




































































































































































54 GEORGE T. FRY

going to take the liberty of landing it on
Hang-chow Bay, instead of having it
diverted to the Yang-tze as you had
intended. But you will be well treated.
Only do not attempt to make trouble;
it is uscless. You sce that you are
euarded by Chinese soldiers.”

le pointed to four men, intelligent,
alert and well armed.

Four more days. Land in sight, a little
inlet on the Bay of Hang-chow. The
vellow men had run the gauntlet of
cuarding ships with rare skill—not an
interfering hand from any side—British
flag spanking the breeze from the stern.
The ship was beached, not docked.

Chinesc scemed to spring from the
ground to hasten the unloading of the
ship.

“Will you gentlemen oblige me by
coming ashore?” asked the leader.

The handcuffed and manacled British
followed his lead, under the armed guard
of the alert four soldiers. A transport-
wagon awaited them. They went on and
on for many miles through lines of
Chinese who paid no attention to them,
save to salute the man who rode in front
with the chauffeur—for the transport was
modern and gasoline supplied its horses.
The wagon at length halted at field
headquarters. The leader escorted his
charges to the commander, he scemed to
pay small attention to them. Redmond
looked inquiringly at his chief captor,
and at the man of exccutions, with his
great sword and its red silk ornament,
who stood ominously in the offing.

“He says Major Ing-fu will attend to
yvour comfort,” said the Chinese.

Major Ing-fu, lithe, ercct and curt,
received the party with much show of
courtesy. He gave a quick command in
Chinese. The handeufls and manacles
dropped.

“l am depending upon your honor,
gentlemen,” he said. “Anyway, as you
can rcadily sce, cscape is out of the
question. You will be shown every con-
sideration and returned to your own
government—unless you will otherwise.
That, of course, is a matter for your own

good judgment. Mecantime, you are my
guests. I shall be only too happy to have
you request anything you wish.”

The four Britishers found their kits
from the ship carefully placed in the
ancient house that served Major Ing-fu
as his workshop. They found servants to
attend them. In the cvening they sat
with the Chinese major and talked.
He was a remarkably interesting person.
He knew Montmartre by night, and the
Louvre by day. He knew their own
London as they knew it. One evening
he was particularly pleased.

“You may be interested to note,”
he said, “that thanks to your contribution,
our forces have just won a telling success
fifty miles north of here.”

Redmond winced.

“And,” resumed the major, “I am, with
much reluctance, going to part company
with you. You will be conducted to a
port where you will be among your own
people. T am sorry that other matters
engage me.”

He said it with the air of a man really
regretful.

“You have been a real sportsman,”
said Redmond, “‘and dcucedly kind to us.
Gun-running has its chances, and we took
ours. But do not think that we arc
unappreciative. But I would like to know
how you came to find our sccret.”

“Gladly,” said the major, with a smile.

“We knew from our intelligence service
that Mr. Buckingham was much sought
by all worth-while Englishmen who came
to the Philippines. We knew, of course,
that the British, our chief enemics, would
make use of Manila; and so promising a
prospect as Buckingham was not, of
course, to be overlooked.

“The command sent one of our men,
Wu Gun, down to Ilobang where he
obtained employment from Mr. Buck-
ingham. Capt. Redmond was one of the
visitors who came that way, and he told
Mr. Buckingham of his mission. Wu-gun
heard the conversation. He had the
Capitan Chino send out his packet ahead
of time, with instructions for Manila.

“Captain Redmond enjoyed himself at















































































































































































































































































































SAM SAM

here on a special. The vice-president is
giving the road an intensive inspection.
He and his party will spend a few minutes
here.

“Get cverything in the best shape you
can. I'll be with the party. If onc thing
is wrong here, I'll see that you remember
i’

“Yeos, sir.” Sam Sam promised. “T'll
sec that everything is all right.”

“It had better be,” McGann growled.

The local thrust a blunt nosc and a
plume of smoke around the lower curve.
McGann led the way back to the station
platform.

“Remember now,” he warned, as the
local ncared. *“I'll stand for no foolishness.
The men who put marks against the
Santce division arc going to hcar from
me.”

Sam Sam looked him in the eye. His
face was wooden; but in his eyes the old
scorn for McGann blazed again. The
super saw it. His face wore a scowl as he
swung up the steps of the local.

IT SNOWED that night, a full six
inches. Sam Sam was out carly the
next morning and at his work. Once
again he cleared the station platform, the
coal-road switch, the siding switch ncarest
the station. And then he took his broom
and limped the quarter of a mile up-grade
to where the siding cut back into the main
line. That switch he also eleaned out.

The rest of the morning he limped
about the station, doing all he could to
make things look their best.  In the carly
afternoon the dispatcher wired that a
local freight was coming up the mountain.
The special of the vice-president was fol-
lowing after. The freicht was ordered
into the siding until the special passed.

