whilst awaiting
the latter most passengers had entered the machine
(per canvas-sided. dust-proof gangway), deposited
light luggage in the rack which traverses both sides
0? the saloon, and taken their allotted seats A" to
g

Meanwhile an Airways motor-truck had con-
veyed passengers heavy Iugga?e from the hangar
to the baggage compartment of the machine, and
whilst stﬂ? waiting for the mails one had a moment
or two in which to more closely inspect the hangar
equipment and appointments. | was impressed
chiefly by its doors. These are on large wheels
with ball-bearings, and operate so smoothly that a
child could open or close them. One had time, too,
to note the various conveniences provided in the
hangar for passengers arriving and departing. Not
the least of these is a spacious lounge, with comfort-
able settees, retiring rooms and so forth.

“Here she comes,” said the pilot. Along the
main road which skirts Parafield aerodrome
appeared a cloud of dust, which presently resolved
itself into one of the P.M.G.’s red motor-vans. It
was His Majesty's mail. At 9.58 the van turned
into the entrance gate of the 'drome and pulled up
alongside the mail compartment of the waiting liner.
“Better get aboard,” someone counselled me.
“nothing to wait for now; she'll be off in a minute.”

In 86 seconds the last bag had been checked and
loaded, the mail compartment locked, and the gang-
way withdrawn. Almost immediately we were



taxying into the wind. The 1450 mile Hight had
begun.

Adelaide to Ceduna.

Through a window in the cockpit-door (I had
the honor of sitting in the spare pilot's seat) passen-
gers could be seen helping themselves to cotton-
wool from small nickel containers below the luggage
rack and plugging their ears against the roar of the
1350 horses which bore us forward at well over a
hundred miles an hour. This preliminary disposed
of, they spent the next few minutes admiring the
extraordinary marine growth in the Gulf of St. Vin-
cent, which we skirted by way of Port Gawler, Port
Pirie, Parnam, Lorne, Wakefield and Clinton. Then
over Eyre's Peninsula via Melton, Paskeville,
Thrington, Kadina and Wallarco.  Between Wal-
laroo and Cowell lies an expanse of water twice the
width of the English Channel between Dover and
Calais.  This is Spencer’s Gulf. Flying at over
100 miles per hour we crossed it (at 2,300 ft.) in
24 minutes.

Leaving the Gulf, we rose to 4,800 ft., and con-
tinued over some 30 miles to hilly country and
across an equal stretch of flat, featureless landscape,
till we sighted, at Warramboo, the railway line
which runs for a further 150 miles to Ceduna (and
from Ceduna for a further 40 miles to the railhead
at Penong). The Warramboo-Ceduna line is punc-
tuated at fairly short intervals by the townships
and settlements of Kyancutta, Wudinna, Pugery,
Yaninee (with its lake), Poldinna, Minnipa, Karcul-
taby, Poochera, Chandada, Cugena, Yantanabie,
Wirrulla, Pimbaacla, Nunjikompita, Chinbingina,
Puntabie, Mudamuckla, Chilundie, Maltee, and
Wandana. As a general rule it was noticed that
the smaller the settlement the more resounding its
name. By this time most of the passengers were
either reading, dozing, or writing letters.

At 12.25 p.m. we passed the white circle which
marks the emergency landing ground at Kyancutta,
an air-minded centre which is attracting aerial
traffic to it by creating landing facilities.

At 1.2 p.m. the somewhat sultry atmosphere of
the cockpit was cooled by a fresh sea-breeze. We
were now above Pimbaacla, heading up the coast
of Streaky Bay and climbing steadily to 7000 feet,
from which altitude an extensive and wvery pic-
turesque seascape unfolded itself—Streaky Bay,
Smoky Bay, Denial Bay, Murat Bay, Tourville
Bay and far more capes and islands than one could
identify or even count,

Ahead lay the pretty little South Australian town-
ship of Ceduna, nestling in the southern arm of
Murat Bay. Here we were to land for refresh-
ments.

MINNIPA




At 1.40 above Wandana, the pilot throttled down
and started to descend. Up went our air speed to
110 m.p.h. Ten minutes later we had taxied almost
to the edge of the wide verandah which surrounds
the Airways rest-house at Ceduna. OQur first lap
of 350 miles had occupied exactly 33 hours.

At Ceduna.