Not long after that, the scrubby freight
labored up and stopped below the branch-
line switch. In the train was an empty
coal car. Hastily the crew cut it out and
the engine shunted it a few rods up the
branch line. A brakeman hurriedly sct
the brakes and left it. ‘The next train of
empties, going in, would pick it up and
take it back to the mines.
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There were five boxes of freight for
Iron Mountain siding on the train. It
pulled forward to the platform. Just
then the warning whistle of the special
floated up from below.

The trainmen hurriedly dumped the
boxes . out on the platform, and the
freight pulled up ahead in the siding.

Sam Sam was flustered. The boxes,
dumped unceremoniously on the plat-
form, did not look well. He began to
move them into the freight room. By the
time he was on the third onc the loco-
motive and single car of the special
ground to a stop by the station.

Sam Sam went on with his work. That
seemed the only thing to do.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw five
men alight from the private car. One
was McGann. By his side was a shorter
man with a small mustache and an alert
air. By McGann’s obscquious manner
it was plain that the small man was the
vice-president of the D. and R. A small
man. True, he did not have a withered
leg, but he was small. McGann hung on
his every word and glance. Sam Sam
allowed his mind to linger upon some re-
mote point in the future, when there
would be a new vice-president—with a
withered right legz—and McGann would
still be there to take the vice-president’s
orders.

It was a satisfying prospect. Sam Sam
smiled at the thought, as he lifted a
hcavy box in his arms and staggered
toward the door of the freight room.
Samuel Samuclson, vice-president of the
D. and R.! With his private car and—
Just at that moment Sam Sam’s good
foot came sharply against the baggage
truck’s handle. He stumbled and, be-
causc he had only onc good leg, he went
on over. The box of freicht flew out of
his arms and crashed to the boards. One
corner splintered.  Excelsior and broken
bits of dishes fell out.

Every one in the party looked at him.
McGann scowled blackly.

Sam Sam scrambled to his fect; he stood
looking miserably at the box. Hec heard
a voice say—
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another plane. Major Schulz appeared to
be unable to realize that a Border patrol-
man’s business was to watch the ground,
and not to frecze his eyes to another ship
to keep from hitting it.  How, I mused,
did he think we were ever going to keep
watch for anything, if we flew formation?
“We're in for a sweet six weeks,” I re-
flected sourly. “Suppose they don’t order
him away after Kennard gets back?”
Pretty soon the long antenna, with its
heavy “fish” at the end, was straight out
behind us, and I was working the key.

Iave two ships ready and stand by. Tip
on car which may contain smuggled immi-
grants. Out after it, but have no guns, and
ships in bad shape as you know. Will radio
news in ten minutes.

HE LAREDO bunch knew the condi-

tion of our ships and had, in fact, been
patroling the full territory between them
and McMullen. Furthermore, the chances
were ten o onc that if that car held an
illegal cargo of any kind and was in the
hands of an expcrienced smuggler, said
gentleman would give himself away when
a patrol ship started acting curious. It
almost never failed. And with a whole
flicht buzzing around his cars he'd have
a hemorrhage.

1 looked back at the ships. There were
but four that I could spot, the last one but
dimly outlined through the mist. I gazed
around the skyline, trying to pick up the
other one.

Then I saw it, and I was gripping Hum-
mer’s shoulder. He turned and, as he saw
that onc De Haviland, spiraling carth-
ward over trackless mesquite, his smol-
dering cyes met mine for a sccond and
then he banked abruptly.

It was the next to the last ship—that
should be Jimmy Jennings and George
Hickman. And it was diving toward the
gray-green chaparral which wasall that the
cyc of even a hawk could see below. Not
so much as a tiny clearing—and you may
know that a D.H. hits the ground at close
to scventy miles an hour, no matter how
you try to stall it.

It was an eternity before the crash
came. Jimmy stalled as we circled over
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it. The next second the bomber had
mushed into the trectops. For an instant
it seemed to slide along the tops of the
gnarled ’squitc trees. Then the nose
dropped down, and the tail of the ship
thrashed over. There it stayed motion-
less, half on its back, tail in the air.

Then came seconds of suspense—enough
to tighten bands around the heart of any
flyer, as we peered downward to see signs
of life.

Thank God we got them. I saw Hick-
man crawl from bencath the ship. He
seemed to be all right. He was at work
underncath it, now, extricating Jennings.

‘Finally both men were waving handker-

chicfs at us.

They were safe, but they had a fifteen
mile walk due south to the river and then
a few odd morc miles before they'd find a
house. There wasn’t a single thing we
could do except what I did—radio Larcedo
the approximate location and tell them to
get a ship off with food and water, find
them and drop it to them.

In those moments of waiting I found a
gcerm of rcal hatred for that cold, craggy-
faced C.O. back there, snug in McMullen.
When Hummer Howard straightened the
ship and sent it on its way he shot one
look at me which was no argument against
my own emotions. That boy was seething.

It was but ten minutes before we hit the
rough little dirt road which wound lone-
somely through the mesquite and turned
northward on it. Sam’s house passed be-
neath us, with Samuel himself in the
midst of his few cleared fields and ranch
buildings. He was pointing north—the
dircction in which we were flying.

Twenty miles ahead, a small black bug
seemed to be crawling along that gray
ribbon of road, like an overfed beetle.
With four ships following in file, we
dropped carthward, the wires shrilling and
the motor’s roar decpening as Howard
dived fast to save time. Every extra mo-
ment in the air with those ships, that still
had a three-hour trip to Donovan before
they were torn apart, was so much extra
risk.

Finally, a hundred feet high, we were


















176

recreation room in the evening, the same
thing happened, and he did not set foot
there again.

He did not weaken, but his cyes were
sunk in his head and the skin drew tightly
over his angular checkbones as the days
went by. It was next door to mutiny, and
to his dying day it would follow him to the
ends of the carth if he stayed in the army
and any of us talked. Nevertheless, with
the lines furrowed deeper on his haggard
face, and that dcad look in his cyes, he
fought us as silently as we fought him.

We got our new ships from Donovan,
and he drove us until it scemed that flesh
and blood could stand no more. We flew
patrols from dawn to dark; and not an
hour of the day from reveille to retreat
was let to go to waste. Inventories, polic-
ing the post, formation flying practise,
garrison school—the orders poured forth,
always written, as he strove to make us
cry quits. The entire flight was confined
to the post for individual and trifling
falls from grace; and the squadron me-
chanics, it seemed to me, were close to
- open revolt.

It was a madhouse, with some dcadly
thing, like a poisonous miasma hanging
_over it.  The mcals were hours to dread.
Sometime I myself felt as if T must break
forth into a ncrvous shout to break that
horrid silence.  Schulz moved in an at-
mosphere of mortal enmity which grew in
strength with every passing day.

As the tension tightened in that word-
less battle, every man showed signs of the
strain. The little idle time that we had
was devoted to never ending discussion of
the issue which had usurped all other in-
terests.  We got into the habit of talking
in low, guarded toncs, as if a shadow were
swooping down to engulf us and a climax
we dreaded was just around the corner.
Every nerve was frayed to the raw. Qur
weary bodies were close to cxhaustion as
the major, with a face like a death’s head
and a spirit which was slowly crumbling,
fought Hummer Howard and his allies.

Hummer, having been the C.0., it . was
natural for the old men to come to him
with many questions which should have

THOMSON BURTIS

been presented to the major. Howard
made decisions and gave orders without
the pretense of consulting his commanding
officer. It was partly because the major
was no expert on questions concerning
flying or the technical angles of engineer-
ing. Howard, pale and hollow-cyed as the
charges against him were forwarded on to
San Antone, usurped authority continu-
ously.

Time after time a written order from
the major countecrmanded his own, but
that did not stop him. Spccification after
specification of insubordination were add-
ed to his list. T’'ll swear that the two men,
on opposite sides of a closed door, secmed
to be fighting to the death with little slips
of paper.

The weather turned unbearably hot,
which made the ceascless work more of an
ordcal. There was storm in the air, just a
week after Coventry started. It scemed
to me that Hummer and some of the
others were becoming frightened at what
they had done. This couldn’t go on for-
ever—and yet what could stop it? We
had built a Frankenstein’s monster which
bid fair to destroy the flight and ruin
cvery man in it.

As for me, personally, I paced up and
down for many a wecary hour, mulling
things over in my mind and wondering
what to do. Gradually therce arosec a cer-
tain admiration for that indomitable old
man, asking no quarter and giving none,
but going down thc army plank fighting
to the last. That day, at noon, I noticed
it particularly as he marched in, daring
us to do our worst, and picked at his al-
most untouched plate as the silence
scemed to rush against him in waves. It
was a tangible thing, that menacing quiet.
He could have taken his meals alone, but
he refused to shirk his ordeal.

I rcalized that day that the end was not
far away. In the office and at the table,
it was plain what was happening. His
hands shook uncontrollably; one- eye
twitched unceasingly. He seemed to have
lost thirty pounds in a week. His move-
ments were jerky and ncrvous, his eyes
like those of a cornered rat, and it seemed













































ASK ADVENTURE

’

of age on April 1st of the calendar year in which they
enter the academy. A candidate becomes eligible
the day he becomes 16 and is ineligible on the day he
becomes 20 ycars of age. Candidates are required
to be of good moral character, physically sound, well
formed and of robust constitution, the height of
candidates must not be less than 5 feet 2 inches
between the ages of 16 and 18 ycars, and not less
than 5 feet 4 inches between the ages of 18 and 20
years. The minimum weight at 16 years is 105
pounds, with an increase of five pounds fo? each
additional year and fraction of a ycar over one half.
Candidates must be unmarried.