For those who were making their first trip Ceduna
held a surprise. | for one had expected to [ind
light refreshment in the form of a cup of coffee
and a sandwich. In the rest-house five small flower-
bedecked tables were set for a really excellent hot
luncheon, comprising soup. fish, three joints and
various sweets, with tea, coffee or cocoa. As at
Airways' second rest-house at Kalgoorlie, the
catering is by local contract. Both contractors do
the thing very well indeed. Carpets, mats, lace cur-
tains, retiring rooms with clean towels for each
passenger; telephone, writing materials, and an Air-
ways' agent in attendance. At many an important
railway buffet one has fared considerably worse
than at Ceduna and Kalgoorlie, whilst the solicitous
personal attention of the buffet staff has more often
than not been conspicuous by its absence. On terra
firma Airways' patrons are treated less as casual
tourists, who will never come than way again if
they can help it, than as valued guests who certainly
will. The rest-houses are owned and equipped by
the company.

Whilst the passengers lunched at ease, the pilot
supervised the refuelling of the machine from a 3000
gallon underground tank, and a proportionate quan-
tity of oil was also pumped in. Meanwhile the
ground-engineer carefully inspected the engines
prior to the next 350-mile run to Forrest.

Lunch concluded, the Ceduna passengers were
borne away in the agent's car, the males fnished
their pipes and cigarettes in comfortable armchairs
on the verandah, the ladies reappeared from the
retiring room with freshly-powdered noses, and
we were rejoined by the pilot after a happy inter-
lude of 43 minutes.

Ceduna to Forrest.

Resuming flight at 2.33 p.m., we climbed steeply
above the township and five minutes later, at 3000
feet, had crossed the sparkling waters of Murat
Bay. Within half an hour the railhead lay behind
us and we entered the long stretch of dreary MNulla-
bor Plain. Twenty-five miles beyond Penong we
had obtained out last glimpse of the Indian Ocean—
the head of Fowler's Bay—and from that point, for
a further 120 miles, there is not even the trans-
continental railway track to relieve the monotony
of the scene. After about two hours' flying a keen
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eve could just discern a couple of diminutive huts
some 20 miles to starboard. This was the railway
siding of Fisher on the transcontinental line. Here
the line cuts obliquely across the air route, in a
westerly direction from Port Augusta. It is picked
up at Cook and followed from there in a straight
line to Kalgoorlie. From the goldfields an older
line runs right through to Perth.

Cook was passed at 4.50, Hughes at 5.8, Deakin
(across the border) ten minutes later. In another
46 minutes we had covered the last 60 miles be-
tween railway stations and were in the hangar at
Forrest. The day's run of 700 miles had been
completed in 7 hours 16 minutes.

At Forrest.

To render anything like justice to what awaits
Airways' passengers at Forrest would tax a far
more descriptive pen than mine. It is a masterpiece

of forethought and erganisation, conceived on bold
lines and carried out with a degree of thoroughness
and efficiency that is almost uncanny. The result
is a twentieth-century reproduction of the quails-
and-manna miracle of Scriptural history—a frst-
class hotel, replete with every modern convenience,
in the very heart of the wilderness.

The hanger in which our machine has come to
rest is an exact replica, as to dimensions and general
characteristics, of those at Parafield (Adelaide) and
Maylands (Perth), with some additional features,
of which more anon. Meanwhile, from a hungry
passenger’s point of view, there are more important
matters for immediate attention.

As the machine moves into the brilliantly lighted
hangar, members of Airways' ground staff become
increasingly active. One of them moves a gangway
into position, hastens up it, opens the saloon door,
descends and stands aside to give a hand to pas-
sengers alighting. As we reach the foor we are
welcomed one by one by the manageress of the
hostel. On her shoulders the responsibility seems
to sit lightly. To her this is not work, but pleasure.
She admits it. We follow our hostess from the
hangar, noting that the baggage truck has already
begun to perform its allotted task. By a wide,

shrub-bordered, concrete path she conducts us to
the main entrance of the long, single-storey bun-
galow to which the term "hostel” is, one thinks,
somewhat of an affront. Here she assumes the role
of chatelaine, and shows each passenger to his or
her room. She indicates, too, the bathrooms which,
by the way, are sewered, and announces that dinner
will be served in a quarter of an hour. The baths
are of porcelain.