PAY—The pay of a midshipman is $750.00 a year,
beginning at the date of his admission. Midship-
men must supply themsclves with clothing, books
and so forth, the total expense of which amounts to
$350.00. Traveling cxpenses to the academy are
paid by the Government.

ENLISTMENT—Each midshipman on admission is
required to sign articles by which he binds himself
to serve in the U. S. Navy during the pleasure of the
President of the U. S.

Two booklets on the Naval Academy and the
appointments thereto can be secured frec of charge
by writing and addressing The Superintendent,
U. S. Naval Academy, Annapolis, Maryland.

Whales

ON THEIR capture and disposal.
Did you ever hear of the bombing
of one of these sea monsters before?

Request:—“‘Your letter about ambergris was very
interesting.

How do they capture the whale, to get the am-
bergris?”"—HenrBerT WoLrg, Los Gatos, Cal.

Reply, by Mr. Charles Bell Emerson:—The latest
style of vessel for whaling is so arranged that two
doors are openced in the bow of the vessel, and the
whale is floated inside of the ship, and cut up for the
try-kettles, which are located on deck.

When a whale is captured (harpooned and brought
to the vessel), an instrument like a gigantic hypo-
dermic syringe is inserted into the dead body and
air is pumped in until the whale tloats “high.”

If there ave other whales near by that need atten-
tion, then a flag is stuck into the blubber and the
body is cast adrift: a fresh line is cotled and the
chase begins afresh.

The harpoons of late date arc shot from a gun.

A whale ran aground in shallow water inside the
Atlantic entrance to the Panama Canal, and was
killed by machine-gun fire by canal employees, who
undertook to salvage it for oil and bone.

The whale was too heavy for the 75-ton railroad
crane to handle, so a tug fastened a line to the car-
cass and towed it to a point 1% miles outside the
brcakwater, where a naval airplane dropped two
bombs, cach weighing 160 pounds, from a height
of 1,000 feet, and thus destroyed said whale.,
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Bulicts in Flight

AST as thcy travel, they are not
faster than the eye under certain light
and atmospheric conditions, or when mov-
ing against a background of white cloud.

Request:—“Is there any record of rifle or pistol
bullcts. not tracer, being seen in flight by persons
Bring them? The ex-Nuvy men among the officers
here, with the exception of myself, don't belicve
they can be seen.

However, I clearly remember seeing Colts auto-
matic .45 cal. bullets in flight while firing on the 50-
vard range at Guantanamo in January or February,
1916, when I was a gunner's mate on the U. S. S.
Rhode Island. It also secms to me we saw .30-30
bullets in flight a few times on the 200-yard rifle
range. Of the .30-30's I'm not positive, but the .45's,
yes sir, absolutely.

They could only be seen in the early morning
with the sun, like a red ball, rising over the hills
to the rear and left of the targets. They appeared
like a glimpse of a black fly or bug between the man
firing and the target. Of course any onc who flinched
the least bit could never see them, but 1 remember
hurrying to the range, along with some shipmates,
on several mornings to try our luck secing bullets
in flight. And a number of us sure saw them.

I also remember secing one-pounder shells, not
traces either, in flight a couple of years before, when
I was a 12-inch gun pointer on the Minnesota.
Said shells were fired in sub-caliber practice from
guns mounted on saddles on the barrels of 12-inch
guns and were fired by the pointer at his regular
place inside turret, with his head in conning tower
and his c¢ye at pointer’s telescope. Of course one
couldn’t sce these shells in flight at all times; at-
mospheric conditions etc. had to be right.""—Grko.
L. Eastvax, Hog Island, Pa.

Reply, by Mr. Doncegan Wiggins:—You win; bul-
lets up to the .30 caliber Model 1906 in velocity
and caliber can be seen in flight, if conditions, mean-
ing atmospheric and optical, are right. )

I have mysclf scen bullets of .22, .44, .45 and .30
caliber fired both by myself and others both on the
ranges and in the field. But conditions, particularly
light and density of atmosphere, must be in perfect
accord for this to be done. You are absolutely
correct in your contention as to the small arm bullets.
1 can’t say as to the heavies, as my experience witly
thems is confined to certain abortions we youthful
angel-dodgers used to make from gaspipe and old
gun barrels for the proper celebration of July 4th
in the glad days of old.

A chap can see a momentarily-glimpsed silvery
streak going down the range from the flanks of the
firing post; from the rear you see the black dot, as
you say, butsobriefly that one can not be surc he saw
something, or just had a delusion and twitching of
his eyes. If you shoot the .456's up in the air, par-
ticularly against a white cloud, you can frequently
see them plainly. I've noted this in aerial shooting.