Along the carpeted corridor 1 enter my room,
draw aside the portieres and open the long French
windows. From the wide verandah, with its spa-
cious canvas-backed armchairs, | survey a cheerless
landscape. Full moon rising in a starry sky. A
mile across the plain one tiny light Hickers. It is
the railway siding at Forrest. Endless expanse of
Hat Nullabor limestone to every horizon. Not a
sound to break the deathly stillness of the autumn
dusk. Not a blade of grass. We have landed in
country on which, for hundreds of miles, there is
not enough vegetation te support a solitary rabbit.

Quiet Comfort in Central Australia,

| step back into my room. What a contrast! It
is large, airy, electric-lighted. A gaily patterned
carpet covers its floors. Its furniture is modern,
having been built some 750 miles beyond this desert
outpost. There are wardrobe (with coat-hangers),
chest of drawers, dressing table (with bronze ash-
tray, candlestick and book-matches), wash-hand-
stand with toilet set complete (a fresh cake of Air-
ways soap lor each guest), a large Heecy bath-
towel on the rack, beside a smaller one; comlortable
armchairs, a capacious springy bed with snowy,
newly-ironed linen—all of the best quality. As food
and accommodation are included in the cost of the
passenger's ticket (the through [are, by the way.
i= only El18), it would be permissible for the air
service contractor to have secured less expensive
appointments for its guests’ one-night quarters. But
we are fast learning that, in the view of our hosts,
only the best and most comfortable is good enough
for Airways’ patrons. They come again. By some
invisible agency my suit-case, which I had last
handled in Adelaide before breakfast, stands here
at my bedside.

The lounge and restaurant are sumptuous. They
are worthy of any capital city hotel. Momentarily
one forgets the vast wilderness beyond the blue por-
tieres that conceal it. Shaded lights illuminate the
room. They hang, in costly inverted bowls, from
a raftered ceiling. The floor is expensively car-
peted. Large leather settees and saddlebag chairs
abound. From panelled walls the scene is further
brightened by a collection of framed colored draw-
ings and prints. Pedestals bearing pot-plants in
jardinieres fill odd corners. A large cabinet gramo-




phone, with extensive repertoire, flanks the wide
lireplace. Speaking from memory, 1 believe I also
noticed a radio set. Several tables, with the latest
newspapers and periodicals, English and from all
Australian States; air-borne, of course. Two well-
equipped writing desks. Supplies of embossed
Trans-Australian Airway stationery and "By Air
Mail" labels. In one corner a bridge table. Facing
each other on the walls are two clocks—Perth time
and Adelaide time—registering a difference of 90
minutes. Flying West we ignore the latter, except
to adjust our watches, and vice-versa. Half-past six
in the Eastern States; eight o'clock at Forrest. Time

to dine.

Cuisine at Forrest.

We seat ourselves about five small tables.
Maids, uniformed in black, with snowy aprons,
collars, cuffs and caps, present printed menu cards.
Hungry air-travellers, who last ate at Ceduna six
and a half hours ago, sit up and take notice. The
menu (I have kept one as a memento) reads:—

FORREST HOSTEL.
TRANS-AUSTRALIAN AIRWAY.

DINNER.
SOUP.
Cream of Tomato,

FISH.
Fried Fillet of Whiting.

ENTREE.
Iced Asparagus.
POLILTRY.
Roast Duckling and Apple Sauce.
JOINTS.

Roast Lamb and Mint Sauce.
Roast Mutton and Red Currant Jelly.

SWEETS.
Apple Pie and Cream. Fruit Salad and Cream,
Jellied Fruit.
Dessert. Cheese.

Tea. Black Coffee.

Dinner over, I explain to the maitresse d’hotel my
mission. | should like to be permitted a peep
behind the scenes. The request is willingly granted.
We start with the kitchen. There are gadgets here
which no mere male can fully appreciate. So f[ar
as | can see, it is a huge kitchen, such as, in one’s
own home, one is debarred admission to. It has an
enormous range, or oven, or whatever they are
called; and an array of utensils whose uses will, 1
hope, always remain a mystery to me. The ladies
of the party are audibly impressed with the spotless
cleanliness and labor-saving aspect of all that is
shown them in this distinctively teminine realm. To

i

me, the most impressive article of equipment is a
gigantic Kelvinator which extends, from floor to
ceiling, across the entire width of the kitchen. It
has been constructed especially for Airways, and
brought down into the oasis from Perth. Proudly
it is opened for us, and there is displayed its refri-
gerated contents. Suspended from hooks are lordly
sections of lamb. sheep, and other edible quadru-
peds. Here, too, is poultry of various shapes, in
the nude, which the ladies identify as chicken, duck,
and so forth. Fresh fish. Vast stores of dairy
produce, butter, cheese, milk. Sundry other liquids.
Pyramids of fresh fruit and vegetables. Eggs. Our
uide explains that all perishable supplies for the
ostel are brought by air from Perth and Adelaide.
Those crisp rolls and loaves in the bread-locker
have Alown more than 750 miles from their bakery.

Behind the Scenes.

We pass to the storeroom. Qur Cicerone un-
locks a door and exhibits a small-scale Expedition-
ary Force Canteen. Enough canned and bottled
food here to last apparently for years. The store-
room caters for every probable need of passengers
of either sex. For the lady air-traveller there are
powder-puffs, combs, Eau de Cologne, lipsticks,
hairpins and other intimate toilet accessories. For
the neglectful male there are safety razors, shaving
brushes, collar studs, shoe laces, and numerous other
objects frequently overlooked in the rush of packing
for a trip. Of smokers’ and photographic requis-
ites there is abundance. Here, too, are stocks of
confectionery and countless other articles which I
omitted to note in detail.

We are shown more storerooms. Linen room,
with its scores of pairs of brand-new sheets and
piles of pillow cases. table cloths, towels, serviettes.
Bedding room, with quantities of mattresses, bolsters
and blankets. Stacked on edge against a cupboard
wall is a big supply of folding beds. There are 16
bedrooms—single and double—for guests, apart
from staff quarters. But occasionally as in last
year's East-West race from Sydney to Perth, the
Hostel's accommodation is taxed, and non-Airways’
passengers given a shakedown for the night.



From the storerooms we are conducted through a
model laundry, with electric washing and drying
machines, wringers, mangles, ironing-boards, ana
four electric irons. Here is laundered all bed and
table linen. Here, too, is carried out minor service
for passengers.

We decide to visit the hangar. It adjoins the
Hostel. Here we find two ot the pilots in con-
versation over technical matters concerning the
machines.

Details Behind the Service,

In the hangar the machine which has brought us
from Adelaide is being given a final inspection by
the ground staff. Her petrol tanks have been
refilled whilst we dined, and the saloon swept and
garnished. Beneath the powerful electric lights
she now looks as spick and span as on the day she
left the workshops. Her blue-curtained, sliding
windows are as spotless as the carpeted Hoor.
Drinking filters have been replenished, tumblers
rinsed. Not a chocolate wrapper remains to offend
the eye. We are asked would we care for a set of
tennis. The hangar floor is marked out as a court
It is only a matter of wheeling the machine out on
to the tarmac. This it is explained is a perfectly
simple matter. Some genius at Perth has designed
a towing-fork. By this gadget the machine, whose
loaded weight is between seven and eight tons, is
coupled to an Airways’ car (garaged in the hangar)
and can be wheeled as easily as a baby’s perambu-
lator. The ladies reply that they can play tennis
any day, and would much prefer to be shown over
the hangar.

There is much to show, Attention is directed to
the refuelling apparatus. A spark-proof electric
motor drives a centrifugal petrol pump from a 3.000
gallon underground tank, through an overhead pipe,
to a convenient position in the centre of the hangar,
near its entrance, permitting the machines to be
refuelled in the shortest possible time. The over-
head pipe is sloped. By this simple provision the
petrol system is completely drained and all unused
fuel flows back into the underground tank. Lubri-
cant is taken to the machine in 44 gallon oil drums,
on a wheeled cradle with pump attachment. Tyres
of the huge wheels are inflated from 4-cylinder air
pumps.  Another valuable innovation is the engine
rostrum.  Its railed platform is eight feet above the
ground. The base of this heavy structure is on
the point of balance., enabling it to be wheeled
about by one man. On reaching the desired posi-
tion, the mere touch of a lever makes it absolutely
rigid.

Floodlights and Beacons.

Mounted on a truck in another part of the hangar
we saw a rotating automatic electric floodlight. This
is a £400 product of Chance Bros., and is used in
emergency, for night landings. Its beam of 180
degrees covers the whole landing area in a flood of
light. On the roof is a rotating beacon of 2,000,000
beam candle-power, which has been picked up
from as far as Cook—138 miles. Here, too, was a
stock of Sperry beacons—two-bulb automatic—for
installation at emergency landing-grounds along
the route. From Forrest the beacons at Deakin
and Loongana (respectively 50 odd miles east and
64 miles west) are clearly visible across the flat
plain.

Another interesting feature is the power-house.
Here is generated the company's supply of electrical

energy for lighting, heating and other purposes
both at hangar and hostel. On the roofs of the
two buildings are approximately one hundred flood-
lights, each of 200 candle-power. They are actuated
by two 45 h.p. Petter's semi-Diesel engines.

The engines are started up to give us the general
effect of all this illumination. The ladies having
withdrawn, | was taken up a steep ladder to the
corrugated roof of the hangar for a close-range view
of the Sperry beacon, now rotating from an eleva-
tion of 1} degrees above the horizon. During a
general chat about local water supply, 1 was told
that this originally was brought a distance of nearly
400 miles from Karonie (near Kalgoorlie), but
Airways' have now installed a 1} inch water pipe
from the hangar to the railway siding, three-
quarters of a mile distant, where a non-exhaustible
bore supplies all the requirements except that for
drinking.

Returning to the Hostel, I found the bridge party
breaking up, the gramaphone silent, and most of my
fellow-passengers already retired, or about to retire.
for the night. As the "Perth time” clock said 10
p.m.., and breakfast was scheduled for 4.30, the
example was a sound one to follow. I have never
slept more comfortably.



An Early Start.

After what seems an absurdly brief interval, I
wake, to find a neatly-uniformed chambermaid
handing me tea, and announcing: “It's ten to four:
breakfast at half-past.”” Five minutes later she
re-enters, with a can of hot water and my newly-
polished shoes. Bathe, shave, dress, pack. At 4.20
another call. Baggage staff on the job. "lIf your
suit-case is ready, sir, will you please leave it out-
side the door.”" 1 do so, and handle it no more until
it is deposited in my hotel bedroom in Perth. A
pleasing feature of Airways' pelicy is that its guests
are relieved of all anxiety as to baggage, nourish-
ment and rest. One reflects that it's nice to be
wet-nursed in this manner, and to be addressed
civilly by a staff which neither expects nor accepts
a tip for its manifold personal services.

Presently a gong resounds throughout the Hostel.
We assemble in the dining room, everybody looking
fit and bright and alert. In other parts of Aus-
tralia I have frequently, on a subsidised air service.
been flown 300 odd miles “on an empty stomach,”
and haven't liked it a bit. This is going to be
very different. Waitresses hand round printed
menu cards:—

BREAKFAST.
Porridge. Grape Muts. Weeties.
Stewed Fruit.
Fried Bream.
Lamb's Frv and Bacon. Veal Cutlets,
Lamb Chops. Grilled Steak.
Eggs and Bacon. Scrambled Eggs.
Boiled Eggs.
Toast. Marmalade.
Tea. Coffee, Cocoa.

Our hostess produces the Visitors' Book, which
we gladly sign, inscribing in the “Remarks™ column
the grateful tribute which is Airways’ due from each
of its satisfied guests. I glance hurriedly through
the hundreds of entries which have been made
during the many months since the service was
inaugurated. [ am tempted to read on, and do so.
Then a voice reminds me that it is nearly 5 o'clock
—time to be moving off.

Forrest to Kalgoorlie.

Along the flood-lit paths passengers for Perth are
strolling towards the waiting machine. The 'plane
in her pitch-dark surroundings, presents an impres-
sive picture—engines running, gangway in position,
cabin brightly illuminated from three powerful in-
verted lamps set in a snow-white ceiling. At the
gangway members of hangar and Hostel staff are
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gathered to speed us on our way. All aboard! The
gangway is withdrawn; the pilot opens up the
throttle. The 1350 horses are "off” for another
early-morning gallop of 400 miles across the wilder-
ness, heading for Kalgoorlie. It is 5.05 a.m. Far
below on terra firma, the pilot's colleague with elec-
tric torch signals some bantering message to him
in Morse, but the pilot has other lights to look at.
Loongana beacon 64 miles ahead is already clearly
visible. In 37 minutes it lies astern. With a
25-mile following wind we are in for a fast run.

Five-thirty am. Day begins to break. The
pilot switches off the lights. Passengers merely
raise their eyes from their books and at once resume
reading by daylight. At 5.55 the Transcontinental
express is sighted, stationary, at Haig siding. It is
the first sign of "life’” on the railway since yester-
day morning. Do its occupants envy our speed?
We wonder.

Six thirty-five am. Rawlinna, its beacon now
extinct. Here the monotony of the Nullabor is
broken at last by an edge of light timber, with occa-
sional green patches. Four minutes later we pass
Naretha. At 7 a.m. we are over heavy timber.

Above the Clouds.

Ahead lies an ominous black wall of cloud span-
ning the western horizon and rising to some 3,000
feet. 'We rise above it, and for the next hali-hour
our compass course lies over a vast bed of sunlit
cotton wool—the proverbial silver lining, flecked
with gold. Although a photograph of such a scene
is attractive, no camera can adequately portray it
in black and white.

At 7.45 we pass Karonia—the “normal'’ source of
Airways' water supply at Forrest. A quarter of
an hour later Lake Yindargoola flashes by our star-
board bow, and the gigantic mullock dumps and
mine-workings of the goldfields spring suddenly into
sight. At 8.10 we have passed Golden Ridge, at
8.17 Boulder City. A fascinating view of the
2,250,000 ton pyramidical dump of the Golden
Horseshoe is provided before, at 8.19, we come to
rest and transfer to the rest-house on the aerodrome
at Kalgoorlie. Our 400 mile run from Forrest has
occupied 194 minutes, which, according to my
mathematical friend, averages 123.66 miles per
hour.

The Airways' rest-house at Kalgoorlie ofters
similar comforts to those enjoyed on the previous
morning at Ceduna. We remain here for the
better part of an hour; refreshing and refuelling.
Our party is joined by local passengers for Perth.

Kalgoorlie to Perth.

On the final 350 mile stage we take off at 9.7
a.m., passing Coolgardie ten minutes later. An
hour after that, we are over the populous district
of Southern Cross, which marks the eastern extrem-
ity of the wheat belt. From Southern Cross the
country becomes interesting. Townships along the
old Kalgoorlie-Perth railway rush toward us at
ever-decreasing intervals, and in ever-increasing
size—Merredin at 10.54, Kellerberrin at 11.8, Tam-
min at 11.20, Cunderdin 11.28, and Northam—
largest town between Kalgoorlie and Perth—at
11.40.

Five minutes later the State Farm at Muresk is
sighted.  Beyond this point the wheat country
ceases, and gives place to hilly, densely timbered

areas of the Darling Ranges. Meanwhile we have
risen to 4,200 ft.  For the next quarter of an hour
our view is obscured by the smoke of many bush
fires.

At exactly 12 noon, we find ourselves with unex-
pected suddenness above a delightful panorama of
closely-settled orchard country, with neat white
bungalows and prosperous homesteads overlooking
its far-flung vineyards. Our flight is fast drawing
to a close. Before us gleams the silvern sheen of
the indescribably beautiful Swan River—a beauty
which residents even of Sydney Harbor suburbs
cannot fail to concede. At 12.5 we are above the
city of Perth.

Six minutes later we land gently on the terminal
aerodrome at Maylands. The last 350 miles have
been flown in 3 hours 4 minutes.

While the passengers are disembarking at the
aerodrome all is bustle and activity. The P.M.G.
van has collected its cargo of European mail and is
speeding for Fremantle. Passengers from the East,
with their luggage, have filled the two Airways'
sedans., There are a round of [elicitations and
farewells from the Airways' passengers, a clicking
of cameras as snaps are taken as mementoes of the
trip, and the sedans are off to the city, where they
deposit their human freight. The Transcontinental
air journey had been completed in entire comfort
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and with a minimum of time. There was always a
complete feeling of safety in Airways' machines;
you realised you were coming to visit friends—not
going to meet your ancestors. Undoubtedly the
air way is THE way to travel across the continent,
for apart from the luxury of this form of travel, the
familiar slogan of the company rises to mind: “Save
days: Use the air mail.”

(It should be noted that the aeroplanes used on
this route are capable of continuing the journey
with one engine stopped. Pilots are subject to rigid
medical examination every six months. Ground
engineers are licensed by the Government, and must
comply with regulations for safety, and the aero-
planes are certified daily by licensed engineers as
being airworthy in accordance with Government
requirements. These factors ensure that you will
be safe in the hands of this organisation.)




